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In the kingdom of Calzyna, young Prince Anariën Samero Hart lives a life of privilege, indulgence, and unchecked arrogance. Sheltered within the royal palace and adored by the citizens who never see his flaws, he knows nothing of hardship nor responsibility. This comfortable world is disrupted when the prince ventures to Gastol, home of the proud and independent Gaggies. There, during a lively birthday feast, the kingdom’s revered priest Eswäd Sirmil propose a mission to retrieve the stolen Quill of Belena—a divine artifact now held by the feared Dark Lord Ragörath, ruler of the volcanic wasteland of Bawrani.
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​01: A GAGGY FEAST
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Sun of Akosoka shone bright. It was a warm day in the land of Calzyna, in the year 302 AUB. Prince Anariën Samero Hart, handsome, brave, and arrogant, woke up in his royal chamber of the Calzynian Palace located in Kingof, the capital. The smell of elegant and scented candles and the natural fragrance of Valeriel and Nimpae flowers filled his nose. The chirps of his personal pet, an imki named Baami, completed the peaceful morning in a pleasant way. His bed was soft, almost as if it would break if touched too hard.

Anariën was a person who woke up early in the morning to indulge himself in feast and song. He had no idea about what kind of worries existed outside of the castle. He was twenty years old — the youthfulness of the young prince prevented him from being extra serious, just like his ancestors.

He lost his father due to an unfortunate circumstance during his childhood. It was the Queen Mother, Jena Baisalon Hart, who was the elder sister of his father, who nurtured Anariën as his stepmother. Jena was kind and caring toward Anariën but had been incredibly cautious about anyone who had interest in Anariën — including her own daughter, Vesmiel.

Vesmiel was no longer the little child of Jena who shied away from playing Jiggle Ball. Now she was a young woman with the ego of being a Princess of Calzyna. Vesmiel had little regard for what was good or bad. All she knew was partying with the peers of the Royal Academy of Calzyna and tormenting the Gaggies of peaceful Gastol.

Anariën came out of his room wearing his blue royal robes that had an attached fitting cape. His forehead had no sweat like most of the hard workers, and he had no wrinkles on his forehead like those same hard workers referred to earlier.

The soldiers gave bows to him as he walked confidently through the exotic corridor with the flags of Calzyna. The smirk on his face was seen by none due to their gazes being fixed on the floor in a reverent way. Anariën's arrogance ruffled the hair of most civilians in Calzyna. He tended to mock people for their appearances or status, which was harmless in a sense but mostly humiliating.

Anariën walked out of the castle, passing it all — the Calzynian soldiers, the flower decorations, and the golden walls that had ancient designs on them for centuries.

He saw his favorite brown mustang named “Kasprak.” The mustang and the prince had such a great connection that every time he caused mischief, the mustang was there protectively to guard him from the consequences.

“Kasprak! Love to see ya today,” said Anariën as he walked past the open gate of the horse stable. The stable was nothing like any other horse’s. It was incredibly scented with the fragrance of increasing flowers and perfumes. The carpet on the stable floor was soft and thin, ready-made for the sleep of Kasprak.

In response to Anariën's greeting, Kasprak gave a cheerful hoof. He waved his elegant golden tail with much enthusiasm for the upcoming adventure with Anariën.

“My Prince! My Prince!” Anariën heard a shout and saw a servant from the castle coming toward him and Kasprak.

Anariën rolled his eyes at the man. “Stand two feet behind and tell me whatever you have to,” Anariën said in an almost mocking way that implied the class difference as he eyed the dirty, low-level robes of the servant.

The servant paused a few feet away from Anariën and bowed. He felt his neck and arms heat up due to the condescending comment of Anariën but stayed focused on the matter. “Queen Jena wanted you to participate in breakfast, My Prince.”

“Tell her I can't,” Anariën sneered at the servant. He folded his arms. “And wear something nice, at least something that isn’t horrible,” said Anariën and turned to Kasprak. He got on the back of the mustang and began to ride away, leaving the servant, who was gritting his teeth, alone behind.

On the other hand, Queen Jena stood on the balcony of her chamber. She was sipping Maler tea. The mix of pepper, Ghû liquid, and mint felt soothing and spicy at the same time in her throat. She was wearing a blue Lalaniel dress that showcased her royal status. Her bedroom was ornamented with very luxurious interior decor that only the privileged could have.

She was lost in thought as she looked at the vast blue sky of Akosoka. The Calzynians had great respect for Jena due to her continued battle against the darkness that creepily awaited to haunt Akosoka. For a decade, a few Dark Lords had attempted to destroy the peace of Calzyna, but due to Jena’s wisdom, the darkness was always defeated.

Jena walked toward her queen-size bed and took a seat on the edge. She thought of the potential challenges of the darkness looming over Calzyna. She felt slight distress as she remembered the name Ragörath.

Ragörath — “the embodiment of evilness after ancient Shaficia,” as named by various priests devoted to Goddess Belena, God Hedziz, or God Maag. Their word was truth. The civilians of Calzyna never wanted to stand across from Ragörath, even in a dream. He was the ruler of the area of Bawrani volcanoes located in Hamgrok, Floral Kingdom. He ruled with an iron fist. The region was completely prohibited to any citizen from Calzyna, Lupin's Holearc, or even Floral Kingdom. Ragörath never showed up directly to do evil. He had his daughter, Maclaéla, as her enforcer. Ragörath committed his evil deeds through Maclaéla, sending her to do his will.
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