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    To the readers who dare to turn these pages,

May the shadows of the ancient forests envelop you,May the echo of our beasts resonate in your minds,And may every step toward the light be veiled by the darkness we have wrought.Know that as you seek answers, it is in the unknown that your souls will be tested.

Let the journey of the Golden King guide you,But remember:Not all truths should be revealed,And not all power comes without a price.

With our mark left upon these words,May your fate intertwine with that of Carievis Vrotre Jaha,And may the secrets we bear only be unraveled by the brave.

Signed by the Damned Gods, the keepers of eternal darkness.

      

    


The Golden 

King vs. the Beasts

Introduction 

In a world teetering on the edge of destruction, where divine forces have unleashed creatures of unimaginable terror upon the land, there exists a warrior unlike any other—Carievis Vrotre Jaha. His story is one of strength forged in the deepest forests, of survival against insurmountable odds, and of power wrestled from the jaws of darkness. The Golden King, as he will come to be known, is destined to fight these beasts, not just for his own survival but for the survival of all life.

Carievis was born in a time when the gods, cursed by their own wickedness, created the Dimensional Beasts. These immense, monstrous creatures inhabited vast, sprawling forests that stretched as far as the eye could see, each beast tied intrinsically to its domain. These forests, once lush and vibrant, had become twisted and dark, radiating the evil of the beasts that ruled them. The very trees seemed to groan under the weight of the corruption, and the skies hung heavy with a perpetual gloom, as if even the sun dared not shine its light too brightly on such malevolent lands.

Each of these beasts was imbued with a particular form of malice—greed, wrath, despair—and their territories grew stronger with each passing day. The beasts absorbed the wickedness around them, drawing upon the darkness of their surroundings, becoming stronger, more dangerous, and more ferocious within their own realms. No ordinary warrior could hope to face them, let alone challenge their dominion.

But Carievis Vrotre Jaha was no ordinary warrior. From the time he was a child, he showed an unyielding will to survive. Born in the shadow of these cursed forests, Carievis grew up watching his people live in constant fear of the beasts. Every day, someone else would disappear into the trees, never to return. It was a world where hope seemed as fleeting as the wind, but Carievis, even as a boy, refused to bow to fear. He trained relentlessly, determined to find a way to stand against the beasts that haunted their lands.

​Chapter 1: The Curse of the Dimensional Beasts

Carievis Vrotre Jaha stood at the edge of the cursed forest, the air thick with the oppressive weight of malevolence. Above him, dark clouds rolled ominously, blotting out the moon and stars, plunging the world into a night devoid of light. The once vibrant trees twisted grotesquely against the backdrop of the ominous sky, their gnarled branches clawing at the air like skeletal fingers yearning for freedom. This was no ordinary forest; it was a prison for the souls of those who had come before him, consumed by the malevolent forces that thrived within.

Born under such a foreboding sky, Carievis had always felt the shadow of destiny looming over him. He had grown up hearing the whispered tales of the dimensional beasts—monsters forged from the darkest corners of creation, born from the wrath of the cursed gods. Each beast was a manifestation of pure evil, its strength drawn from the very malice that permeated the forest. The villagers spoke of them in hushed tones, their faces pale with fear, recounting the horrors that lay hidden among the trees. It was said that the beasts absorbed not just the physical essence of their prey but the very darkness that surrounded them, growing stronger with each life they extinguished.

As a child, Carievis had often ventured close to the forest's edge, peering into its shadowy depths, where the unknown beckoned him like a siren's call. Yet, even in his youthful curiosity, he had felt the chill of dread seep into his bones. He had watched as friends and family disappeared into the woods, their screams swallowed by the silence, their bodies claimed by the insatiable beasts lurking just beyond the veil of the trees. The forest was a living entity, pulsating with an energy that was both alluring and repulsive, a dark heartbeat that echoed the fears of his people.

Tonight, that fear had transformed into resolve. Carievis clenched his fists, feeling the weight of his family's legacy upon his shoulders. They had been warriors, defenders of their land, and now it was his turn to rise against the darkness. With each passing day, he could feel the whispers of the forest grow louder, urging him to step forward and confront the curse that had plagued his world for far too long. But he needed more than just courage; he needed power.

