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Introduction — The World of Zielonor

In a galaxy not far from Earth—close enough to be seen, yet far enough to remain untouched by human hands—there exists a planet unlike any other: Zielonor.

Zielonor is not a world of peace, nor of beauty in the traditional sense. Its skies are dim, often veiled in ash-gray clouds, and its surface is carved by endless scars of excavation. Towering mining structures pierce the horizon, their mechanical limbs tirelessly tearing into the planet’s crust. Rivers of molten ore glow beneath the surface like veins of fire, feeding the lifeblood of a civilization built on conquest, industry, and survival.

The inhabitants of Zielonor are not explorers—they are hunters.

For generations beyond counting, this race has lived with a singular purpose: to conquer distant worlds, extract their value, and return with spoils worthy of honor. Planets are not seen as homes or ecosystems, but as prizes—targets to be claimed, stripped, or dominated. Success is measured in resources, power, and legacy.

Zielonor society is rigidly divided into three dominant factions:

	The Miners, who descend into the depths of the planet and beyond, extracting rare and powerful materials from hostile environments. 

	The Smiths, masters of transformation, who forge weapons and armor of unmatched strength using ancient techniques fused with advanced technology. 

	The Warriors, elite fighters bred for conquest, trained from birth to dominate alien worlds and bring glory back to Zielonor. 


Above them all stands The Elite—a ruling class whose authority is absolute. They do not mine, nor do they fight on the front lines. Instead, they command, strategize, and control the flow of power across the planet and beyond. Their technology surpasses that of Earth by at least five centuries, granting them unimaginable dominance over both their own kind and the worlds they target.

Zielonor itself offers little beyond its purpose. It is a planet of function, not comfort—dark, harsh, and relentlessly efficient. Nearly all of its surface is dedicated to extraction and production. Every structure, every system, every life form serves the same machine.

But what truly sets Zielonor apart are its minerals.

From the most basic forms like coal and bronze, to enhanced variants such as colius and bronzius, the planet’s resources evolve into increasingly powerful materials: ironius, steelius, mitrilius, and adamantius. At the peak of this hierarchy lies runititius—the rarest and most powerful mineral ever discovered, capable of producing weapons and armor of near-mythical capability.

Through complex forging techniques, materials like colius are fused with ironius or bronzius, creating hybrid alloys that push the limits of durability and lethality. Every weapon crafted on Zielonor is not just a tool—it is a symbol of status, power, and identity.

This is a world where strength defines existence.
Where planets are prey.
And where only the most powerful survive long enough to be remembered.
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Chapter 1 — The First Hunt


[image: ]


The air of Zielonor tasted of iron and ash.

Kaelor stood at the edge of the Forging District, watching rivers of molten metal flow through vast channels carved into black stone. Sparks rained endlessly from towering foundries, illuminating the darkness in brief flashes—like distant stars struggling to exist in a dying sky.

He was twenty-three cycles old.

And today, he would be judged.

For years, Kaelor had trained among the Warriors—endless combat simulations, brutal physical conditioning, and live trials against creatures brought from conquered worlds. Pain was not a punishment for Zielonor; it was a language. And Kaelor learned to speak it fluently.

But training meant nothing until your first hunt.

Behind him, the massive gates of the Armory opened with a deep metallic groan.

“Enter,” a voice commanded.

Kaelor stepped inside.

The Armory of Zielonor was not a place—it was a monument to war. Walls lined with weapons forged from every known mineral shimmered in dim, cold light. Blades, rifles, exo-frames, and adaptive armor sets rested in perfect alignment, each carrying the weight of past conquests.

At the center stood three figures.

A Miner. A Smith. A Warrior Commander.

Together, they would decide his fate.

“You have completed your trials,” said the Commander, his voice sharp and mechanical, enhanced by embedded tech. “Now you will prove whether you are worthy of leaving this planet.”

The Smith stepped forward, his hands glowing faintly from recent work.

“Choice defines survival,” he said. “Your armor. Your weapon. They will either make you... or end you.”

The Miner remained silent, observing.

A projection flickered to life in the air above them.

A blue planet appeared—covered in oceans, clouds, and vibrant life.

Kaelor narrowed his eyes.

“Primitive,” he muttered.

The Commander tilted his head slightly.

“Do not mistake unfamiliarity for weakness. This world is called Earth.”

The word felt strange.

