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    DEDICATION

"To all the travelers of life,May your journeys be filled with laughter,May your homes always be warm,And may the stories you share be endless,For in every name there is a tale waiting to be told."

      

    



  	
        
            
            Silence screams. Shadows remember their names.

      

    


What is your 

name ?!
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INTRODUCTION
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In the darkest heart of medieval lands, where the mist clung to the earth like an unshakable curse, there stood an ancient castle, an imposing relic of stone, whose towers reached high into the fog, as though attempting to pierce the heavens themselves. Its very presence cast an eerie shadow over the town at its foot, a quiet settlement with cobblestone streets and thatched-roof cottages, where families lived in humble peace—until they made the mistake of embarking on the journey to the castle.

The journey, though known to be dangerous, had become a tradition. A peculiar one, yes, but it was common practice for noble families to visit the Count's home at least once every few years. Thirteen families were selected, all invited with great ceremony to travel the long, treacherous roads to the castle. The families would make their preparations, pack their finest clothing, and prepare for a feast of unimaginable indulgence. Little did they know, however, that for all their joy and anticipation, something far darker awaited them.

For as long as anyone could remember, two families, every single time they journeyed to the castle, would never return. And as the seasons turned, so did the horrifying rumors and whispered legends about the fate of these unfortunate souls.

It was said that once these families entered the gates of the castle, they would vanish, their names never to be spoken again. The town, once so full of life, would be left to mourn them in silence. But it wasn’t just the death of the families that haunted the townspeople—it was the question that echoed across the darkened halls of the castle. A question that was repeated, time and time again, with terrifying precision.

“What is your name?!”
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​Chapter 1: The Journey Begins
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The first light of dawn crept through the heavy mist that hung over the village like an oppressive blanket, casting a pale, almost ethereal glow over the cobblestone streets. The early morning silence was broken only by the soft rustling of leaves in the trees and the distant call of birds. It was a serene scene, one of tranquility that seemed worlds away from the horrors that were about to unfold.

Thirteen families, dressed in their finest clothes and laden with provisions for the long journey, assembled at the edge of the village. Their horses stamped restlessly, their breath clouding in the cool morning air. The wagons creaked under the weight of food, blankets, and the myriad of trinkets brought to appease the mysterious Count of the Castle.

The Krenmar family was among them, their spirits high, though a strange unease lingered in the back of their minds. Alistair Krenmar, a tall and broad-shouldered man, adjusted his leather armor and cast a final look over the preparations. His wife, Lyanna, a graceful woman with an air of quiet authority, stood beside him, her dark eyes scanning the faces of their children—Eldric, the eldest son, a young man already too serious for his years; Marissa, their bright-eyed daughter, whose laughter was the music of the household; and little Alaric, barely old enough to walk, his small hand clutching his mother’s skirts.

Behind them, Lyanna’s elderly parents, Agatha and Tormund, were already settled into the small carriage that would carry them the length of the journey. Agatha, frail but sharp-eyed, gripped the edge of her shawl tightly, her weathered face creased with lines of wisdom and weariness. Tormund, her husband of many years, sat beside her, his brow furrowed in quiet contemplation. Despite their age, neither of them seemed willing to show fear, though the air of foreboding was palpable.

Alistair looked at his family, taking in the familiar comfort of their presence, but even he could not deny the growing tension that had settled like a heavy fog in his chest. His thoughts drifted to the tales—the whisperings he had heard from the elders, the warnings they had all received. Thirteen families had been chosen, and in every group, two families had always disappeared. It was an old tradition, one that was spoken of in hushed tones, one that many had chosen to dismiss as nothing more than superstition. But Alistair, a man who valued caution over bravado, knew better.

"Stay close," he muttered, glancing down at his children, who seemed too excited to understand the gravity of the situation. "And do not stray from the path. The castle is a place of darkness, a place of old, twisted magic. You must be careful. Do you understand?"

Eldric nodded solemnly, his brow furrowed in an expression that was much older than his years. "Yes, Father. We will be careful."

Marissa, ever the curious one, tilted her head slightly. "Do you think the stories are true, Father? About the disappearances?" Her voice was soft, barely above a whisper, but it carried the weight of a question no one dared to ask aloud.

Alistair hesitated, his gaze flickering to Lyanna, who had been quiet until now. Her face was pale, but she gave a slight nod, as if silently affirming his words.

"I don't know," he said finally, his voice low. "But I want you all to promise me something. If anything feels wrong, if anything seems out of place—anything—you must come to me immediately. No matter what."

Marissa’s lips parted to speak again, but before she could, Agatha’s voice broke in, the sharpness of her tone cutting through the tension in the air.

"You needn’t speak so of it, Alistair," she said, her old eyes sharp and filled with a wisdom borne from too many years. "The journey will be long, and it is not the tales you should fear, but what lies ahead. It is easy to be caught in the snare of fear, but harder to break free from it."

