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​Chapter I: The Liturgy of the Fallen Titan

Before the first spark of mortal thought ignited in the primordial darkness, before the rhythmic tapping of the dwarven pick ever echoed in subterranean veins, or the arrogant chant of the elven mage ever sought to pluck the silent chords of creation, there was only the Great Malfurian. In the antediluvian silence of the cosmic void, Malfurian was not merely a world, but a being of such astronomical scale that his casual footsteps crushed nascent nebulae into dust and his every exhalation was the furnace-wind that kindled the first stars. He was a creature of pure cosmic architecture, a titan woven from the threads of dark matter and celestial light, a living symphony of celestial mechanics.

But gods, like the stars they birthed, are not immune to the insatiable hunger of the deep.

The liturgy of our existence, the very genesis of our world, begins with a murder. Across eons that utterly defy mortal record, a war of unimaginable scale raged in the lightless spaces between dimensions. Malfurian, the Great Artisan, the Weaver of Worlds, was hunted by others of his kind—shambling, non-Euclidean monstrosities whose names have been surgically scrubbed from the heavens by the very void they embody. Chief among these horrific executioners was Calthezan, the Star-Eater, a rival whose malice was as wide and crushing as a collapsing galaxy.

The battle was not a clash of crude steel, but a planetary-scale surgery performed on the very fabric of reality. Calthezan did not merely strike; he meticulously dissected. The final, universe-shattering blow—the one that ended the era of the giants and birthed the era of the lesser, crawling things—was a catastrophic, vertical rent delivered to Malfurian’s cosmic back.

This gaping wound is the genesis of our entire geography. To the cartographers, it is clinically known as the Endless Chasm, a jagged, weeping scar that stretches for ten thousand kilometers across the midsection of our world, a wound in the planet’s flesh that perpetually refuses to scab over. Even now, after an eternity of cooling and calcification, rivers of ancient, viscous blood—the Ichor of the First Age, black and shimmering—still cascade down its sheer obsidian walls, falling into an abyss so profound that the light of even the brightest sun is swallowed long before it touches the bottom. Brave souls, driven by the madness of desperate greed or the blinding fervor of misplaced faith, have descended into that throat. None have ever returned. For what is a mortal man to a god’s internal anatomy, save a parasite to be inevitably digested?

When Malfurian fell, his colossal body did not merely drift into the cold dark. Calthezan, in a final, profound act of cosmic desecration, squeezed the dying titan, breaking his titanic limbs and crushing his celestial torso into the jagged, irregular sphere that is now our world. He bound the god’s tormented spirit to his own dying meat and abandoned him to rot in the cold vacuum, a monument to a forgotten victory.

We walk upon that rot. We are nourished by its slow, agonizing decay.

The towering Ivory Mountains that pierce our sky are not inert stone; they are the calcified remains of Malfurian’s shattered ribs, jutting through the planet’s skin like the wreckage of a sun-bleached, ancient vessel. The great oceans, those vast, salt-heavy basins of the west, are the very places where Calthezan, in his ravenous fury, bit colossal chunks of divine flesh from the bone. Over the eons, the inevitable entropy of the divine occurred. The god’s colossal outer layers began to fester, to decompose. That celestial rot became the rich, dark soil—a nutrient-dense mulch of cosmic decay that blankets the surface. The great winds that ceaselessly scour our plains are but the final, lingering, agonizing exhales of his punctured, titanic lungs, ceaselessly moving the dust of his own decomposition across his cooling, fractured frame. The warmth we feel beneath the earth, the geothermal heat that sustains our bitter winters and ignites our deep forges, is the dying, rhythmic stutter of a heart that defiantly refuses to cease beating, even as it is slowly consumed by the myriad things that crawl and burrow upon it.

We are the motes of dust, the ephemeral inhabitants, the tiny, teeming life that feeds upon the divine corpse.

