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THE NINE

Time itself seemed frozen within the underground city.

Pharaoh Neferkarê stood motionless at the threshold of the black gate. The immense city stretching before him appeared to breathe.

Towers.

Stone bridges.

Temples buried beneath the earth.

And everywhere...

Bones.

Millions of bones.

The forgotten grave of humanity.

Neferkarê

The Pharaoh tried to step backward.

But his feet would not move.

Because the figures seated upon the nine thrones had all turned toward him at once.

Eight of them.

The ninth throne remained empty.

And that emptiness...

Was more terrifying than the others.

—
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A deep vibration filled the underground city.

As though millions of people whispered within the stone itself.

The Pharaoh collapsed to his knees.

“I... I was only a king...”

One of the voices answered.

Neither male.

Nor female.

Nor human.

“No.”

Another voice followed.

“You were the bearer of the gate.”

The Pharaoh began to cry.

Truly cry.

Because now all his grandeur had shattered.

The throne.

The gold.

The armies.

All meaningless.

Another figure spoke.

“Egypt has collapsed.”

The Pharaoh trembled.

“No...”

Within the darkness of the underground city, other visions appeared.

Starving people in the streets.

Faceless children.

Soldiers killing one another.

Burning temples.

And the Red Nile.

The figure spoke again.

“Decay confirmed.”

—
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At the same moment...

High Priest Amun-Seth and Ptahemra advanced through the great underground passage.

Amun-Seth

Ptahemra

The final path upon the map had opened.

Stone walls moved on their own while ancient gates slowly parted.

As though the underground city itself were summoning them.

As the High Priest walked, he examined the walls.

There were carvings.

But they did not belong to Egypt.

Older.

Far older.

People knelt before towering black structures.

Nine rings were drawn across the sky.

And in some carvings...

The nine figures were teaching humanity something.

The High Priest whispered slowly:

“Were they gods?”

Ptahemra shook his head.

“No.”

“Then what were they?”

Before answering, the old man glanced around fearfully.

“Survivors.”

The High Priest froze.

Because that possibility...

Was more horrifying than all the others.

—
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In the city above, the last fragments of order were collapsing.

The temples were looted.

The guards killed one another.

In some districts, people had begun covering their faces with cloth.

Because they believed being seen would summon “them.”

And at night...

Faceless figures continued emerging from the Red Nile.

Silently.

Slowly.

As though counting the city itself.

—
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Within the underground city, the Pharaoh finally managed to stand again.

Trembling, he looked around.

“This place...”

The eight figures spoke together.

“The first record.”

The Pharaoh held his breath.

At the center of the underground city stood a great circular structure.

The enormous well.

The Well of Screams.

And above the well, ancient symbols revolved slowly.

Nine rings.

One of the figures raised its hand.

And the Pharaoh’s mind shattered.

Visions.

The first world.

Gigantic civilizations.

Humanity building towers that pierced the heavens.

Then hunger.

War.

Silence.

Decay.

And finally...

Destruction beneath crimson skies.

The Pharaoh collapsed to the ground.

Blood streamed from his ears.

“Enough...”

But the visions did not stop.

The second world.

The third.

The fourth.

All ending the same way.

Decay.

Pride.

Hunger.

False kings.

And after every collapse...

The nine figures.

Watching silently.

—
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At last, the High Priest and Ptahemra reached the great gate.

The gate stood open.

A nearly black light poured from within.

The moment the High Priest stepped inside, he stopped.

Because for the first time in his life, he truly felt small.

The underground city stretched endlessly before him.

And in the distance...

The nine thrones.

Ptahemra fell to his knees.

He began to weep.

The High Priest simply stared.

Because every answer to his questions was there.

And every answer was terrible.

—
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The eight figures turned their heads toward the High Priest at the same moment.

And suddenly...

Every sound within the chamber ceased.

The underground city became silent.

The High Priest could hear his own heartbeat.

Then one of the figures spoke.

“Amun-Seth.”

The blood drained from the High Priest’s face.

Because he recognized the voice.

The voice from the book.

The voice within the walls.

The voice from the dreams.

The figure continued.

“We have watched you for a very long time.”

The High Priest could not breathe.

“Why... me?”

Silence.

Then another figure spoke.

“Because you looked.”

Another followed.

“While the others feared.”

And a third:

“You chose to descend.”

The High Priest was trembling now.

Because for the first time, he understood:

This meeting was never an accident.

He had been chosen from the very beginning.

—
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Another great gong echoed from the depths of the underground city.

GUM.

All eight figures turned toward the empty ninth throne simultaneously.

And for the first time...

A shadow began forming above the vacant seat.

The High Priest stopped breathing.

Because it was different from the others.

Larger.

Darker.

And around it...

Reality itself was distorting.

Stone cracked apart.

Light bent unnaturally.

Voices twisted into strange sounds.

Ptahemra collapsed face-first to the ground in terror.

And whispered:

“The Ninth is coming...”

THE OPENING GATE

The underground city was trembling.

The shadow above the Ninth Throne continued to grow. Stone pillars cracked apart while a nearly black light spread across the underground city.

And for the first time...

Even the eight figures had fallen silent.

The Council of Nine.

Council of Nine

High Priest Amun-Seth could no longer breathe.

Amun-Seth

Because the longer he stared at the shadow, the more his mind shattered.

