
Herein lies a work of fantasy, written for the entertainment of its readers and the curious; any resemblance to persons living or dead may or may not be coincidental, though I can assure you it is not intended as criticism or objection of any kind.

	 

	I extend my gratitude to the readers for dedicating their precious time to engage with my writing, hoping you find it enjoyable to the extent it allows and that it proves rewarding for you all in some way.

	 

	The map presented previously has the primary aim of facilitating the understanding of the events that unfold during the reading (allowing me to note that, for aesthetic reasons and ease of comprehension, it has been rotated ninety degrees, with its north now pointing to the right), as well as presenting the constructed world in a more profound and vivid manner. Among the post-textual elements, a glossary and appendix are included for those who wish to learn more about the world this story presents. These do not contain information that would compromise your enjoyment. While not mandatory, they were deemed necessary to prevent the disruption of a smoother textual flow with information external to the general context; I personally recommend them.


WeaverLand and the Weretched Prince encompasses the region known as the Land of Trunks, governed by a great diversity of nations bound by a common thread: The Confederation of Peace. Amidst adverse political instability and unprecedented wars that have plagued the popular vision and undermined the confidence of the leaders of the great nations in remaining united under the weak command of the current Grand Master, a new armed conflict has emerged in the northern lands of Schimain, a nation known for the peaceful life it offered. The self-proclaimed perpetrators, the Black Order, were guided by the merciless hand of the leader known as the Hunter to instigate chaos. Ardran Arken Marrar, crown prince of Centesang and presumptive Grand Master slated to succeed his father, decides to risk his own life to find and kill the one called the Hunter
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Prologue – Death Among Nations

	 

	 

	 

	 

	On that quiet, frigid autumn night, the pale starlight rested upon the calm waters of the Vantrileu River in the distant west, casting graceful, luminous reflections. Two of the four great moons blessed the small military port on the northern shore. Only one guard had been assigned to watch the peaceful route: Merin. The young man, clad in a gray vest over thick black military garments, had been sitting comfortably in the only metal chair available within the well-lit, rectangular gray cabin; he held a crude telephone in his hands, the device attached to the concrete walls by numerous thick wires.

	"Yes, yes, he's doing great, he'll be one year old next week—" A smile spread across his pale face as he glanced at a picture frame there among the pencils and papers; it showed just him, his wife, and a newborn in the woman's arms. "No, it's fine, next month I start my leave, and Rumin will cover the night shif—" A heavy shadow caught his eye in the distance, moving up the river. "I've got visitors, I'll call you back."

	Merin drew his lamp and, with a simple snap of his fingers, lit it, the burning fish oil releasing the acrid smell he had long grown accustomed to. From a drawer, he retrieved his ethereal white mask, fixed in a smile. He walked calmly over the concrete docks toward the river, where the wind-driven waters lapped softly against the gray walls; he was puzzled by the presence of such a large vessel at this late hour, observing intently the green and brown flag fluttering atop the mast, bearing the symbol of a black termite. The hot smoke released by the furnaces settled as its two propellers allowed the ship to come to a complete stop near the docks. The young soldier raised his right hand, from which nearly invisible threads connected his fingers to the ground. A rectangular section of earth rose up like a pillar, then fell precisely to form a walkway between him and that vessel. He promptly boarded as a man with a great mustache and two old mariners approached:

	"Hold there, young guard, do you need something?" The man, who was the captain, maintained an inviting smile, giving Merin light pats on the shoulder in a gesture of familiarity.

	"It's not common for Verondine vessels to circulate here so late. Just standard procedure..." His words were gruff, yet polite.

	He was handed a clipboard listing all the transported items and quickly proceeded down the creaking stairs into the darkened hold; the heavy dust tickled his nostrils, but he ignored it to concentrate on the provided information. He could attest that the ship's name, 'IS Rosena,' was engraved on the metal hull; a civilian vessel purportedly transporting shipments of rice and corn, with a crew of thirty. As a Weaver, his heightened senses allowed him to verify every footstep and sleeping breath—there were not nearly that many men present. He approached one of the crates and with his bare hands pried the lid off with such force that the nails flew out. There seemed to be nothing but piles upon piles of white southern rice. Unconvinced, he moved the crates aside in an instant while raising his fingers, the threads emerging once more and connecting to something; when he pulled, a rifle carved from dark wood shot up through the floorboards, effortlessly reaching his grasp. Both the captain and the three sailors seemed horrified by the sight.