The tales of the beasts spoke of their ferocity—each creature an embodiment of a different sin. There was the Rage of Ebonclaw, a monstrous lion whose roar shook the very ground, feeding off the anger and hatred of those who crossed its path. The Greed of Serpentis, a slithering abomination that coiled through the underbrush, devouring all in its wake while hoarding the despair of its victims. And the Despair of Umbrathor, a shadowy figure that thrived in darkness, ensnaring the minds of those who dared to enter its realm, feeding on their hopelessness.

Carievis had trained relentlessly in the ways of combat, honing his skills under the watchful eyes of the village elders. Yet, he understood that physical strength alone would not suffice against the beasts that prowled these cursed woods. He needed to tap into something deeper, something that would allow him to not only survive but to conquer. His journey began with an old prophecy, one that spoke of a warrior who would rise against the gods themselves, wielding the powers of light and shadow. It was said that this warrior would possess the Breathe of Light, a force capable of piercing the darkness and banishing the malevolent creatures that had invaded their world.

With each step he took, Carievis felt the pull of the forest grow stronger. The trees seemed to whisper his name, taunting him, daring him to enter their domain. He brushed a hand against the rough bark of a nearby tree, feeling a shiver run down his spine. In that moment, he understood the curse that bound the beasts to the forest. The darkness that enveloped them was a reflection of the malice that dwelled within the hearts of men. It was a cycle that had to be broken.

Determined, he took a deep breath, his heart pounding in his chest. The air was thick with the scent of damp earth and decay, a reminder of the lives lost to the beasts that roamed these woods. He thought of his family, of the friends who had vanished without a trace, of the village that lived in fear. This was not just his battle; it was the battle for all those who had suffered under the curse of the dimensional beasts.

As he stepped into the darkness, Carievis felt the light within him awaken, a flicker of hope igniting against the oppressive gloom. He had heard the tales of warriors who had fallen in their quest to confront the beasts, but he was different. He carried within him the promise of a new dawn, a chance to change the fate of his world.

The first crack of a branch echoed through the stillness, sending a shiver down his spine. Carievis turned sharply, his senses heightened, ready for whatever lurked in the shadows. The curse of the dimensional beasts was no longer just a tale of terror; it was his reality, and he was prepared to face it head-on. The path ahead was fraught with danger, but he would forge his destiny in the heart of darkness, becoming the beacon of light that would illuminate the way for others.

With each step deeper into the forest, Carievis vowed that he would not rest until he had confronted the curse that had plagued his world for far too long. The beasts may have thrived on the evil surrounding them, but he would rise against them, armed with the light that burned within. The Golden King was awakening, and the battle for his destiny had only just begun.

​Chapter 2: Awakening the Light

As the first rays of dawn broke through the thick canopy of the Vithorn Woods, Carievis Vrotre Jaha felt a surge of energy coursing through his veins. The oppressive darkness of the night had receded slightly, revealing the twisted forms of ancient trees that loomed overhead, their branches interwoven like the fingers of a giant grasping at the sky. This was a place steeped in malice, where the very air was thick with the remnants of despair. Yet, for Carievis, this was not merely a cursed forest; it was a proving ground—a test of his resolve and a place to awaken the latent power that lay dormant within him.

He closed his eyes, focusing on the rhythmic beating of his heart, the energy that pulsed just beneath the surface of his skin. Memories of his training flooded his mind: the lessons from the village elders, the whispers of ancient prophecies, and the stories of those who had walked this path before him. He recalled the tale of the Breath of Light, a divine force said to reside within those chosen by fate, granting them the ability to purge the darkness from their foes. It was said that this power would reveal itself to those who truly sought to challenge the evil that lay in wait.

With each breath, Carievis sought to connect with this inner light, to coax it from the depths of his being. He envisioned it as a warm flame flickering in the abyss, a beacon of hope amidst the encroaching shadows. He knew he needed to tap into this energy if he were to face the horrors that awaited him in Vithorn Woods. The curse of the dimensional beasts could only be broken by embracing the light and standing firm against the tide of malevolence.