Tormund, his voice gravelly and deep, joined in. "Aye, fear is a dangerous thing, lad. We all have our reasons for making this journey. But there is no room for hesitation once we’re on the road. We must face it together, as a family."

Alistair nodded but could not shake the gnawing feeling in his gut. The others were already boarding their horses and wagons, and the road ahead stretched out into the unknown.

The families began their procession, and as they rode out of the village, the sky overhead seemed to darken, as though the very heavens themselves sensed the unease that clung to the air. The further they ventured from the village, the more the land seemed to change. The fields grew sparse, the trees twisted into gnarled shapes that seemed to claw at the sky. The road itself, though wide and well-trodden, felt as though it were slowly winding its way toward an inescapable fate.

Night fell quickly, and with it came a chilling breeze that carried an unholy stillness. The families huddled around a campfire, their faces lit by the flickering flames. The children, restless and eager, played games, though their laughter was thin, strained, as if they too could sense the growing unease. Alistair’s eyes flicked to the horizon, where the silhouette of the castle slowly began to take form—a looming shadow against the moonlit sky.

"Not long now," he murmured, trying to steady his nerves.

Lyanna glanced at him, her face pale under the glow of the fire. "Alistair, are you sure we should be doing this? The stories... they’re not just stories."

Her voice trembled, and he reached out to take her hand in his, giving it a reassuring squeeze. "We have no choice, Lyanna. The Count's invitation was not one to refuse."

But even as he said the words, he could not escape the nagging thought that perhaps refusing would have been the wiser choice.

The night grew deeper, colder. The stars above seemed distant, as though they too were unwilling to bear witness to what was to come. The wind howled through the trees, carrying with it a sense of foreboding. And though none of them spoke of it aloud, each of the families felt it—the heavy weight of the journey they had set upon. The castle, with its secrets and its dark power, waited for them, patient and insidious.

Tomorrow, they would arrive. And though they did not yet know it, the nightmare would begin.
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​Chapter 2: The Whispering Winds
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The journey continued, winding deeper into the heart of the dense forest, where the trees grew taller and the canopy thickened, blotting out much of the sunlight. The path they traveled had long since lost its previous warmth and comfort. Now, the forest felt suffocating, its ancient trees whispering with voices only the wind seemed to understand. The sound of the horses’ hooves, once a steady rhythm, now seemed to echo with an unnatural hollow noise, as though even the earth itself was unsettled.

The group moved quietly, the only sounds being the occasional crack of a twig underfoot, the distant call of birds that had long since lost their cheerful tone, and the eerie rustling of leaves that carried a subtle hum, like a song sung in an unknown tongue. It was a song of warning, of foreboding, though none dared to acknowledge it out loud.

Alistair, always the protector, kept his gaze forward, his hands gripping the reins tightly. Lyanna, beside him, tried to keep her mind occupied, but her eyes darted nervously from tree to tree. The children, as young as they were, seemed to sense the heavy atmosphere and remained unusually quiet, their faces pale in the dim light of the forest.

But it was Agatha, the grandmother, who first noticed it—the shift in the air, the sudden cold that wrapped itself around her like a blanket of ice. She shivered, her frail body trembling despite her best efforts to hold it together. Her hands, gnarled with age, gripped the edge of her shawl tighter, trying to stave off the creeping chill that seemed to seep into her bones.

"Do you feel it?" she whispered hoarsely to Tormund, her voice barely audible above the wind’s murmur.

Tormund, sitting beside her, adjusted his position, as though the air itself had become too heavy for him to bear. His brows furrowed, eyes narrowing against the cold. "Feel what, Agatha?" he asked, his voice rough with suspicion.

She did not answer immediately. Instead, her eyes searched the trees around them, as though expecting something—or someone—to step out from behind them. "The wind," she said after a moment, her voice barely a whisper now, as though she were speaking a forbidden truth. "It whispers... it carries voices from far away. I’ve heard those whispers before."

Alistair, overhearing the conversation, turned sharply to face his mother-in-law. "What do you mean?" he asked, his tone terse, though there was a flicker of unease in his eyes.

Agatha leaned in closer, her voice low and shaky. "When I was a girl, my grandmother spoke of a creature who haunted the castle," she said, her voice barely more than a breath. "She called him Edelson Vlader Gatreil. A man, a demon, a ghost... no one knew for sure what he was. But what they all agreed on was that he never let anyone leave. He would ask them the same question, every time, over and over again. What is your name? And if you answered wrong... well, you would never be seen again."

A heavy silence fell over the group. Tormund’s hand gripped the reins of the horse more tightly, his knuckles whitening. He turned to Agatha, his voice laced with skepticism. "Stories, Agatha. Old, forgotten stories. Surely you don’t still believe in them, do you?"