Reality itself was distorting.

Stone bent unnaturally.

Voices stretched and warped.

And time...

Slowed.

Ptahemra remained on his knees, weeping.

Ptahemra

“No...”

Meanwhile, Pharaoh Neferkarê crawled backward across the ground.

Neferkarê

But none of them mattered anymore.

Because that thing...

Was coming.

—
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The shadow slowly began taking shape.

It resembled a human form.

But it was not human.

Far too tall.

Its body constantly shifted.

At times bone appeared.

At times stars.

And sometimes...

Human faces.

Thousands of human faces.

Suffering.

Crying.

Screaming.

The High Priest collapsed to his knees involuntarily.

Blood streamed once more from his ears.

Because beside that being, the human mind could not remain whole.

The eight figures spoke at the same time.

“The final witness has arrived.”

Their voices echoed across the underground city.

And at that moment...

The Ninth Figure raised its head.

It had no face.

Yet everyone in the chamber felt its gaze upon them.

Then it spoke.

Its voice was not heard.

It was felt.

Inside the stone.

Inside human bones.

Within the deepest layers of thought.

“The seventh record has begun.”

The High Priest felt his heart nearly stop.

Because now he was certain.

Egypt was not merely a civilization.

It was a test.

And it had failed.

—
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At that same moment, terrible things began happening throughout the city.

The Nile overflowed completely.

The red water reached the palace gates.

The towers of the temples began collapsing.

The nine rings in the sky grew larger.

And people...

Fell silent one by one.

Thousands walking through the streets stopped speaking at the exact same moment.

Because the voice from the sky filled the entire city.

“Observation complete.”

Some people fell to their knees.

Some went mad.

Others began laughing.

Because sometimes the human mind breaks at the furthest edge of fear.

—
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Inside the underground city, the High Priest forced himself to stand.

He looked toward the Ninth Figure.

“What do you want from us?”

Silence.

Then the figure answered.

“Nothing.”

The High Priest froze.

“Then why are you here?”

The eight figures raised their heads together.

And all spoke as one:

“To witness.”

The underground city shook violently.

The High Priest’s eyes widened.

Because that was the most terrifying answer of all.

They were not saviors.

Not executioners.

Not gods.

They were only watching.

Watching humanity destroy itself.

—
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The Pharaoh cried out desperately:

“Stop this!”

The Ninth Figure slowly turned toward him.

And for the first time...

Raised its hand.

The mark of the nine rings upon the Pharaoh’s chest began glowing.

The Pharaoh screamed.

Black veins spread across his entire body.

And the Ninth spoke.

“The gate is complete.”

The enormous well at the center of the underground city suddenly opened wider.

But this time, no red light emerged from within.

Darkness came out instead.

Living darkness.

As though it devoured light itself.

And from the depths of the well, a wind rose upward.

But it was neither warm...

Nor cold.

It was something inhuman.

The High Priest stepped backward.

Because voices existed within the wind.

Millions of voices.

Ancient worlds.

Dead civilizations.

Forgotten people.

All whispering at once:

“We failed as well...”

—
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Ptahemra collapsed to the ground in tears.

“Forgive us...”

The Ninth Figure looked toward him.

And spoke only these words:

“The record is impartial.”

That sentence shattered the old man completely.

Because now there was no hope left.

—
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For the last time, the High Priest looked around him.

The underground city had begun collapsing.

Stone bridges shattered apart.

Towers crumbled.

Bones were dragged into the well.

And the nine rings in the sky continued turning.

At last, the High Priest understood the full truth:

Humanity was not collapsing for the first time.

Egypt was not the first.

And it would not be the last.

—
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The Ninth Figure spoke one final time.

The entire city heard it at once.

“The next world will be prepared.”

Then...

The great underground gate opened completely.

And the darkness emerging from within rose into the sky.

Above Egypt.

Above the Nile.

Above humanity itself.

The High Priest closed his eyes.

Because some truths are too vast to be witnessed.

And at that exact moment...

Within the darkness of the underground city, nine silhouettes appeared side by side.

Silent.

Motionless.

Watching.

LAND OF ASHES

Egypt was silent now.

This silence was not peaceful.

It was dead.

The Nile still flowed, but it had not lost its crimson color. Wind wandered through the stone streets of the cities, and the doors of empty houses opened and closed by themselves during the night.

The people had diminished.

Some had died from hunger.

Some had fled.

And some...

Had walked away one night and never returned.

And those who remained no longer spoke loudly.

Because the nine rings in the sky were still visible.

Pale.

Black.

Like enormous shadows hanging motionless above the world.

—
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The palace had become a ruin.

In the corridors once filled with music, only sand drifted now. Golden ornaments had been torn away, and the pillars were cracked.

The throne room stood empty.

Nothing remained of Pharaoh Neferkarê.

Neferkarê

No corpse.

No bones.

As though he had never existed at all.

Yet people still claimed that at night, crying could be heard from the throne room.

—

[image: ]


High Priest Amun-Seth had not slept for weeks.

Amun-Seth

Dark hollows had formed beneath his eyes.

His face had aged.

Because some knowledge rots a person from within.

And now he knew too much.

The underground city.

The first world.

The Nine.

And the coming new record.

The High Priest sat alone within the oldest chamber of the palace.
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