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                   Dedication

To the ones who never doubted me,to the friends who stood by my side,to the mentors who guided my path…

Oh, wait—none of you existed.

And yet, here we are. Enjoy the story.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Truth is a fragile illusion, and deception is the only certainty."

      

    


The unwanted subject in the kingdom
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​Introduction
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No one in the kingdom knew his true name, nor did they care to ask. He was a shadow, a whisper in the alleys, a murmur in the grand halls, a flickering presence in the lives of those who barely noticed him. To most, he was just another faceless peasant, a nameless worker shaping stones and timbers, a wandering architect who spoke little and observed much. But beneath the surface of his unassuming existence, there lay something far greater—a mind as sharp as a blade, a will as unyielding as the oldest oaks, and a purpose that would shake the very foundations of the realm.

He had been discarded long ago, cast aside by fate and forgotten by history. The nobles of the kingdom saw him as an insignificant speck, a commoner with no land, no lineage, and no claim to power. They did not know that he was watching, studying, weaving his intricate web in the shadows. They had dismissed him, and that was their greatest mistake.

The nameless architect—because that was the only title he was known by—moved through the kingdom like a ghost, his hands crafting the very homes, roads, and structures that would one day serve his hidden purpose. He was not merely a builder of stone and mortar, but of something far grander. He was constructing a kingdom within the kingdom, a silent revolution hidden beneath the very noses of those who ruled.

He brought in outsiders, people from distant lands, outcasts and foreigners, individuals who had no ties to the royal bloodline, no loyalty to the old nobility. With careful words and promises of prosperity, he persuaded them to settle in the kingdom, embedding them like seeds in fertile soil. Slowly, quietly, his people multiplied, spreading through towns and villages, unnoticed by the oblivious court. His influence grew, unseen and unsuspected, like ivy creeping up the walls of an ancient castle.
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​Chapter 1: The Nameless Architect
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The kingdom of Eldoria stood as a beacon of wealth and tradition, its towering castles casting long shadows over villages teeming with peasants, merchants, and noblemen who seldom cared for the struggles of those beneath them. Within its stone walls, power was hoarded like gold, passed down from one royal lineage to the next, guarded by laws and spells meant to preserve the order of things. No one questioned the hierarchy. No one dared to challenge the bloodlines that had ruled for centuries.

No one—except for a man without a name.

He arrived as a wanderer, a mere craftsman draped in humble rags, his face obscured by a hood dirtied from the road. He carried only a small satchel of tools and a gaze that drank in every detail of the land. To the unsuspecting eye, he was nothing more than another laborer seeking work, a builder searching for a place to rest his weary bones.

But those who looked closer—truly looked—would have seen the sharpness in his eyes, the way his hands traced the wooden beams of the market stalls, the way he measured the walls of the city not in awe but in calculation. He was not here to admire the beauty of Eldoria. He was here to map it, to study it, to weave himself into its very fabric like a thread no one noticed until it pulled the entire tapestry apart.

He called himself an architect, though his name was never spoken, his past never revealed. When asked where he had come from, he gave vague answers—distant lands, forgotten cities, places long swallowed by time. His tongue was silvered with words of craftsmanship, speaking of arches that withstood centuries, of bridges that defied the elements, of hidden corridors only the most skilled builders could design. It was enough to convince those who mattered that he was useful. And in a kingdom where talent was a commodity, even a nameless man could carve his way into places others could not.

By the time the nobles noticed him, he was already securing his place. He repaired homes, rebuilt roads, designed grand structures for the aristocracy. His work was precise, flawless, almost enchanted in its perfection. And yet, no one suspected him.

For what threat could a simple architect pose?

But beneath the mortar and stone, he was laying something else entirely. He was planting his people—outsiders, foreigners, exiles from other lands—within the very veins of Eldoria. He brought them in under the guise of laborers and merchants, quietly weaving a network of individuals who answered not to the crown, but to him.

Still, there was one force he had not yet mastered. The magic of Eldoria was old, patient, and dangerous. White magic ran through the kingdom’s foundations like an invisible current, protecting its rulers, binding those who sought to unravel it. Though he was cunning, though he was careful, he felt its presence twisting around him, whispering, waiting for him to slip.

And so, he continued his act—the nameless architect, the faceless worker. He played the role of a simple man with simple ambitions, a builder with no greater dream than to craft something that would outlast him.

But in the silence of the night, as he traced the blueprints of the city with his fingers, as he marked the places where his influence would take root, he knew the truth.

