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  Chapter 1 — The Past of Avaria

  
  




Welcome to Avaria, a world of wonders and secrets — a land whose skies once shimmered with the breath of gods.

But to understand the Avaria that exists today, we must turn back the clock to the age before peace — to the war that remade the world.

560 BR — The War of the Titans

The year was 560 Before Restoration, and the Great War stood at its bloodiest height. Both sides had lost countless souls, armies swallowed by smoke and flame, kingdoms stripped bare of food and faith. Every dawn brought more ash, every night a chorus of lamentation.

The Titans fought to reclaim dominion over a world they believed was theirs. The mortal races, forged by their divine sparks, fought for the right to exist free of their creators. And in the middle of it all, one race refused to choose a side — the Ravens, beings of dark wings and older blood, who had sworn an oath to remain apart from the folly of gods and men.

That vow ended when a Titan descended upon their citadel.

The Titan came bearing grim tidings:


“One of your kings is dead,” he thundered, his voice shaking the obsidian spires of the Raven Lord’s Castle.




The words spread like stormfire. The skies over every continent darkened to violet-black. Thunder rolled without pause, and lightning tore the heavens as if the world itself grieved. Even the Titan, a god among gods, trembled — for the storm answered not to him but to the Ravens.

He knelt before the Raven Lord, cloaked in feathers darker than the night outside.

“Great Lord,” said the Titan, “this power of yours—it should not be. The world itself bends beneath your storm. We must speak, for the balance trembles.”

The Raven Lord only smiled. “Then speak.”

But before the Titan could finish his plea, a violet light flickered at the center of the throne room. A small orb appeared, pulsing, then crackling with arcs of lightning that grew wilder with every heartbeat. With a deafening crack, the orb exploded outward in a bloom of blinding purple fire.

When the dust cleared, a strange figure stood in the crater of marble and smoke.

He was not a Titan, nor Elf, nor Raven. His ears were short, his frame smaller than any known race.

The Titan staggered back. “What—what creature is this?”

The Raven Lord rose slowly from his throne. “A new race,” he said, his tone almost proud. “One that will end this idiotic war that’s lasted far too long. You Titans seem incapable of peace, so I’ll end it for you.”

He called for his attendants.

“Escort the human to a chamber. See that he is clothed.”

The Titan barked, “You would meddle with creation itself? How can this frail creature end a war fought for two centuries? How did you create him?”

The Raven Lord’s smile widened. “He is Human. Born of diplomacy and endurance, made in your image—but more humble, less divine. I won’t tell you where the power came from; that’s between me and my benefactor. I’ve waited fifty years for this moment. Two things I needed: an attack against my kin… and the other, you’ll learn in time.”

The Titan’s fury shook the pillars. “You dare call this war idiotic? The mortals defied their makers! We fight to restore order, to remind them who rules!”

“Order?” The Raven Lord’s voice echoed like a blade drawn in shadow. “You call endless death order? No. There are better ways.”

He turned to the doorway. “Mike, come.”

The Human returned, now clad in armor black as a moonless sea. His breastplate shimmered with the symbol of a violet raven, faint light pulsing like a heartbeat. At his side hung a sword etched with glowing runes that hummed softly in the still air.

He knelt. “Yes, my Lord.”

“Go,” said the Raven Lord. “Travel to both warfronts. Speak with the Elves, speak with the Titans. Bring peace between them. When you return, we’ll have a… conversation with our guest.”

Mike bowed deeply, then departed through the storm-wracked gate.

The Raven Lord turned back to the Titan, grin returning. His eyes began to glow with the same violet hue as the raven sigil; the tips of his long hair burned faintly with that color.

Four vents opened along the chamber walls, spilling violet smoke that coiled like serpents around the Titan’s limbs. From that smoke, chains formed — twisting, alive — snapping closed around his wrists, his ankles, and finally his throat. With a pull of unseen force, the Titan was lifted into the air and bound against the obsidian wall.

He roared, “What is the meaning of this!?”

The glow faded from his eyes, leaving hollow darkness.

The Raven Lord stepped down the dais and seated himself once more upon the throne. “Consider this… insurance. I don’t want you leaving before I make my point. You Titans are not fit to rule the world. My kind may be your creation, but we’ve long surpassed our makers.”

The great crystals flanking the throne flared, filling the hall with amethyst light.

The Titan strained against his chains. “Where did you learn this power—to imprison a god and drain his strength?”

