Chapter 2: The Forgotten Kingdom
It was a very small place in the middle of nowhere, between a wide meadow and a dense forest. Barely three dozen houses and just over a hundred citizens occupied this uninteresting village. The houses all looked exactly the same; they spread out in almost a full circle around the town. The people were quiet and introvert. The clothes they wore were identical and each day passed by as dully and peacefully as ever. If you asked an outsider, he wouldn't remember anything about the village, or would even dismiss the thought that there was a village; there was just nothing worth remembering anymore. But it wasn't always like this in the little place. Now, all that was left was a deserted castle by the town, as a reminder of what The Forgotten Kingdom used to be.

Meghan's eyes flickered open. Instinctively, she grabbed her head, where she felt a throbbing ache. She struggled to focus her eyes on the grass nibbling at her feet, when a loud gasp made her flinch. She jerked her head up and almost shrieked. A crowd of unfamiliar faces, all draped in old, torn clothes, was staring down at her. They, too, shook with fear as they pointed their pitchforks at her in self-defense. Meg began taking in shallow, fast breaths as the sharp end of one of them came inches to her nose. A middle aged man, with a hat made of straw that poked out in random spots, began speaking, "T-take it to the dungeon," he stammered, eyeing her fearfully.

Two, slightly younger men appeared at her sides. They were too scared to touch her. Instead, they simply kept pointing their weapons at her, forcing her to walk and murmuring to each other. Meghan was too shocked to try to protest. She did as she was told, letting them lead her through the small village she appeared in. She was thrown into one of their houses and locked in a small, underground room that resembled a cellar. After they shut the square door on the ceiling, dusk fell. The only source of light was the thin rays that shot through the loose floorboards. It was a very small, empty and damp room. Meghan began panicking. Where am I? What's going on? Her insides churned. Fear was pouring in from all sides. It sank deep into her skin, nested all the way to her bone marrow, where it lay, growing stronger and feeding off of her. The adrenaline hit and Meg was injected with the instinct to escape. She tried feeling the walls for a passageway. She tried in all sorts of ways to reach the door on the ceiling. But, half an hour later, the adrenaline rush was at its end. Now, the situation felt hopeless. Meghan leaned against the damp, mossy wall. "Why didn't I run when I had the chance?" she sobbed, sinking to the cold floor. She cried herself to sleep, with comforts of this all being a dream.

Outside, back to the faithful place where Meghan had appeared face to face with the villagers, they were talking heatedly. They were no more welcoming of Meghan than she was of them. To these people, she was a threat until proven otherwise. Unaware they all were of the fact that Meghan had stumbled upon a pararel world, out of reasons, to her, unknown. That this was all the beginning of a wondrous tale. All except one. For a woman, unlike any of the villagers, yet living amongst them, had separated from the crowd and stood to Meghan's defense.

Tap. Tap. Tap. Meghan drowsily opened her eyes. She heard footsteps and muffled voices coming from above ground. The fear kicked in sharply. She melted into the shadows, wrapping her arms around herself. The small, wooden door shrieked open. She had to shield her eyes from the sudden inburst of light. What looked like an unstable, handmade ladder fell through the only exit. One of the two men who threw her in here last night appeared and gestured to her to climb up. Countless thoughts burned inside her mind, not one ending well. This is it, I'm done for, she thought.

Meghan wasn't going to try anything; she was aware that this was her only way out. Clinging onto the ladder with a death grip, she slowly hoisted herself out of her cell. The second she was on her feet and above ground, the guards had their weapons at her. Meghan, for the first time, took notice to where she was; in a large room inside one of the houses. Despite it being so spacious, there was very little furniture. A bed in the corner, made of straw and a knitted blanket, a poorly built wooden trunk, most likely where they kept their clothing, and a dining table. The walls looked very old and Aside from Meghan and the two guards, there were two other people inside. The man, Meg recognized, was the same one who gave orders for her to spend the night in that awful cellar. He was wearing the same, ratty, old clothes and torn, straw hat. The woman next to him, however, looked anything but someone who belonged here. Unlike the bland, simple and homemade clothing most of these people had, she was in a magnificent, galaxy pattern dress. Even stranger were her yellow eyes and dark purple hair.

"See Manic? She's no threat," said the woman in a calm tone, "Now, let's clear this up and stop frightening her so much."

The man huffed, "Alright Tix, if you're so sure, you can take her."

Meghan was rushed out into a fresh, warm morning. She was beyond relieved to be out in the air again. But her mind was now swirling with different questions. The man and the strange woman were in a heated conversation. The guards wouldn't let down their weapons until the man told them to, after what looked like the woman winning the argument. They then left Meghan alone with whom they called 'Tix'. Meg looked around rapidly, her breathing getting uneven. She was still very scared and very lost.

"Hello," said the woman , intrigued, "I knew you'd be here Meghan, it was about time, too."

"W-what? How? W-who are you?" Meg stammered, backing away slowly, tripping over a half empty bucket of water.

"A Tix knows everything there is to know about everything, you see. We are very lonely, though, hardly anyone wishes to talk to us. Except in dire situations," she said. A sort of sadness and longing could be made out, deep in her golden yellow eyes.

Meg was entering a state of confusion. She was sure this had to be a dream, nothing was making sense otherwise. "What's going on?" she said, her voice trembling with fear.

The Tix laughed, amused, "Let's start with you asking a question and me answering."

Meghan forced a half-hearted smile, "Uh, well, where am I?"

The Tix laughed again, even merrier than the first time, "My apologies, you must be out of your mind by now. Come, I'll explain."