	"Impossible! Those damned mechanics must have set us up!!!" Merin remained incredulous, tossing the heavy object away and placing that white mask on his face, where it fixed itself without difficulty. Seeing that no words would convince him, the crew quickly tried to draw hidden blades, but the young soldier acted with greater wisdom. He filled his lungs with all the unpleasant air around him and blew it toward the flaming wick of his lamp. Like a flamethrower, the fire engulfed his adversaries in painful screams, raising a heavy stench as flesh and fabric fused together. Indifferent, Merin stated lightly,

	 

	"In the name of King Kalan, you are under arr—"

	This oration, however, was interrupted by a tremulous voice reverberating from a faint creak in the deep darkness behind him. He turned only to see a gaunt, deathly-pale figure emerging from the shadows like a chameleon; its body was covered in water, which it used as a whip to strike the river guard with a thunderous crack, sending him flying out of the ship through the hatch and into the frigid waters. Merin's pale skin shuddered as he saw two large liquid masses being manipulated around the vessel, causing the watercraft to move at an abnormal speed even with its engines disengaged.

	The young soldier weakly kicked his legs as he manipulated the surrounding water through the threads emerging from his fingers, raising a column that hurled him onto solid ground. Recovering from the pain devouring his belly, he pulled a wet red lighter from his pockets—designed for situations like this—and sparked its small flame; from the expanding heat, small, silk-light white filaments floated to his hands, promptly redirected by the swift movements of his right wrist. These threads piled up into the shape of a flaming bird of prey, and upon its first command, it flew like a shooting star toward the rapidly departing vessel. The flames struck the wooden deck like a meteor, melting the thick steel, which promptly dripped into the water, raising a curtain of hot steam.

	Merin felt his liver burn, but he found the strength to run back to his cabin and grab the telephone.

	"Marjan, buddy, you listening? Red alert, code 13, send reinforcements!!!"

	He looked through the narrow window there, startling as he saw a large rock, still covered in grass and roots, flying violently toward him. He leaped aside, only hearing the powerful impact that transformed the cabin into rubble; one of the sailors, his face disfigured by the flames, was responsible. Merin tried to keep his feet firm to fight, but his left leg had been pierced by a steel rod, the wound burning like fire as he broke into a cold sweat. Other men emerged from the wrecked ship, and the young man was easily surrounded.

	The quartet of enemies drew brown cylindrical lighters and threatened to perform the art of the 'Flaming Breath,' but the river guard thought quickly and drew transparent threads from his own blood; the moment searing walls of flame grew against him, he used the filaments to manipulate the winds, redirecting all the heat toward the sky. He was ready to defend himself again, but ironic clapping came from the peripheral forest.

	"My congratulations, young man. You were more attentive in your work than most." The ironic tone was evident, yet it carried genuine curiosity. He walked toward Merin in his brown cloak, smiling beneath an inexpressive, ethereal mask whose orange hue made it resemble a copper helmet. "At least you will die with honor." The voice bore a heavy accent, but the situation made it difficult for the youth to recognize.

	The sailors put on their own masks to reinforce the next attack, a coordinated set of Flaming Breaths that forced Merin to raise a tornado around himself, momentarily redirecting each flare; however, the infernal heat soon won the test of endurance, drowning his lungs and fusing his skin to his dark clothes. The criminals watched with laughter as the young man staggered like a dying torch. In one last desperate attempt, he created threads all over his body and manipulated his skeletal fingers, covered only by charred flesh... like dust, he was carried away by the winds, leaving only the silence of the great river.