From the primal moisture of his cooling blood and the pervasive heat of his internal decay, the first sparks of sentient thought were birthed. They were not our thoughts, not unique, but rather the fragmented, dreaming echoes of the dying titan himself. These nascent thoughts manifested as magic—a golden, shimmering, and fundamentally parasitic energy that emanates from the god’s exposed marrow, infecting the minds of the lesser beings and shaping the very fabric of their reality.

This potent magic brought the scavengers. From the stars, minor deities and opportunistic, spectral spirits, drawn by the limitless power emanating from the rotting giant, descended upon the corpse, seeking to carve out petty kingdoms from its colossal, bleeding form. The first and most arrogant among them were the Larians.

The elves of today are but a faded shadow of their monstrous ancestry. Legend tells us that when the Larians first descended, they were colossal beings of pure, crystalline light, their heads brushing the clouds, their forms radiating with celestial arrogance. But they fell in love with the meat. They feasted upon the raw, undiluted divinity of Malfurian, and in doing so, they became irrevocably bound to the brutal biology of the corpse-world. Over eons of rampant inbreeding and the slow, insidious poisoning of the god’s circulating blood, they withered. They shrank. The golden giants became the slender, arrogant elves of the modern era, their forms now fragile and their beauty a thing of brittle glass. Yet, the blue fire of their primordial origin still burns deep in their veins, granting them a longevity that tastes of ancient theft and a magical prowess that is nothing more than the cold, practiced ability to manipulate the god’s dying, drawn-out screams.

Beneath the elves, in the deep veins of the titan, the Dwarfs were molded. They did not descend from the stars; they were crudely crafted by the opportunistic lesser gods to be the perfect, tireless laborers—industrial microbes designed to delve deep into Malfurian’s dense muscular tissue. They were made to mine the "Essence"—the crystallized fragments of the god’s colossal neurological system. These crystals, glowing with a sickly, violet light, are the concentrated power of a creator’s fractured memory. The Dwarfs of today, though diminished, still believe their ancient forefathers are down there, lost in the deepest capillaries of the planet, endlessly digging toward the last, beating remnants of the heart.

They do not realize that their own insatiable greed once violently woke the sleeper. A thousand years ago, the Great Calamity occurred when the Dwarfen Kings, in their deepest, most avaricious delvings, pierced a major, still-pulsing artery of the titan. Malfurian, in a moment of agonizing, post-mortem reflex, twitched. The resulting, planet-shattering earthquake crushed the grandest underground empires in a heartbeat, swallowing entire civilizations in a tide of pressurized blood and collapsing stone. The survivors fled to the surface, but the lust for the god’s marrow never truly left them.

Then, there is the youngest, most aggressive infection: Humanity.

Man did not fall from the sky, a seed planted by gods, nor was he carefully molded by divine hands. Man appeared like a sudden, aggressive fungal bloom, a fever breaking out upon the titan’s cooling skin. We rose from the dark, nutrient-rich soil in the wake of the elven decline, breeding with a frantic, desperate intensity that the older, more stable races could not comprehend. We were the restless fever of the planet. In our early, savage ages, we were godless, driven by instinct, spreading across the continents like an unchecked rash, building crude cities of wood and stone that mirrored the more advanced structures of the earlier peoples.

We were conquerors, yes, but we were conquerors of the surface, our ambition confined to the skin. When the burgeoning human kingdoms pushed too far, when their expansion threatened the elven monopolies on the god-marrow, the Elves did not meet us with steel. They met us with a curse. They crafted a plague from the very bile of Malfurian—a sickness that turned human skin to gray scales, human lungs to ash, and human minds to screaming madness. To save our species from utter annihilation, the desperate kings of man were forced to kneel. They signed the Docile Settlements agreement, a treaty etched in human desperation, giving away vast, fertile valleys and strategic mountain-passes to the Elves in exchange for a temporary cure.

Ever since, the hatred between the two races has been a cold, simmering fire, constantly threatening to erupt into open war. Humanity looks at the Elves and sees the arrogant jailers who stole their destiny. The Elves look at Humanity and see a swarm of short-lived, infectious parasites that need to be periodically thinned.

