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​The Forgotten Kingdom

​Awakening in the Darkness
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Kaylan's first breaths were thick with dust and cold. The air smelled of ancient dreams and long-gone graves. He opened his eyes to darkness—a stifling, suffocating blackness. A single glowing torch held outside the rusted bars cast a thin ray of light inside the cell.

He sat up slowly, his limbs trembling as if from long neglect. His arms were too long, his hands too large. A feeling of panic ran through him. He remembered sleeping in his bed, clutching a carved wooden wolf his father had made for him when he was a child. But his body was changed now—taller, stronger, older.

"Where am I?" he whispered, but his voice sounded dry and hoarse as if it hadn't been used in ages. The cell was narrow, its walls carved from black stone and decorated with strange, glowing patterns. As he stared at them, the markings moved slowly and jaggedly, like oil on water. It formed images, including eyes that blinked open, bleeding darkness, cities shrouded in shadow, and forests transformed into faces. His soul seemed frightened, but his mind couldn't process the whispers of the drawings moving. Hurrying back, Cailan slammed the damp wall behind him. The whispers grew louder.

Cailan covered his ears. A sound echoed in the corridor—the groan of ancient hinges. The door, made of heavy iron, opened to the sound of dead things moving. A pale, ghostly light poured in, held by an eerie blue lantern.

The person who entered had no face. No face, no mask. A smooth, bone-white surface where a human face should have been. He wore a heavy, hooded robe that scraped against the earth, and his voice, when he spoke, was like the rustle of leaves in a dry grave. "Your time..." he whispered. "The queen is ready for you." Cailan caught his breath and froze. "I don't understand—where am I? Who are you?" The faceless head turned slightly. The chains of the lost were questions. If you wanted to stay in your cage, keep them. He took his time. But the air of the cell seemed to press down on him now, as if it wanted him gone too. Cailan took a deep breath before entering the hallway. The floor was covered in faded red carpet, damp with mold. Around him, cells stretched into darkness, each filled with figures—some moving, some still. No one spoke. He looked around as he moved. Some prisoners stared blankly. Others scratched the air as if fighting invisible enemies. All their eyes were closed. No spark. No memory. Cailan shuddered.

"Why am I the only one awake?" he asked. The jailer didn't answer. The lantern flame flickered as if alive, writhing, twisting, yearning, the only response a faint flicker. A massive door stood open at the end of the corridor. Behind it, a balcony beneath a starless sky. Spiral towers curled like claws. The other side was cold and twisted. A kingdom shrouded in shadows. Aldoria.

The name fell on Cailan like a stone dropped into deep water. He didn't know how he knew it. He just knew it. Here, in this place where time slept and memory died, he had awakened.

And besides, a surprise awaited him.

​Queen of Shadows

Kailan led through a city that seemed like a lost dream.

The sky over Aldoria was a rolling canvas of ash and lost stars. No sun. No moon. Only a pulsating red glow seeped from cracks in the ground and the jagged tops of distant towers. If buildings could be described as such, they were twisted, swaying things that seemed to whisper secrets when Kailan wasn't looking. The streets were twisting veins of black stone. People wandered everywhere. But they were no longer individuals. As if their souls had been scoured and dug out, their movements were slow, and their eyes clouded. The faceless jailer said nothing. The blue lantern he held swayed with every step, its glow casting long shadows that slithered and twitched like worms in pain.

Finally, they reached the palace.

If the city was a nightmare, the palace was its heart. Its towers twisted like the ribs of a massive beast. Its gates were made of bones, fused and melted, as if alive. The building itself was made of black stone veined with red, and it glowed with a dim light, like embers beneath its skin. Inside, Cailan walked on a carpet of ash that silenced his footsteps. Columns carved with weeping faces lined the great hall, and above them hung chandeliers shaped like frozen wings. In the shadows, the ceiling seemed towering. At the far end of the throne room sat Queen Silvarra. Cailan's chest tightened with longing for her outrageous beauty, so much so that she was a beauty beyond compare. Her skin shone like obsidian. Her hair trailed behind her like the smoke of a burning flame. And her eyes—oh, what eyes—were silver stars bleeding from their tips. As if she knew everything about him in advance, she watched him. "Come closer," she said. She wasn't speaking to him in his ear but in his head. Cailan moved forward, cautious and bewildered. The closer he got, the colder the air grew until frost formed on the cuffs of his sleeves.