Meg stood up carefully, dusting herself off. She followed The Tix as they circled the small village. Meghan noticed that it was a quite simple, little place. The houses, which looked very old and had low, trembling roofs, were built in a circle around a huge, crystal statue in the centre. There were barns and stalls scattered around the village, with animals that resembled cattle and livestock running around them. The only thing that didn't look old-fashioned was, in fact, the statue. Meg didn't take too much notice to it, though, as they were nearing the wide passageway that led out of the village and she was keen on seeing the outside. Contrary to how plain and simple the small town looked, what surrounded it was rich and beautiful. A wide, green meadow, with patches of vividly colored flowers floating on it like clouds could be seen. Right next to the meadow was a dense, jade and olive green forest. From the floor of the meadow rose a great castle, with branches and branches of towers.

Meg didn't get to watch the wonderful picture much longer, since The Tix started speaking once again, "You, my dear, are in The Forgotten Kingdom. Used to be so much humbler before everything fell apart. People here, they're not like your kind. They value death more than life, believing they're actually not alive until they die. They live cheaply, having only enough to scrape by. Mostly, they learn about the afterlife and prepare for it. That statue there, that is their offering to The Spirit World."

"Oh," was all Megan could say to The Tix's story, "Well, that clears everything up," she added sarcastically, trying to suppress the truckload of questions stirring in her mind, "What's you name?"

"Excuse me?" gaped The Tix, dumbfounded.

"What?" Meghan drew back, afraid she might've offended her.

"Sorry, it's just...well, when you know everything, the last thing people want to ask is for your name," said The Tix.

Meg looked at her apologetically, but The Tix smiled, "Nevane."

Meg smiled back, but couldn't suppress the idea that this woman was out of her mind. However, her story was very alluring. Despite her voice of reason whispering this was madness and she needed to get back home, there was a part of Meghan that hoped Nevane was telling the truth. She wanted to believe this would be the adventure she's longed for. The Tix showed Meghan around a bit more, all the while providing answers to the countless questions aspiring in Meg's head. But Meghan quickly learned not to ask too much. For, behind every treasure there is a curse. Just as there is one upon The Tix. People have always been greedy, they asked of Nevane so many of things they weren't ready to hear. It drove them mad. There is a reason we just don't know some things. Now they learned to stay away from creatures like her, for their own good. Of course, this was all too much for poor Meghan to process within a day. She refused to believe any of it was really happening, but gladly went along.

"You must be starving. Come join us for the morning feast," Nevane offered.

Her stomach churned as Meg politely accepted. She was shown back to the same house with the prison cellar. She stepped in carefully, never letting her guard down. But, the scene that greeted Meghan this time differed greatly from her previous encounters here. Manic, the middle aged man with the straw hat, who she was supposing was the mayor of town, was seated at the long dining table. He was joined by a woman with long, curly blond hair and an apron, who must've been his wife.

"You!" Manic jumped the second they entered, "What are you doing here? And why did you bring her? I thought I told you I didn't want a foreigner on my grounds."

"Calm down," Nevane dismissed him, "Meghan Carter is of no threat to this village. I should know," she said proudly, "Now come on, have a heart and let the girl eat."

"Fine," Manic hissed. He exchanged a few quiet words with his wife and concluded, "You can join us under the promise that she doesn't speak."

Meg nodded, following Nevane to the dining table. She was already disliking the mayor. As they took their seats, his wife poured a greenish substance into their plates, "My apologies. You see, my husband is only trying to protect this village the best he can. He's very unwelcoming of strangers. You never know who you can trust."

"Where is Nixon?" Manic asked, looking around, "If he's out looking for trouble again-"

Just that second, the front door flew open, slamming into the wall and sent the whole house shaking. The boy that stood there seemed a younger version of Manic, with his black hair and eyes. He pulled on a guilty expression, "Hi mom, dad, sorry I'm late. I, uh, got caught up at the, um-"

"Just sit down before your breakfast gets cold," the blond woman said sternly, crossing her arms, "We have guests."

The boy, who looked about 17, staggered to the table and sat down next to Meghan, throwing her a curious glance. She, too, was very interested in him. Nixon was the first person close to her age she had seen in this place. And he was nothing like his parents. He spoke his mind, taking no trouble to make it sound polite. And, as an added bonus, didn't seem to be afraid of Meg or call her out for being foreign. When Delle, Manic's wife, told them to feel free to start their meal, Meg glanced down to her plate. A green blob of what seemed like seaweed lay there, looking very unappealing. She made sure everyone took a bite of theirs first and, deciding the food was okay, finally tried it. Needless to say it was as bad as it looked. She decided to numb the taste by engaging in a conversation.

"So, Nixon is it? I'm Meghan-" she started, but was cut off by the stern glare Manic shot at her. However, the damage was done.

"Oh yeah, my dad warned me there was a foreigner here," he beamed, "Although, you don't look like you could do much harm."

"Uh, thanks?" she said.

Nixon laughed, "I'm just joking. Unlike most people here, I like strangers. Tell me about where you come from."

"I think that would be enough," Manic barked, "Son, I don't want you fraternizing with creatures we know nothing about."

"Excuse me?" Meghan said, suddenly feeling bold, "But I'm no creature, I'm human, just like you."

"Let's go Meghan," Nevane said, seeing the expression on the mayor's face, "It's enough for one day."

"But we just got here-" Meg protested.

"I said it's enough!" The Tix ordered and Meghan followed wordlessly. "I don't advise you to come off on bad terms with the head of the village, especially if you'll be staying here," Nevane said, in a calmer tone.

Suddenly, a light went off in Meghan's head, "Staying here? What exactly do you mean? If I'm not just dreaming I should really find a way home."

Nevane grinned, "Oh, don't worry dear, you're definitely not dreaming."