He was not here to build. He was here to replace.

And when the time came, when the final stone was set and the last piece of his game fell into place, the kingdom would no longer belong to its rulers.

It would belong to him.
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​Chapter 2: Whispers of the Outsiders
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The nameless architect worked in silence, his hands carving the kingdom’s future stone by stone, decision by decision. To the nobles and rulers of Eldoria, he was nothing more than a skilled craftsman, a man of precision and discipline who asked for little and gave much. He repaired their homes, strengthened their bridges, and designed their halls, gaining favor where it mattered. Yet, beneath the dust and sweat of his labor, something far more ambitious was taking root.

For every structure he built, he left behind something unseen—people.

They arrived in trickles, unnoticed at first. A lone merchant seeking a stall in the market, a blacksmith looking for work, a traveling scholar who spoke in foreign tongues. They came from lands beyond Eldoria’s borders, from places deemed insignificant by those who ruled. And yet, they carried something more valuable than wealth—they carried loyalty.

Loyalty to him.

The nameless one did not choose them carelessly. He sought out the desperate, the ambitious, the discarded. Those who had no ties to the old bloodlines, no allegiance to the kingdom’s traditions. He spoke to them in quiet corners, offering promises of stability, of protection, of a future where they would no longer be treated as outsiders. His words were not commands but invitations, whispers laced with reason, persuasion, and something dangerously close to prophecy.

And so, they settled.

The nobles of Eldoria paid little attention to the shifting tides. Foreigners had always come and gone, seeking fortune in the kingdom’s prosperity. But they failed to notice the pattern—the way the nameless architect placed them in key positions, the way entire quarters of the city subtly changed hands. What was once a village of commoners became a hidden fortress of the unknown, where every baker, every tailor, every smith answered to someone who was not the crown.

It was not just people he brought in. It was ideas.

The outsiders carried customs unfamiliar to the kingdom, beliefs that clashed with the ancient ways of Eldoria. Their presence was not only physical but cultural, their practices slowly seeping into the fabric of the realm. New symbols etched into doorways, old songs replaced by foreign melodies, unseen alliances forged in whispers between drinks in dimly lit taverns.

And yet, even as his web expanded, the nameless one felt the invisible chains tightening around him.

The white magic of Eldoria did not sleep.

It watched. It listened. It wrapped itself around him like an unseen serpent, testing his resolve, reminding him that his presence in the kingdom was not unnoticed. He could feel it in the air, in the walls of the very buildings he had helped construct. It was not an enemy he could fight with steel or deception. It was patient, waiting for him to slip.

But he would not falter.

For every plan, he had a counterplan. For every risk, he had an escape. The game he played was not one of mere conquest—it was a slow, deliberate act of reshaping the kingdom from within.

And when the time was right, when the kingdom was no longer ruled by those who believed themselves untouchable, Eldoria would wake to a new reality.

One where the nameless one was no longer an outsider.

But the true power behind the throne.
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​Chapter 3: A Kingdom’s Blind Spot
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Eldoria thrived, its streets lined with the hum of commerce, its skies painted with the brilliance of a kingdom at its peak. The market squares buzzed with activity, merchants from every corner of the known world bartering their goods, the nobles riding through the cobbled streets in their gilded carriages, their heads held high as they basked in the wealth of their reign. The kingdom’s castles gleamed like jewels in the sunlight, and the air seemed to hum with promise and potential.

But amid this prosperity, there was something that Eldoria failed to see.

The kingdom’s eyes were fixed on the grandiosity of its own success, blind to the quiet shifts happening beneath the surface. The nobles saw only what they wanted to see—the glittering jewels of their wealth, the extravagance of their courts, the echoes of their lineage stretching back through centuries. They saw the peasants toiling in the fields and the merchants bringing exotic goods, and they thought nothing of it. They thought nothing of the faces that appeared in the crowd, faces that did not belong to the kingdom’s bloodline, faces that carried no history, no allegiance to the crown.

The nameless architect watched all of this from the shadows. He knew that the kingdom’s prosperity was both its greatest strength and its greatest flaw. The wealth, the splendor, the sense of invincibility—all of it was a shield, a screen that allowed the true workings of the kingdom to go unnoticed.