But even the deep, inherited hatred of man and elf is a small, petty thing compared to the pervasive, existential dread of the Voidlings.

No one knows if the Voidlings are an indigenous byproduct of the god’s decaying mind, or if they followed Calthezan from the outside, like shadows clinging to a conqueror’s cloak. They are shapeless, vaporous entities that exist in the peripheral vision of the world, beings of pure, malevolent non-Euclidean geometry. They are the tricksters of Malfuria, the devils that inhabit the spaces where the god’s mind has completely soured into madness. They offer deals that glitter with the promise of salvation but invariably end in the total erasure of the soul. No physical blade can harm a Voidling; to fight one is to try and stab the smoke of a funeral pyre. Only three have ever been recorded as destroyed in the long history of the continent, and the cost of those fleeting victories was the complete and utter sanity of entire provinces. Their laughter is the sound of a universe folding in on itself.

This is the world of Malfuria. A beautiful, terrifying ossuary, a monument to a slain god.

Every time a farmer plants a seed in the soil, he is planting it directly into the decomposed skin of a titan. Every time a sailor drinks from a spring, he is drinking the diluted sweat of a dying god. Every time a mage casts a spell, he is plucking a nerve-ending that should have been silent for eternity.

We live in a state of terminal grace. We celebrate our ephemeral kingdoms and our fleeting legends, deliberately ignoring the profound, chilling truth that eventually, the rot will be complete. Eventually, the colossal heart in the center of the world will beat its final, shuddering pulse. And on that day, when the sustenance of Malfurian is utterly consumed, the teeming life upon his flesh will have nothing left to eat but each other.

Until then, we pray. We pray not for salvation, nor for forgiveness, but for the profound, deep sleep of the giant to remain undisturbed. For if Malfurian ever truly wakes, if his ancient mind ever truly reforms, the first thing he will do is to violently scratch the immense, agonizing itch that we, his inhabitants, have become.

​Chapter II: The Anatomy of Daily Dread

LIFE ON MALFURIA IS a constant negotiation with the grotesque, a daily dance on the decomposing flesh of a fallen god. The grand narrative of cosmic murder, enshrined in the temples of the Big Three Churches, is not an abstract myth; it is the brutal, inescapable reality that shapes every breath, every harvest, every act of violence and devotion. Here, the very sustenance of existence flows from the slow, agonizing decay of a being too vast to comprehend.

The soil, a dark, nutrient-rich mulch, is revered by farmers as "Ancestor Dust"—the pulverized skin and muscle of Malfurian himself. To till it is to perform an act of holy desecration, a sacred violation. The seeds they plant are not merely germinating in earth; they are sprouting in the ancient, fibrous tissues of a titan. The crops that burst forth—the robust grains, the sprawling, purple-leafed vegetables—are imbued with the very essence of divine rot, their flavor complex, earthy, and carrying a faint, metallic tang that hints at the blood from which they draw life. This is why Malfurian’s harvests are so bountiful, so unnaturally potent. The god, even in death, continues to feed the parasites that devour him.

The waters of Malfuria, those rushing rivers and placid lakes, are known as "Tears of the First Age"—the diluted, cooled blood and vital humors that still weep from Malfurian’s countless wounds. Drinking from a spring is an act of communion, a direct intake of the divine essence. The water is thick, possessing a slight viscosity, and often shimmers with faint, metallic iridescence. It is strangely invigorating, yet those who drink too deeply or too frequently from the springs closest to the Endless Chasm report unsettling visions—fractured echoes of cosmic battles, the guttural screams of giants, and the terrifying, lidless gaze of Calthezan. Coastal communities, however, face a far more insidious horror. The Ichor-Sea, that vast, clotting ocean of undiluted divine blood, is a malevolent, sentient entity (as the tales of the Carrion Sailors will attest). Its currents are not just ocean flows; they are the slow, deliberate pulse of a dying heart, constantly attempting to clot itself, to heal the immense wound it embodies.