“That,” said the Raven Lord, lifting a staff that floated beside the throne, “is a secret I’ll keep. You might break the spell if you knew too much. The chains also silence your call to the other Titans. I won’t have interruptions.”

The Titan’s gaze darted to the glowing crystals. “Are those the source of your strength?”

“No.” The Raven Lord’s voice dropped to a whisper. “They’re something far older. And if you ask again, I’ll silence you permanently.”

He slammed the butt of the staff against the floor. The sound cracked through the chamber like thunder. The Titan went limp, eyes closing as deep sleep overtook him.

“Rest well, Akran,” murmured the Raven Lord. “You’ll awaken when I have need of you.”

He turned, cloak whispering across the marble, and vanished through the archway, leaving only the soft hum of the crystals and the faint hiss of violet smoke.

And thus ended the first meeting between Akran the Titan and the Raven Lord.

But the story of Avaria would not rest — for beyond the storm, the Human named Mike had already set foot upon the path that would change the fate of gods.




Outside the throne hall, the storm still boiled. Lightning rippled across the ravens’ sky-fortress, striking the spires like drumbeats. The Raven Lord walked the high balcony in silence, staff balanced in one hand, cloak snapping in the wind. Below, the city of Raven’s Hollow burned with its own strange light—lanterns of violet fire, towers carved from obsidian glass, streets winding like veins through a living mountain.

He paused at the edge, gazing down at the clouds far beneath. From here, he could see half the world. Once, that sight had filled him with pride; now it only felt small.

A voice drifted from behind him.

“My Lord, the council waits in the Hall of Feathers.”

It was Lady Sethis, one of his oldest advisers. Her wings were flecked with silver, and her eyes glimmered with doubt.

“They whisper that you have imprisoned a god,” she said softly. “If the Titans learn of it—”

“They will not,” he cut in. “Akran sleeps, bound beyond their sight. What they will learn is that the age of Titans has ended.”

Sethis lowered her gaze. “And the human? What makes him different from the thousands who have already died for causes they didn’t understand?”

The Raven Lord turned, the stormlight catching in his eyes. “Because he was born without memory of our sins. He is a beginning made flesh. The world needs one voice untouched by our wars.”

He looked again toward the horizon. “If he fails, we all fall.”

Elsewhere, under the same storm…

Mike rode the wind-carriage down from the Hollow, the obsidian armor heavy on his shoulders. He didn’t understand how he could breathe through this world’s air or why the sky shimmered violet instead of blue, but he felt purpose thrumming through every rune on his blade.

The voice of the Raven Lord still echoed in his head: Bring them peace.

He clenched the sword’s hilt. “Peace,” he murmured. “I hope you know what that means here.”

The carriage drifted over broken lands—forests turned to black glass, rivers glowing faintly with magic residue. In the distance, he saw two armies dug into the earth, facing one another across a wasteland of ash.

At the edge of the battlefield stood a watchtower bearing a torn banner shaped like a crescent wing. The driver, a quiet Raven scout, gestured toward it. “Esh Tirion, the elves’ border camp. We land soon.”

Mike nodded. For a moment, he looked down at his reflection in the armor. The violet symbol on his chest pulsed once, as if alive.

He shivered. “Guess I’m not entirely alone.”

Far above, back in the Hollow, the Raven Lord descended into the deepest chamber of his citadel—the Vault of Echoes. The walls here were smooth and circular, inscribed with glowing runes. At the center stood a single crystal sphere, its surface rippling like water.

He rested his hand upon it, and voices whispered from within. Ancient, layered, speaking all at once.


“You’ve begun it then… the shaping of the human.”

“The Titans will answer soon.”

“Remember our bargain, child of feathers.”




The Raven Lord bowed his head. “I have not forgotten. When peace is restored, your seal will break, and Avaria will belong to none.”

The voices hissed, half-pleased, half-hungry.


“Then hurry. The void stirs, and the Hive Mother dreams again.”




The light within the sphere dimmed. He stood there alone, hand still pressed to the glass, his reflection warped into something monstrous.

“Dream all you like,” he whispered. “I will wake before you do.”

Outside, dawn broke over a wounded world. The storm began to thin, sunlight bleeding through purple clouds.

In that fragile light, a single raven flew south—following the human below, a silent shadow to witness the birth of a race and the beginning of an age that would one day be called The Reckoning of Avaria.




The road from Esh Tirion wound through lands long broken by war.