“Low technological resistance,” the Miner added. “But high biological unpredictability. Oxygen-rich atmosphere. Diverse ecosystems. Unknown variables.”

The Smith gestured, and several armor sets rose from the floor.

“Your options.”

One suit gleamed with a dark, heavy finish.

“Adamantius-class armor,” the Smith explained. “Near-indestructible. Maximum defense. Minimal mobility.”

Another appeared—sleek, flexible, almost alive.

“Mitrilius weave. Lightweight. Adaptive. Ideal for speed and stealth.”

Then a third—layered, glowing faintly with embedded energy lines.

“Hybrid. Ironius infused with Colius core. Balanced. Durable. Reactive under stress.”

Kaelor stepped closer, studying each one.

“Weapons?” he asked.

The Smith smiled faintly.

From the shadows, a rack emerged.

Blades forged from bronzius alloys.
Rifles powered by steelius cores.
A single weapon, darker than the rest, pulsing with quiet energy.
Kaelor felt it before he understood it.

“That one,” he said.

The room fell silent.

The Smith’s expression shifted.

“Runititius.”

The word carried weight.

“Unstable in unproven hands,” the Commander said. “Even among elites, few are permitted to wield it.”

Kaelor stepped forward anyway.

“I will not return as unproven.”

For a moment, no one spoke.

Then the Miner finally moved, stepping into the light.

“Ambition without control leads to extinction,” he said calmly. “But without ambition... there is no conquest.”

The Commander turned to the Smith.

“Prepare him.”

The decision had been made.

Kaelor looked once more at the image of Earth.

A world untouched by Zielonor.

A world that did not yet know it had been chosen.

His first hunt.

A deep vibration echoed through the Armory.

Not sound—presence.

Every figure in the chamber straightened instantly. Even the Commander lowered his head. The lights dimmed, then reshaped themselves into a single descending beam at the far end of the hall.

And from it, he emerged.

Vaerith Xal’Thorne.

Supreme ruler of Zielonor.
The Unbroken Sovereign.
The mind behind a thousand conquered worlds.
His form was tall, draped in a flowing mantle woven from layered alloys that shimmered between black and deep violet. His armor was unlike anything in the Armory—fluid, alive, forged from something beyond even runititius. His eyes glowed faintly, not with light, but with calculation.

Kaelor felt it instantly.

Power—absolute and unquestioned.

“You stand at the edge of purpose,” Vaerith said, his voice calm, yet impossibly heavy. “Kaelor of the Warrior faction.”

Kaelor dropped to one knee.

“My life is yours to command.”

Vaerith stepped closer, studying him—not as a person, but as a possibility.

“I have watched your trials,” he said. “You survive where others hesitate. You advance where others calculate. That... can be refined.”

The projection of Earth shifted beside them, rotating slowly.

“A first hunt defines a hunter. Too easy... and you learn nothing. Too difficult... and you become nothing.”

He turned slightly toward the Smith.

“Adamantius is unnecessary.”

The Smith nodded immediately.

“Agreed, my Sovereign. Its durability would make him dependent. Slow.”

Vaerith’s gaze returned to Kaelor.

“You will wear Mitrilius.”

The sleek armor rose again, almost responding to the command.

“Adaptive. Responsive. It will protect you—but not forgive your mistakes.”

Kaelor lifted his head slightly.

“I understand.”

“You do not,” Vaerith replied calmly. “But you will.”

A faint motion of his hand—and the weapons shifted.

“Close combat remains essential,” the ruler continued. “But this world requires distance, observation... patience.”

Two weapons detached from the rack and floated forward.

Crossbows.

But not primitive.

Their frames were forged from refined alloys, compact yet deadly, with energy channels running along their limbs.

“Dual crossbows,” the Smith explained. “Modified for mitrilium arrows. Silent. Efficient. Penetrative.”

A case opened beneath them—rows of arrows, each tip glowing faintly with contained energy.

“Limited supply,” the Miner added. “Precision will define survival.”

Next, two blades emerged.

Clean. Balanced. Deadly.

“Steelius swords,” said the Commander. “Reliable. Durable. They will not fail you—even if you fail yourself.”

A small device followed—a compact module that attached to the armor.

“Medical unit,” said the Smith. “Auto-responsive. It will stabilize critical damage. It will not save you from fatal decisions.”

Kaelor stood slowly as each piece hovered before him.