	The news of the brief battle at one of the monitoring installations had reached every corner of the Confederation, but the public quickly forgot it in the face of a catastrophe of even greater proportions. Schimain, a peaceful country that had always remained discreet during major world events, was plunged into a sudden war; thousands of mercenaries overran the northern regions, especially near the borders with foreign nations. Newspapers in the five great nations received printed photographs from crude cameras used by the terrorists, showing images of atrocities committed against civilians: the most infamous was the 'Forest of Corpses,' where the unfortunate were flayed, disemboweled, and hung by their necks from the branches of tall oaks, left there for weeks as no one dared risk approaching to give them a dignified burial.

	 

	"Will Schimain's Fall be the Fall of the Grand Master?" was splashed across the front page of the morning newspaper in Plexdone, capital of the Kingdom of Centesang and the entire Confederation. "The Heir Who Swore to Uphold Peace Has Become a Lord of Wars" read the opinion piece penned by Professor Rirad Pondo, former ambassador of Centesang to Esternemun and a close friend of King and Grand Master Killier Arken Marrar. The delicate situation demanded an urgent meeting among the leaders of the five great nations. Gathered at the Palace of Peace in the center of Plexdone, a structure renowned for its tall white marble towers whose golden spires and carefully designed dome adorned with the insignias of the five nations exuded an air of grandeur.

	50th Day of Autumn, 213, the sun rested in the sky-blue heavens with a comforting warmth, accompanied only by thick clouds and two of the four moons, which had been absent during the battle weeks prior. A fervent crowd agitated before the Palace gates, setting up tents and waving signs demanding immediate action for the conflict in Schimain. Soon, a vehicle of black steel approached on the cobblestone streets, its large, narrow wheels and sleek rectangular body reminiscent of a motorized carriage. The small flag on the hood announced the arrival of the last remaining leader: green and brown with a black termite. A man with graying hair and a noble suit stepped out in well-polished shoes, his entire wrinkled face hidden by his ethereal mask resembling copper. Giberto Lucas Beggio, Lifetime President of the Verondine Republic. Short in stature, he moved his feet swiftly to keep up with his own security detail while his cane tapped in time with the dusty voices of the crowd.

	He entered the great hall where many armed guards were stationed, protecting the sculptures and paintings adorning the high walls. Beggio continued, ascending the circular staircase whose steps ended at the dome where meetings between the leaders were normally held. The circular table, illuminated by skylights, held only one empty chair; clad in a white mantle with golden trim and wearing his own pale mask with seven pairs of eyes and a tall, pointed silver crown, Killier rose and spoke calmly.

	"Excellent, now that we are all gathered here, let us begin the summit. Does anyone have anything to say?"

	"Hohou, do I ever!" Giberto removed his light mask and didn't even bother to sit in the plush purple chairs. "Last week some... vandals threw twenty pounds of rotten fruit at the wall of the presidential palace!"

	"Calm down, old man, the people are just a bit irritated, it'll pass," Markan Vinet Belst quipped. The General Ambassador of the Unified States of Belstather, his youthful appearance and relaxed demeanor contrasted with his robust build and arrogant confidence.

	"LISTEN HERE, YOU...!!!"

	"Enough, Vinet... Mr. Lucas, I understand your anger perfectly, but the best course is to wait for things to calm down," Arken prodded the table with his iron-gloved hand. Beggio then sat down, his movements showing clear irritation.

	"Fine. But let me make one thing clear: the compensation I will pay for every damage caused by those shitty terrorists will not be cheap." He now fell into absolute silence. Since Verondine vessels were being used by the criminals, many sailors had been killed and others left without income when the war began in Schimain.

	"Anyway," Teuro Legale Nagito breathed a sigh of relief, the current King of the United Kingdom of Hisparand, "Grand Master Killier, perhaps we should summon the Confederate army and initiate contingency plan 02. Even with the terrorists using guerrilla tactics and holding civilians hostage, I believe the special forces could handle it." Nagito did not have much military experience; just over forty years old, evident from the crow's feet under his slanted eyes and his still-black, straight hair.