Ruins of ancient temples jutted from the ground like ribs, their marble bones blackened by divine fire. Statues of fallen gods lay half buried beneath the soil, their names erased by time and shame.

Mike traveled on foot now, the carriage having returned to Raven’s Hollow. The further he walked, the heavier his armor felt. The air itself seemed to grow thicker with every mile, full of whispers that flickered just beyond hearing.

By the time the mountains appeared on the horizon, his sword had begun to hum. At first it was faint—like the low thrum of an insect’s wings—but soon the runes along the blade pulsed in rhythm with his heartbeat. A faint purple shimmer crawled up his arm whenever he touched the hilt.

He clenched his teeth.

“Stop that,” he muttered.

But the weapon only whispered back, Do not resist.

He didn’t know if it was the sword, the armor, or something within himself.

The Titan war camp sprawled across a blasted valley of molten rock and shattered stone.

Their banners, black and gold, fluttered against a sky bruised by storm. Massive figures in armor like living mountains moved among the tents, their voices rumbling like thunder.

As Mike stepped into the open plain, conversation stopped.

Every Titan turned.

A female warrior narrowed her eyes. “Look there—what is that?”

A second Titan, tall and scarred, reached for his spear. “No… it can’t be.”

A third—their commander, Khoreias—stepped forward, spear crackling with divine lightning. “Knephas, Aidos—ready yourselves. Something approaches.”

Mike drew closer, the light from his runes reflecting off their gold armor.

Khoreias called out, “State your purpose, stranger! Why have you come?”

Mike’s voice carried, steady but edged with exhaustion. “You trapped me on this world. I want out. This war, this endless death—it’s not mine to fight. I want freedom.”

Whispers rippled through the Titans.

Khoreias frowned. “Prison? You are mistaken, mortal. No one imprisoned you.”

But as he spoke, the glow from Mike’s chest plate deepened to violet fire. The same energy flared in his eyes, and for a heartbeat his voice no longer sounded human.

“You made this prison,” he said, words twisting. “You bound it to your will. The world soul cannot die, yet you chained it. And now, I will do the same to you.”

The three Titans drew back, alarmed.

Aidos, the priest, whispered, “Khoreias… the blade. Look at the blade.”

Khoreias’s eyes widened. “It cannot be… the Rune Blade of the Void.”

Mike raised the weapon, the runes igniting brighter with every breath.

“It is,” he said softly. “And it is your new prison.” he shouted

He drove the sword into the ground.

A ring of violet fire exploded outward, throwing ash and sand high into the air. When it cleared, the three Titans were kneeling, bound by chains of the same purple smoke that had once held Akran.

They struggled, but the chains only grew tighter, their power draining into the glowing symbols that now crawled up Mike’s armor.

Khoreias gasped, his voice trembling. “You will damn us all! The power you wield—it feeds on the void itself!”

Mike’s expression was unreadable behind his helm. “Then the void will finally have its fill.”




A horn’s call cut through the wind.

From over the ridge, riders descended—elves on white elks, banners glinting with silver light.

At their head rode Esta Krismyar.

“Mike!” she shouted. “We saw the smoke from miles away—what happened?”

She reined her mount beside him and froze when she saw the Titans chained to the ground. “What are you doing? You spoke of peace, not slaughter!”

Khoreias struggled against his bindings, voice hoarse. “It’s not him!” he cried. “It’s the sword—and the armor! They’re consuming him! Destroy them, before it’s too late!”

Mike turned sharply toward her, the glow in his eyes deepening until his pupils vanished.

“Enough talking, elf. You don’t understand. I need them—to free me. Peace was never the path. Freedom is.”

Esta slid from her mount, staff in hand. “Then I’ll save you from yourself if I must.”

She raised her voice. “Astrologians! Forward! Focus your power on the sword and the armor!”

A circle of robed mages stepped into formation, staves glowing with starfire. Daylight dimmed. The sky bled into night, and the moon above flared like a second sun.

Their voices joined in a single chant. Lines of white light streaked down, striking the armor and sword with a sound like breaking crystal.

Mike laughed—a cold, hollow sound. “You think you can harm me? You haven’t even scratched the surface.”

Esta’s voice stayed steady. “It isn’t meant to harm you.”

A deep rumble echoed through the air.

“Then what is it meant to—”

A roar split the heavens.

A shadow passed over the camp as a dragon descended from the clouds—its scales deep blue, its eyes shining like twin moons. The earth trembled beneath its landing.

Mike staggered back. “No… you didn’t. You did not call Cynthia.”