This was no longer training.

This was expectation.

Vaerith stepped closer one final time.

“You are not being sent to conquer Earth,” he said.

A pause.

“You are being sent to learn how.”

Kaelor’s eyes flickered.

A test.

A beginning—not an end.

“Your capsule is prepared,” the Commander said. “Launch window approaching.”

The projection of Earth expanded, filling the chamber.

Blue. Alive. Unaware.

Vaerith turned away, his decision complete.

“Do not die,” he said, almost as an afterthought.

“Not because you are valued...”

A slight pause.

“But because you have not yet proven your value.”

The chamber doors opened once more—this time revealing a narrow passage leading into darkness.

At the end of it, a single capsule awaited.

Cold. Silent. Final.

Kaelor equipped the Mitrilius armor. It sealed around him like a second skin, reacting instantly to his movements. The crossbows locked onto his back. The steelius blades rested at his sides.

Everything felt... lighter than expected.

More dangerous.

He walked forward without hesitation.

Each step echoing less than the last.

Behind him, Zielonor remained unchanged—dark, relentless, eternal.

Ahead of him...

A world that did not yet know his name.

The capsule door opened.

Kaelor stepped inside.

And for the first time in his life—

He left his planet.
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Chapter 2 — A World Out of Time
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Time was not universal.

On Zielonor, this was not theory—it was law.

Kaelor felt it the moment the capsule detached.

There was no violent launch. No explosive force. Only a silent shift, as if reality itself had loosened its grip. The stars outside stretched into long fractures of light, bending and folding into impossible angles.

The navigation core activated.

Temporal Drift: Engaged.
Galactic Offset: Confirmed.
Kaelor remained still inside the capsule, his Mitrilius armor adapting to the increasing الضغط on his body. His vision flickered as streams of data flowed across his interface—calculations far beyond human comprehension.

On Zielonor, centuries passed like measured steps.

But between galaxies...

Time fractured.

A journey of hours could mean centuries elsewhere.
A mission to a distant world was never just distance—
It was when, not only where.

“Destination locked,” the system echoed.

“Planet: Earth.”
“Temporal Phase: Early Imperial Age.”
The words meant nothing to Kaelor.

But they would.

The descent began without warning.

The capsule pierced through layers of atmosphere, flames tearing across its outer shell as it forced its way into Earth’s sky. The impact was controlled, precise—but far from invisible.

Below him, the world unfolded.

Not the Earth shown in the Armory.

No towering cities.
No glowing networks.
No planetary defenses.
Instead—

Stone.

Dust.

Fire.

And men.

Thousands of them.

The capsule landed beyond the edge of a vast encampment, buried partially into the earth with a deafening impact that sent birds scattering into the sky.

Kaelor remained inside for several seconds.

Listening.

Sensing.

Learning.

His interface began scanning the environment.

Atmosphere: Stable.
Dominant Species: Human.
Technological Level: Primitive.
Threat Assessment: Variable.
Voices echoed in the distance.

Shouting. Commands. Metal clashing against metal.

Kaelor’s eyes narrowed.

War.

He stepped out of the capsule.

The air was different.

Lighter. Warmer. Alive.

For a brief moment—something unfamiliar crossed his mind.

Not fear.

Not excitement.

Something quieter.

Then it was gone.

Ahead of him, beyond a low ridge, he saw them clearly.

Rows of armored men, shields locked together. Red banners rising above them, marked with symbols he did not understand.

Across from them—another force. Less organized. Louder. Wilder.

Two armies.

On the edge of collision.

Kaelor activated a visual enhancement.

Symbols translated slowly.

“Rome...”

The word formed in his mind.

So this was Earth.

Not at its peak.

Not at its weakest.

But at war.

Always at war.

A sudden movement caught his attention.

A group of soldiers had broken away from the main formation—moving toward the impact site.

Toward him.

Kaelor remained still.

He reached behind his back and drew one of the crossbows. The mechanism unfolded silently, locking into position with precise, mechanical grace.

A mitrilium arrow slid into place.

Glowing faintly.

He observed them carefully.

Heavy shields. Short blades. Coordinated movement.

Disciplined.

Interesting.

But slow.

Very slow.

The first soldier crested the ridge—

And froze.

Their eyes met.

Man and hunter.

Primitive and advanced.

Past and future.

For a single moment, neither moved.

Then
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