	"Haha, good one... he'll never do it," Loveran Kitsun Marrar III, King of Esternemun, interrupted before any discussion could start. "'Lord of Wars' has become a popular nickname lately, and he wants anything but to reinforce that." The King of Centesang said nothing, but one could see a certain discomfort in the heavy movements of his fingers. Loveran knew him well; they were distant relatives who had known each other since youth. "Many targeted attacks have been made on villages and towns along the borders with neighboring countries, but they have been evacuated and security reinforced. They will not contain their destruction."

	"Well, then let's not just stand by watching innocents be killed," Nagito rose from his seat.

	"Of course we won't, but certain people wish to avoid another War of the Swallows... isn't that right, my cousin Killier?" The Grand Master dared not reply.

	Simultaneous to this conversation, a small military contingent moved through the wide, decorated corridors. They were special agents assigned by the King of Centesang to gather information on the criminals involved in Schimain. They entered through a double door at the rear of the tall circular hall where the great leaders and their guards were. They brought with them a metal cart propelled by the bodily threads of one of the officers, carrying a corpse preserved in a large, clear block of ice. Those present observed intently the deceased man lying naked, his body difficult to ignore: a large tear on the left side of his belly from which his organs spilled, alongside a great scar over his right eye.

	"Sir Grand Master," Lelimo Poula Circu greeted with an honorable posture; an experienced soldier and D-team agent of DEOPE, he was born in Basso but had lived in Plexdone for years. "As you might imagine, this is one of the enemy soldiers who... let's say, is still recognizable."

	"Allow me to interject?" Markan Vinet rose to observe the corpse more astutely. Through the frozen mirror, he could see scratches on the fingertips; an aged face; a dark stain on his chest, right where the sternum is located; dark brown hair alongside the one still-intact light eye. These characteristics assembled like a puzzle. "About... 50 years old? Military veteran, probably from Centesang or Esternemun. Judging by the large scar, I imagine he served in some war a while back."

	"Impressive, Mr. Belst," Lelimo's eyes, however, showed a certain abrasiveness. "His name was Serveran Galin, a veteran of the War of the Swallows. He was honorably discharged after being partially blinded and losing much of the movement in his fingers, ultimately failing to find employment and living for many years as a beggar in Plexdone. Social services noted his disappearance a few months ago, but... meh... no one bothered to look for him." Though irrelevant to the conversation's substance, these words were secretly discomforting to Killier, who continued to listen attentively.

	"And about the militia, anything of interest?" Loveran pondered.

	"Nothing beyond the predictable. Recruits from within the borders: Centesanians, Esternems, Pulamers, Belstharians, Artenans... et cetera, et cetera. Curiously, however, no one from Basso or Hispinarand was identified. Our source ended up committing suicide with a pillowcase, so that's all for now." Lelimo then received a firearm from one of his military companions; long, with a metal barrel and wooden stock, bolt-action, with a rectangular magazine underneath.

	"Is that a 'Karan p12' rifle?" Markan returned to his seat, satisfied.

	"The very one, found in enemy hands. Being a relatively recent weapon with no civilian availability, it is used by security forces in Centesang and the Hispinarand army. Its only military participation thus far was in the Southern War 15 years ago, obviously in the hands of the Verondine Republic's (Basso) army."

	"So should we assume we have corrupt agents involved, or was it foreign coordination?" Loveran rested his elbows on the marble table; Killier and Markan showed little surprise, while Teuro had worry in his fidgeting fingers.

	"Damn them all!" Giberto Lucas Beggio broke into a cold sweat as rage grew on his aged face. "Scheto! If these animals can so easily attack the very nations they swore to defend, who will be next? Tritina, Desdeniato? Perhaps there are thousands of these among my people right now, and I simply don't know it!"

	"Calm yourself, Mr. Beggio, that is unlikely," Loveran soothed. "The mountainous terrain and low presence of Weavers in northern Schimain gave them a great advantage; attacking Basso from within would be suicide. Furthermore, I asked the Grand Master to issue an order closing the external borders, stopping the flow of illegal arms."