As he concentrated, a sensation began to build within him, igniting like a spark that blossomed into a brilliant glow. It radiated outward, a warm luminescence that pushed back the darkness surrounding him. Carievis opened his eyes, gasping as the forest transformed before him. The shadows that had once cloaked the trees now danced away, revealing vibrant greens and browns hidden beneath layers of gloom. The air felt lighter, charged with a newfound energy.

With each step he took, the light pulsated around him, illuminating the path ahead. The very earth beneath his feet seemed to hum in resonance, as if acknowledging the awakening of his power. The foliage, once twisted and grotesque, began to shift, revealing glimpses of life—flowers blooming in riotous colors, their petals trembling in the gentle breeze, as if they, too, were responding to the light he had unleashed.

However, this rebirth of the forest was short-lived. The deeper he ventured into Vithorn Woods, the more palpable the darkness became. The tranquility he had fostered around him soon shattered as the malevolent energy of the beasts began to rise in response to his light. He could feel their eyes upon him, lurking in the shadows, drawn to the purity he emanated. It was a call to arms, a challenge issued by the creatures that thrived in despair.

Suddenly, a guttural growl echoed through the trees, sending a shiver down Carievis’s spine. He spun around, gripping the hilt of his weapon tightly. From the depths of the underbrush emerged a monstrous figure, its form grotesquely warped. The creature was a Gloomfang, a beast known for its ability to meld into the shadows, feeding off the terror it invoked in its prey. Its fur was matted and dark, shimmering with a sickly sheen, while its eyes glowed with a feral hunger.

Carievis felt the weight of fear begin to settle in his chest, but he pushed it aside, channeling the energy of the Breath of Light. This was his moment. He would not falter. He had awakened this power for a reason, and now it was time to wield it.

Drawing on the light within, he raised his hand, feeling the warmth intensify as he summoned the energy. A brilliant beam of luminescence erupted from his palm, illuminating the clearing as it shot forth, piercing through the darkness that surrounded the Gloomfang. The creature recoiled, its howl of rage echoing through the woods as the light scorched its fur, leaving behind a trail of embers.

With newfound confidence, Carievis stepped forward, his heart racing with adrenaline. He focused on the energy surging through him, empowering his muscles, sharpening his senses. The Breath of Light not only allowed him to purge the darkness; it granted him strength, agility, and clarity. He felt invincible, a beacon of hope in a world steeped in despair.

The Gloomfang, now enraged, lunged at him with deadly speed. Carievis sidestepped its attack, feeling the rush of wind as it narrowly missed him. In that split second, he recognized the creature’s movements, its intent, and he anticipated its next strike. Channeling his energy, he leaped high, executing a spinning kick that connected with the creature’s side, sending it sprawling to the ground.

Seizing the moment, Carievis brought his palm to the ground, invoking the full power of the Breath of Light. A radiant aura enveloped him, bursting forth in a wave that washed over the Gloomfang, illuminating the forest with an ethereal glow. The creature writhed in agony as the light seared through its darkness, purging the malevolence that had long consumed it.

With a final howl, the Gloomfang dissolved into wisps of shadow, leaving behind nothing but silence and the lingering essence of light that remained in the air. Carievis stood in the clearing, chest heaving with exhilaration and disbelief. He had faced his first beast and emerged victorious, a testament to the power that now coursed through him.

As the forest began to shift back into a semblance of harmony, Carievis knew this was only the beginning. He had awakened something within him, a light that could fight against the encroaching darkness. The journey through Vithorn Woods had tested his resolve, and he was determined to forge ahead. Each step would lead him deeper into the heart of the curse, and with every battle, he would grow stronger.

With a renewed sense of purpose, Carievis pressed forward, ready to confront whatever horrors lay ahead. The light within him was no longer just a flicker; it was a blazing fire, a promise of hope in a world desperate for salvation. The Golden King was awakening, and the battle for the realms of light and shadow had just begun.