While the nobles entertained themselves with their grand feasts and political intrigues, the nameless architect continued his work, his hands creating more than just stone and wood. He laid the foundation for a future where the kingdom would no longer belong to them. He planted the seeds of dissent, disguised as loyalty. He saw that no one noticed when a foreign family settled in a run-down neighborhood, or when a merchant from a distant land began buying up properties in the heart of the capital. The kingdom’s blind spot was vast, and no one was looking for the patterns forming beneath their feet.

The outsiders moved in quietly, like water filling cracks in a dam, undisturbed by the kingdom’s arrogance. Each day, the nameless architect orchestrated a slow but steady infiltration. Families were placed strategically across the city, outsiders mingling with the citizens of Eldoria, offering their services—blacksmiths, traders, carpenters, healers, teachers. Each one came with a story of a distant home, of a kingdom in need of refuge, of an opportunity to build a new life. To the people of Eldoria, they were nothing more than another face in the crowd. And the nobles? They couldn’t be bothered to see who they were.

But what the kingdom did not realize was that these outsiders were not building lives—they were building power.

Slowly, as the nameless architect’s plan unfolded, they began to stake their claims. The peasants who had once labored in the fields now whispered of opportunities in the city, of jobs promised by these foreign workers who seemed to know more than they should. The artisans who had been overlooked for years now found themselves in positions of influence, connected to wealthy merchants and investors. No one realized that these connections were orchestrated by one man, the architect who had buried his intentions beneath the guise of humility.

Eldoria was too focused on its own prosperity to see the undercurrents of change. The king and his councilors, preoccupied with feasting and celebrating their wealth, did not notice the growing discontent brewing in the alleys, in the back rooms, in the quiet spaces where the nameless architect’s network took root. Even the royal magicians, who kept their watchful eyes on the kingdom’s enchantments and defenses, could not sense the subtle weave of influence that was slowly encircling the very heart of Eldoria.

And so, the kingdom prospered, oblivious to the fact that it was crumbling from within.

No one saw how the nameless architect, ever patient, ever calculating, had made himself indispensable. No one saw how his influence was silently growing, how the foreigners he had brought in were no longer merely workers or merchants—they were agents of change, waiting for the moment when they would rise.

And the kingdom? It was blind to the storm that loomed just beneath the surface, the storm that would sweep away everything they held dear.

For the nameless architect knew one truth that no one else did: Power was not always taken by force. Sometimes, it was simply allowed to grow, unnoticed, until it could no longer be ignored.
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​Chapter 4: The Labyrinth of Deception
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The nameless architect’s life was one of patience and precision, a careful game played in the shadows of Eldoria’s brilliance. Every stone he laid, every plan he sketched, was more than just a construction. It was a piece of a vast, intricate labyrinth—an unseen network of influence and power that wound beneath the kingdom’s very streets, hidden from the eyes of its rulers and their nobles.

In the daylight hours, he toiled as any other craftsman might. He built houses, repaired roads, drew blueprints for palaces and towers, and lent his expertise to the high lords who sought his services. His work was impeccable, flawless even, earning him the trust of the kingdom’s elite. But when the sun dipped below the horizon and the torches flickered in the streets, his true work began.

The nameless architect was not merely designing buildings—he was constructing the foundations of a revolution. Beneath every surface, behind every wall, he carved secret passages for his growing network of outsiders. Each individual he had placed in the kingdom had a role, a purpose to serve in his labyrinth of deception.

The merchants who peddled their goods in the marketplaces were no mere traders—they were messengers, carrying information from one side of the kingdom to the other. The blacksmiths who shaped the kingdom’s weapons were not just craftsmen—they were secret contacts, their forges doubling as meeting places for those who would eventually rise in the architect’s name. Even the beggars who wandered the streets, invisible to the upper echelons of society, played their part—gathering rumors, picking up whispers from the unseen corners of the kingdom.

Each piece was a part of the architect’s grand design. Each action was a deliberate step toward the throne.

The labyrinth he was building was not a mere physical structure; it was a network of loyalty and deceit, of manipulation and trust, layered so intricately that it would take years for anyone to even notice it existed. There was no need for brute force; the architect knew that power could be won with subtlety. It wasn’t about overthrowing the throne—it was about quietly replacing it.

Every day, as he passed through Eldoria’s streets, the nameless architect’s eyes darted from one face to another, calculating, assessing. He knew which homes were ripe for influence, which noble houses were vulnerable to manipulation, which officials were corrupt enough to be swayed with promises of wealth or power. Each new outsider he brought into the kingdom was more than just a refugee or a wanderer—they were a cog in his masterwork.
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