The mountains, those stark, towering formations of Malfurian’s calcified ribs and shattered vertebrae, are not merely geological features; they are ancient monuments to pain. The Ivory Mountains, perpetually dusted with fine "Marrow-Dust," weep a constant stream of highly mineralized water, rich with trace amounts of god-bone. This runoff creates the vibrant, often hallucinogenic vegetation that thrives in their valleys, but it also creates creatures of immense, calcified strength – the frost-giants and stone-lions whose very bodies are fragments of the titan’s skeleton. The dwarven delvings, those subterranean cathedrals carved into the god’s dense muscular tissue, are not just mines. They are exploratory surgeries, digging for the "Essence"—the crystallized neurological fragments that still fire with latent cosmic power. The dwarves, in their avaricious greed, are performing an autopsy on their world, seeking to pluck the very thoughts from a decaying god.

Magic itself is not a mystical force, but a parasitic manipulation of Malfurian’s dying nervous system. Every spell cast, every incantation chanted, is a localized irritation, a plucking of a nerve-ending that should have been silent for eternity. The golden, shimmering energy that mages wield is not their own; it is the leaking essence of the god’s pain, channeled and shaped by mortal will. Elven mages, with their ancient lineage, are attuned to the deeper vibrations, capable of tearing at the titan’s very sinews to twist trees or command pestilence. Human mages, cruder and more aggressive, use the raw, volatile power like blunt instruments, igniting the god’s bile for fireballs or rupturing his smaller veins for lightning. This constant interference, this plucking and prodding, contributes to Malfurian’s slow, agonizing, post-mortem decay, ensuring that the magic never truly runs out, for it is constantly being replenished by the god's enduring suffering.

The winds that perpetually scour the plains and whisper through the shattered cities are the final, lingering exhales of Malfurian’s punctured lungs, carrying not just dust and pollen, but microscopic spores of his own decomposition. These spores, invisible to the naked eye, are believed to be the source of the subtle, unsettling changes that periodically affect the continent’s flora and fauna—mutations, sudden plagues, and the strange, vibrant colors that can emerge from the darkest recesses of the soil. These "Wind-Whispers" also carry the fragmented, dreaming echoes of the titan's dying mind, causing vivid, often terrifying dreams among the populace, where cosmic battles and shapeless horrors dance in the sleep of mortals.

Even the calendar of Malfuria is tied to the god’s biology. The "Great Sleep" is a period of deep winter, when Malfurian’s heart slows, its geothermal output dimming, and the land grows cold. The "Great Bloom" is when the god’s circulatory system surges with renewed warmth, awakening the land to life. The very passage of time is a function of a body’s decay.

The societies that crawl upon this divine corpse have, over the eons, adapted to its brutal reality. The Elves, with their long lives and deep connection to the god’s magic, have become the stewards of his skin and major arteries, their ancient groves acting as the filters for the coarser energies of the continent. They are seen as arrogant, but their deep understanding of the god’s ecology gives them an almost divine perspective on the lesser races—tiny, swarming infections that must be managed.

The Dwarves, burrowing into the god’s bones and muscles, are the miners of his marrow, extracting the Essence for power and wealth. They are pragmatic, resilient, their lives spent in the vast, echoing chambers of the titan’s interior, forever listening to the low, rhythmic groan of the earth, a sound they interpret as the voice of their ancestors.

Humans, the youngest and most aggressive "infection," spread across the god’s surface like a rash. They adapt quickly, building empires from the rot and the magic, but their short lives and their ambition mean they are constantly at war, constantly clashing with the elder races for dominion over the limited resources—the choice cuts of the divine carcass.

And the Voidlings—those shapeless, vaporous entities—are the true aberrations, perhaps the god’s final, deranged thoughts. They inhabit the spaces where Malfurian’s mind has completely soured into madness, drawing their power from the utter nihilism of cosmic despair. They are the ultimate parasites, feeding not on flesh or magic, but on hope and reason, twisting the dreams of mortals into waking nightmares, leaving only dust and laughter in their wake.
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