​Chapter 3: The First Beast - Varush, the Devourer

The aftermath of his encounter with the Gloomfang had instilled a fervent determination within Carievis Vrotre Jaha. He could feel the pulse of the forest around him, resonating with the aftermath of light he had unleashed. However, that victory was fleeting; the shadows that lingered still harbored deeper threats, and he could sense a powerful presence drawing near—a beast far more sinister than the one he had just vanquished.

As he ventured deeper into Vithorn Woods, the air thickened, cloaked in an oppressive silence that sent chills racing down his spine. The trees loomed like sentinels, their gnarled branches twisting overhead, blocking out the sun and casting the path ahead into a deepening gloom. Carievis tightened his grip on his weapon, feeling the weight of destiny pressing upon him. He had heard whispers of Varush, a creature that thrived on despair and darkness, a dimensional beast feared throughout the land.

Suddenly, the ground trembled beneath his feet, and a deep rumble echoed through the woods. Carievis stopped, heart pounding, as the very shadows around him began to shift and swirl. With a primal roar that seemed to shake the leaves from the trees, Varush emerged—a massive figure cloaked in darkness, its form ever-changing, a nightmarish amalgamation of fangs, claws, and malice. The creature's eyes glowed with a malevolent hunger, scanning the forest, searching for its next prey.

Carievis steadied himself, recalling the lessons of his training. He had been gifted the Exaltation of Muscular Strength, a power that surged through him, enhancing his physical capabilities to unimaginable levels. With this newfound might, he could face Varush on equal footing. He felt the strength course through his muscles, filling him with a confidence that eclipsed the fear threatening to overwhelm him.

The beast lunged, its claws raking through the air with lethal precision. Carievis sidestepped, narrowly avoiding the attack as he focused on harnessing his Exaltation. He felt his muscles tense and expand, as if every fiber of his being was infused with energy. With a powerful thrust, he retaliated, striking the creature's side with a force that reverberated through the forest. Varush roared in anger, but the blow only fueled its rage, causing it to retaliate with even more ferocity.

As they clashed, Carievis began to understand the nature of his enemy. Varush was not just a mindless beast; it was a cunning predator, adapting to his movements, predicting his strikes. Each attack he landed only seemed to provoke a stronger response. Yet, in that chaotic dance of shadows and light, Carievis remembered the other ability that resided within him—the Absorption of Flesh. He had the unique power to grow stronger with each foe he defeated, absorbing their essence to bolster his own.

In the heat of battle, he recalled the feeling of the Breath of Light igniting within him, driving him forward. He had to harness that energy, to become one with it. Every strike he landed on Varush would not only weaken the creature but also empower him. It was a dangerous gambit, but Carievis had never shied away from danger.

With renewed resolve, he unleashed a flurry of blows upon Varush, each one landing with precision and power. The creature howled in pain as Carievis struck, and with each successful hit, he felt a strange energy coursing through him—a connection to the darkness he was overcoming. It was intoxicating, filling him with an exhilarating strength, but he needed to be careful. The darkness could easily consume him if he lost sight of his purpose.

As the battle raged on, Carievis began to notice the creature's form flickering, wavering like a flame in the wind. He could sense its despair feeding the darkness around them. It was time to end this fight before he succumbed to the same fate. He gathered his strength, channeling it into one decisive strike. Drawing on both his Exaltation of Muscular Strength and the light of his Breath, he launched himself into the air, soaring above Varush.

With a roar that matched the beast’s, Carievis brought his weapon down with all his might, aiming for the heart of the creature. The impact sent a shockwave through the forest, and for a moment, everything fell silent. The shadows parted, revealing a brilliant light that engulfed both warrior and beast.

As the light surged forward, Varush let out a final, despairing cry, its form disintegrating into a mass of shadows that scattered like smoke in the wind. Carievis landed gracefully, breathless and triumphant. He had conquered his first dimensional beast, but he knew this victory came with a price. The darkness of Varush lingered in the air, a reminder of the ever-present evil that plagued the forests.
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