	 

	"Well, if you say so," Teuro breathed a sigh of relief. "But what about the press? They aren't exactly understanding."

	"Nothing. You will not say a single word to them," Killier rose from his seat. Markan was intrigued by this response, retorting ironically,

	"Some problem, old man? I thought you liked the ca—"

	In the blink of an eye, the once-silver ethereal mask transformed into a furious, demonic visage; he slammed his furious fist onto a goblet, the shards piercing through the gaps in his metal glove and making him bleed. Vinet sensed the immense danger and tried to recoil, but it was far too late as the Grand Master manipulated his own blood to violently wrap around the Belstharian ambassador's neck, suspending him in the air. Beggio and Nagito knocked over their chairs in shock, while King Kitsun didn't even blink. Markan redirected the black bile from his body to his fingertips, the silken lines emerging from that heat. Loveran sighed,

	"Killier, that's enough—" Markan dropped to the floor.

	"Let me make one thing clear to you all: everything said here stays here, understood?" Everyone merely agreed in silence, thus concluding the meeting.

	The fall of night was illuminated by the lampposts scattered along the wide streets, supporting the tall white buildings with their numerous windows and rooftops where the inhabitants rested peacefully; atop the structures, in contrast to the artificial, many green plants grew like vines down to the ground in pleasant charm. In one of these many houses, a journalist sorted through the letters in the building's collective mailboxes, seeking interesting news to publish. Among those addressed to him, a completely blank one caught his attention. Curious, he tore open the generic seal right there and ran his eyes over the careful handwriting, his eyes widening with each new piece of information presented.

	He ran to his room and typed ferociously, delivering the piece to the Plexdone morning newspaper that very night so that by dawn everyone could read the story of the century: "Feeding the Enemy's Hand" read the prominent title, the headline occupying the entire page with exaggerated details about the meeting of the great leaders; certain information that hadn't even been discussed was present, such as the name 'Black Order,' allegedly operating secretly for a full decade and receiving their equipment from corrupt agents hailing from Centesang. Whether truths or not, it spread like a metastasizing cancer that created numerous nodules, giving many the reason they wanted to start an uprising against Killier. Clashes between civilians and Weaver police agents resulted in minimal, concentrated damage, yet were still conspicuous.

	When night fell again, Markan Vinet Belst walked calmly through the bustling streets of downtown Plexdone, where bars, theaters, and restaurants operated cheerfully to take advantage of the extra weekend traffic; even in such a place of unity, a division was still perceptible, as all civilians wore stylish purple armbands on their garments, while the Weavers were exempt from this rule. The ambassador enjoyed the city's lively, gentle charm while accompanied by two assistants, soon entering a luxurious restaurant with wood-paneled interior walls, decorated with flower vases and colorful aquariums. With his casual manner, he sat at a pre-reserved round table toward the back of the restaurant, promptly pulling out the morning newspaper from his casual military attire.

	"Peduhl, this is exactly what I'm talking about! Now that old bastard will know what it's like to be choked."

	"Sir, no offense, but I don't believe it's appropriate to have... childish rivalries at this delicate moment."

	"So be it! By the way, where are the waiters in this place?" He soon noticed a sealed bottle of wine placed on the table along with some glasses. A small folded paper with his name written on it had been left beside it. "Well, at least I can't say they're negligent with their service... care for some?" And so, the three men drank in the sweet aroma. A floral sensation slid smoothly down Markan's throat, when in an abrupt shift, all his senses fired off like uncontrolled alarms. A shiver ran up his rigid spine until it reached his Pure Organ.

	"Everything alright, sir?" a familiar male voice echoed.

	"Ah... yes, yes, just... a..."

	He replied, still disoriented, but was startled to observe his surroundings and realize no one else was there; not sitting nearby, at other tables, or walking outside. A disturbing silence reached his ears as he looked at that newspaper he had carried all day. The front page appeared normal, but when he turned it, the all pages were blank, endless. Belst knew something was wrong, but he didn't know what. He rose calmly and walked out, heading toward the Figaht consulate in the Confederate capital. The streets devoid of any life, the lampposts extinguished, and the stars absent from the black sky... but again, he couldn't say what was wrong.

