

Solomon And The Kings of Shadow,





In the land of Israel, a kingdom forged by the piety and courage of King David, there arose a new king of extraordinary wisdom and compassion. His name was Solomon, a man of profound faith, whose heart overflowed with love not only for his people, but for all of creation. From a young age, his intellect surpassed all others, tempered by a humility that kept him grounded even in the most regal of moments. 


Solomon inherited a powerful kingdom, yet his ambition was not conquest, nor the accumulation of wealth. One day, as he knelt in prayer, his heart sought a purpose far greater than earthly dominion. Raising his hands to the heavens, he said:
"My Lord, grant me a kingdom that no one after me shall have. Indeed, You are the Bestower."
He did not ask for an army or for mountains of gold. He asked for a kingdom of unprecedented power—a kingdom that would stand as a testament to the might and mercy of God.


But little did the world know that, in answering his prayer, God would open for Solomon doors no mortal had ever dared to enter… and perhaps, no mortal ever should.

On that blessed day, a new dawn broke over Solomon's reign. It began with a whisper carried on the wind—a wind that became more than a force of nature. It became a swift and obedient servant, carrying Solomon and his grand armies across vast distances in the blink of an eye. Clouds gathered to shade him from the burning sun; the air itself became a carpet beneath his command.

Yet the wonders did not end there. The birds of the sky, the beasts of the earth, and the beings of fire and smoke known as the jinn all came under his authority. He could understand the chirping of the birds, the buzzing of the insects, the rustle of the leaves. He was given a language beyond human speech—a tongue that bound all living things to his will. The jinn, with their immense strength and supernatural craft, labored under his command, building palaces, crafting artifacts of wonder, and mining the deepest places of the earth for treasures beyond imagination.

These powers he wielded not in arrogance, but as a steward of a divine trust. He knew this authority was a test—a responsibility to be used in the service of justice and the glorification of the Lord.


One of his most famous acts of grace came as his colossal army—humans, beasts, and jinn—marched through a valley. The queen ant, seeing them approach, cried to her kin: "O ants! Enter your dwellings, lest Solomon and his hosts crush you without knowing it!"
Riding upon the wind, Solomon heard her words and smiled. He halted his army, allowing the ants to retreat, and bowed in gratitude:
"My Lord, enable me to be grateful for Your favor which You have bestowed upon me and upon my parents, and to do righteousness that You approve. And admit me, by Your mercy, among Your righteous servants."





The Crown of Inheritance
In the twilight of King David’s reign, the old warrior-poet felt his strength fading. His sons, each with ambitions of their own, vied for the crown. Yet David, guided by divine insight, saw in his youngest son a rare light—not the fire of conquest, but the wisdom and humility of a true shepherd.
On his deathbed, David named Solomon as his successor. The people trusted their king’s judgment and welcomed the new ruler. Solomon’s early reign was marked not by war, but by justice—his name became known across the land for fair judgment and deep understanding.


Yet the young king felt the weight of the crown and sought more than earthly wisdom. He built a magnificent temple to honor God and prayed not for riches, but for the wisdom to rule righteously. God answered with a gift beyond his request—granting him a dominion over all creation.




The Subjugation of the Jinn
Among humans, Solomon’s powers were legend; among the jinn, they were cause for unease. The jinn, ancient beings of smokeless fire, masters of hidden realms, had never bowed to mortal clay. In the deserts and mountains, their kings met in secret, debating the audacity of this human who claimed dominion over all creation.


Solomon, with divine insight, knew their pride. He summoned the greatest of them—not to threaten, but to declare the true source of his power. Speaking a prayer of pure submission to the Lord, a force unseen bound them, stripping them of resistance. One by one, the jinn kings knelt—not to Solomon, but to the One who had sent him.

From that day, the jinn became his servants, laboring to build palaces, craft wonders, and raise the Holy Temple. Yet among the treasures they brought forth from the depths, there was one unlike any other—a blackened scroll, sealed with a sigil unknown to even the oldest among them. This relic would lead Solomon to the threshold of the forbidden…




The Manuscript That Should Not Be Read
It is said that in an ancient monastery, hidden between the sands of Palestine and the stones of Jerusalem, there was found a manuscript cloaked in black ash. It bore no name, only a strange circle enclosing an inverted triangle, laced with Hebrew letters and a fractured star.
On its margin was written: "He who reads this book will not remain as he was..."