"You're the first to arrive here awake in many cycles," Silvarra said, resting her chin on the back of her hand. "Tell me, boy... do you know your name?"

"Cailan," he said, his voice stronger than he expected.

Her eyes narrowed, amused. "So it is. He chose the Queen's Lantern wisely."

The prisoner disappeared when he looked up at them. Only the lantern remained, floating in the air before drifting silently into the shadows.

"Why am I here?" he asked. She stood up, the temperature dropping further. Her black robes trailed behind her like night as she descended the throne steps like night. "You're here because you're the only one who can read the Book of Oblivion," she said.

She stopped in front of him, inches away. "It points to you. It always has."

Like a string tugging, Cailan felt a tug at his head. He felt something ancient inside him that he didn't recognize. She reached out and touched his cheek. Her fingers were as cold as death.

"With the book, I can open the gate to the Underworld. We can all work together to end the hunger of this land. Beyond the veil, the First Shadow lurks and lurks. But not for long."

Her words sent a shiver up his spine, but something was wrong. Something was off. A rhythm that didn't quite match.

"Why me?" he asked. "Why am I the only one who can remember their names?" Queen Silvarra smiled—but the smile didn't reach her eyes.

"That," she said quietly, "is the question you must never stop asking."

And in that moment, Cailan saw her—just a flicker. Her gloom. She didn't move as she should. She twitched with many limbs and many eyes. She moved like a living thing trying to escape. His stomach tightened.

She wasn't what she seemed.

But he couldn't tell her that he knew. Not yet.

Because now he had a new goal.

Find the book. Discover the truth. Escape this cursed kingdom. Before she used it to unleash whatever horror awaited her beyond that gate.

​The Whisper in the Wall

The dungeon greeted him again like an old nightmare.

Kailan sat in the corner, his knees drawn to his chest, staring at the moving symbols on the stone wall. They twisted slowly, forming shapes that alternated between runes, creatures, and eyes that flickered as if they could see into him. He tried to touch them once. The stone burned cold, and a voice hissed in his mind.

He never tried again. Since his encounter with Queen Silvarra, time had faded into nothingness. There had been neither day nor night—only the strange ebb and flow of shadow light from the ever-flickering lanterns. The guards didn't speak. Meals appeared without warning. And the silence between it all seemed deliberate—as if Aldoria were waiting for him to collapse.

And yet, on a night colder than most, the wall spoke. At first, he thought he was imagining it—another mind trick. But a whisper returned, low and urgent:

"If you want to escape, you need the Key to Memories."

Cailan rose, his heart pounding. He put his ear to the wall. "Who are they?" Silence. Then:

The third stone must be moved to the bottom row. Do it now. He moved his fingers along the wall. He pressed the stones one by one until he found it; the third was loose. It clicked, and a hole opened just enough to reveal a single golden eye glowing in the darkness behind it.

A pale face appeared—sharp features, thick black hair, eyes like molten amber.

"You're not like the others," the boy said. "You remember." Cailan blinked. What are you? The stranger smiled a strangely sardonic but clever smile. My name is Raven. Before the queen dragged me into this cursed world, I was a skilled thief. "But... that was a hundred years ago," Cailan whispered. "You should have been..."

"Dead?" Raven snorted. "Time doesn't move here. Actually, no. It folds. It forgets. Just like everyone else's. Except you and me."

Cailan looked up. "How are you still sane?"

Raven leaned closer. "Because I stole my memories before she took them. Shut them up. And now I'm going to get them back."

He pointed to Cailan's strange markings behind him. "What are those images on your wall? They're part of a map. A path to the Library of Illusions on a map. That's where she hides her stolen goods." Cailan whispered, "The Book of Oblivion..." Raven's gaze tightened. "Have you seen it?"

No. But... the Queen says I'm the only one who can read it. It can open the gate to the Underworld.

Raven's face darkened. "This book isn't a key to power; it's a lock to something far worse. Something from before. Something she can't understand." At the time, Cailan felt the same inner turmoil. The thing the queen had touched. The pull of a memory he'd never made.

"What's the key to memories?" he asked. Raven hesitated. Then he held up a necklace, a small silver medallion with strange symbols etched into a crescent moon. "This. It's part of the library's lock. The rest... we'll find along the way. But we need to move quickly. Silvarra is
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​Silvara's True Form























​Words of Light












​A New Beginning
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