	Perhaps he was just overthinking it; after all, how many dangers could there be on a calm walk in the cool night air? His Pure Organ, however, continued to burn; the Belst clan was recognized as fearsome across the continent thanks to the 'Pure Organ' they possessed, a spongy structure at the nape of the neck with the natural ability to absorb the pure element from the surrounding nature. Every living organism is composed of four fluids that form every tissue, organ, and bone, but Markan had never felt such agitation from them, pounding like the sea against rocks. He breathed a sigh of relief upon reaching the consulate, a building of rustic yet beautiful architecture, with adornments on its many windows and stained glass. He calmly observed his country's flag dancing in the wind; a red fabric with black borders and a larval silkworm embedded in the center, facing left.

	"Uhmmm... Itarh... has it always been facing this way?" he thought aloud. Even with great devotion to his nation, he had difficulty recalling this particular detail, so he blinked to clear his vision of the darkness. He was startled to perceive that the flag was now different, the creature pointing in the opposite direction as if in a mirror. He knew something wrong was happening, so he raised his right arm and closed his fingers like a blade, driving his well-trimmed nails into his own chest just below the heart.

	As if waking from a nightmare, he jolted awake in a cold sweat, still seated in the restaurant chair with his face resting on the table. His blurred vision tried to follow thoughts scrambled by the incorporeal experience; his mask, appearing black as coal with a faint reddish glow warming like fire, had, by its own will, emerged from his garments and attached to his sleeping face—a reflection of the Weaver's soul, it was not as involuntary as one might imagine in that moment. Through the ocular openings, he could see the lights were off and curtains blocked the large windows to the outside world; both customers and wait staff were unconscious, either in their seats or on the floor. He tried to stand, but the sharp pain between his ribs became more evident, his fingers itching perniciously from being embedded in his veins, from which venous blood now gushed; it was viscous and black. He imagined he was poisoned by lead, and in great pain, removed his hand from the torn entrails. Heavy metals absorb the pure element from the body to emit heat, which is particularly dangerous to Weavers. Markan could feel his five senses slowly fading as the mask slowly disappeared.

	He tried to guide nearby objects using the threads extending from his fingers, but he was too weak to reach far. With no better choice, he threw himself onto the crimson carpet and dragged himself with weak arms toward the aquariums. Using his remaining strength, he struck the glass to break it while knocking over a pot full of soil onto himself; he pulled his lighter from his pocket and lit it. From the water, he drew a black smoke resembling mollusk ink; from the soil came a semi-solid brown mass; from the fire, the pale silk; and from the surrounding air, those transparent filaments. Trembling and nearly blind, he used all these as raw materials to weave a small blanket that glowed so intensely it could be seen through his eyelids; from it, he drew small, searing threads and used them to suture the great tear that had wounded his lungs and heart. Thanks to the special properties it held, even the delicate non-vital organs regenerated quickly, leaving only a thick scar.

	 

	He breathed a sigh of relief as his sharp senses returned to normal, but he still struggled to stand and check his fallen companions; their bodies were desiccated like long-dead trees, and their masks were shattered like glass shards. Still incredulous, he accidentally touched one's skin—a grave mistake. The metal they were poisoned with had been modified through Weaver arts to act like an insatiable beast for life. The moment Vinet's fingers made contact, a shapeless, empty mass leaped toward him, which he managed to dodge thanks to his superior reflexes.

	A deep silence fell as the reverberating sounds of the animated city reached the mortified interior; the corpse before him opened its jaw with such brutality that it tore its cheeks, releasing an agonizing, animalistic scream from its throat. The other dead repeated the gesture, creating a supernatural chorus. With their fragile bodies and ungainly steps, they moved toward Markan like insatiable zombies, but the man nimbly leaped back and drew his lighter. He swung the object like a whip handle, setting the surroundings ablaze in a searing inferno.