They whispered that it was the work of Solomon, son of David—its pages holding the names of spirits and keys to worlds beyond the veil. The Church forbade it. Scholars denied it. Seekers of shadows hunted it across centuries.

And now, you who read these words are holding not mere history, but a doorway—where faith meets fear, science meets magic, and light meets shadow.




The King Who Spoke to the Shadow
On a moonless night, as the winds howled against Jerusalem’s walls, Solomon stood alone upon the roof of his palace. His eyes fixed on the darkness; his lips unmoving, though his silence felt like prayer. The scribes later swore they saw him extend his hand into empty air… and in that instant, his shadow vanished.



It did not return until sunrise, marked with symbols unlike any known tongue. The next morning, he summoned the great jinn—not to build or to mine—but to speak four words:
"I will complete the circle."


The jinn fell silent. The earth trembled. For what he sought was the greatest of all forbidden things—the seventy-two names.

Few mortals knew that Solomon’s mastery over the jinn lay not in his voice or authority, but in a ring, forged from a stone that had fallen from the heavens. On a night of rain, a voice—not of man nor angel—called him by his secret name, known only to God. From the black stone, a ring was forged, engraved with an unpronounceable star and the Greatest Name of the Almighty beneath it. Whoever wore it commanded all spirits, no matter their power.


The First Test

On the first night he wore the ring, a being approached—its form shifting every second between the face of a human, the snarl of a hyena, and a face with no form at all.


It hissed:
"Who are you to command me?"


Solomon did not answer. He only raised the ring toward the creature.


The being let out a shriek so sharp it shattered the windowpanes, then fell to the ground, crawling like a serpent.
"Forgive me, O bearer of the ring… I submit."


From that night forward, Solomon began to gather the names.

Beneath the deepest stone of Solomon’s Temple—a stone older than Jerusalem itself—the prophet whispered the true name. The sound echoed in the silence, and from the still air, as faint as the breath of the dead and colder than the grave, came the answer.

A being of smoke emerged, crowned with sulfur, its three heads fused into one body: the head of a man, a frog, and a cat. Its voice rustled like dry autumn leaves.

"You who have called me—know what you summon."

Solomon, son of David, stood firm. The ring on his finger glowed with a suppressed fire, inscribed with a secret that could only be unsealed by oath.

"I did not summon you to serve me," Solomon said, "but to bind you. Speak your name, O spirit."


The answer came:
"I am Baal—King of the East, Lord of Shadows, and Master of the Unseen."


The chamber darkened. The walls began to whisper. Baal refused to swear obedience. His dominion was the kingdom of the invisible—spies of air, eyeless watchers, secrets hidden in the void. He could conceal armies, erase men from sight, and shroud truth in mists.

But with wisdom, Solomon drew a circle of sacrificial ash mixed with crushed silver. And within that circle, Baal was trapped.

There he spoke the first of the secrets—the first of the Names of Command. And Solomon asked only for one thing:

"The Word."

With that single word, spoken by him alone, the first king of the jinn knelt.



Yet far beyond the circle of ash, in realms where light dared not enter, unseen eyes stirred. Seventy-one kings still ruled their hidden dominions—each more cunning, more dangerous than the last.


And as Baal’s crown fell to the dust, a whisper swept through the unseen:
"We are waiting, son of David… but you will not bind us all."




The chamber still reeked of sulfur where Baal had bowed, his name now sealed within the Black Book. Solomon closed the circle, locking the ash and silver with a prayer.

But even as the last echo of Baal’s voice faded, the ring grew warm upon his finger—sign that another had heard the summons.

The wind outside stilled. The stars above leaned closer.

Solomon knew: the second of the seventy-two was drawing near…




Chapter Two: Agares – The Duke of Earthquakes and Giver of Tongues

The following night, as the moon set and a strange stillness fell over the lands of Judea, Solomon sat inside his circle of gold and ash. He anointed his beard with safflower oil and recited names that had not been spoken since the Great Flood.
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