But Agatha only shook her head, her expression distant. "I don’t believe them," she murmured, her eyes distant, lost in memories. "But I remember what my grandmother said. And I remember the fear in her voice when she spoke of it. There’s something about that place. Something... dark."

The wind howled through the trees, and a deep, unsettling silence followed. The forest seemed to hold its breath, and the murmurs of the trees grew louder, more pronounced, like the ancient forest itself was speaking. The whispers grew in volume, a cacophony of voices, indistinct but unmistakably human. A cold chill wrapped around the travelers, a biting, cruel sensation that gnawed at their very bones.

Lyanna glanced uneasily at Alistair, her lips pressed tight together. "Do you think she’s right? Do you think it’s really... him?" Her voice trembled, betraying her attempt at calm.

Alistair opened his mouth to respond but was interrupted by the voice of young Eldric, who had been quietly listening to the conversation. "Who is Edelson Vlader Gatreil, Father? Why does it matter who he is?" His voice was filled with confusion, but there was something darker in his eyes—a sudden, unspoken understanding, as though he had already caught a glimpse of the horrors ahead.

Alistair turned to his son, his expression grim. "It doesn’t matter," he said, his voice sharp. "What matters is that we stay together, we stay strong, and we reach the castle. No matter the stories, no matter the whispers, we will face whatever comes. We are stronger than fear."

But even as he spoke, a part of him knew that the stories were not just stories. The feeling that had settled in his gut was a deep, gnawing terror. It was the same feeling Agatha had described—the sensation that something was out there, lurking, waiting. The wind carried a sense of inevitability, as though the castle and its horrors were closing in on them from all sides.

As the families traveled deeper into the forest, the air grew colder, the trees more twisted and gnarled. The road ahead seemed to vanish into an impenetrable fog, the shadows growing darker, thicker. The sense of dread that had lingered on the edge of their minds now enveloped them fully, its weight pressing down on their hearts like a suffocating fog.

And the whispers—What is your name?—rose on the wind once again, sending chills down their spines. The voices grew louder, more insistent, as though calling out to them from the darkness. Though no one spoke of it aloud, each person could feel the question pressing on their minds, echoing in the back of their consciousness. What is your name? The question hung in the air, unanswered, but already they knew that whatever answer they gave would seal their fate.

The journey continued, and though no one dared speak of it, the question haunted them all: What is your name? The castle loomed ever closer, its dark silhouette a promise of the terror to come.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 3: The Vanishing Start
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As nightfall descended upon the travelers, the forest seemed to grow more oppressive. The trees towered above them, their branches twisting into grotesque shapes, casting long shadows that danced like specters in the flickering light of the campfire. The families huddled close, the warmth of the fire offering little comfort against the deepening cold that had settled into the air. A heavy silence hung over them, broken only by the crackling of the fire and the occasional nervous murmur of a child.

Alistair Krenmar, ever the leader, stood watch over the camp, his sharp eyes scanning the surrounding darkness. The stories of Edelson Vlader Gatreil, once dismissed as nothing more than old superstitions, now lingered in the back of his mind. The whispers on the wind had not been forgotten. Though his face remained impassive, his heart raced with an unsettling mix of suspicion and fear.

Beside him, Lyanna tucked their children into bedrolls, her movements stiff and mechanical. The sound of Agatha’s quiet voice recounting the stories of the haunted castle still echoed in her mind, and despite her best efforts to calm herself, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong. The air was too still, the darkness too thick. She could feel the weight of it pressing on her chest.

The night passed slowly, stretching on forever, with each passing hour making the shadows deeper, the cold more unbearable. The wind howled intermittently through the trees, though no one dared speak of it.

At dawn, when the first light of morning barely pierced the thick canopy above, the families began to stir. But as they gathered around the remnants of the fire, a sharp, jagged tension filled the air.

Two families were gone.

The tents and makeshift shelters that had been pitched for the night were empty, the ground undisturbed, as though the occupants had simply vanished. No signs of struggle, no footprints leading away from the camp, not even a trace of where they had gone. The Krenmars and the others stood frozen, their breaths coming in short, shallow gasps as their eyes scanned the clearing, desperately searching for any sign of the missing families.

Alistair was the first to break the silence, his voice hoarse with disbelief. “Where are they?” His gaze swept across the others, looking for answers that were not forthcoming.

Lyanna’s eyes darted from one empty tent to another, her chest tightening as she felt an icy chill creep through her veins. “This... this is impossible,” she whispered. “Where could they have gone? They couldn’t have just... disappeared.”

The children clung to their parents, their faces pale with fear. Eldric, the eldest of the Krenmar children, looked up at his father with wide, horrified eyes. “Father, where are they? Why didn’t they wake up?” His voice trembled, the innocence of youth struggling against the terror that gripped the adults around him.
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