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Chapter 1 – The Boy Without a Crown
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The bell of Astralis Dominion Academy echoed across the marble valley, its deep metallic resonance rolling over towers of white stone and crystal bridges suspended above the clouds. Every year, on the Day of Awakening, thousands gathered to witness the birth of new legends.

For the students standing before the Hall of Crowns, today would determine the course of their lives.

Some would become protectors of kingdoms.

Some would command armies.

Some would never leave the academy alive.

Zhyrael Veythor expected none of those futures.

He stood at the very end of the line, hands tucked inside the pockets of his faded black coat. Unlike the other candidates dressed in polished ceremonial uniforms embroidered with silver thread, his clothes were plain and worn from years of travel.

Whispers followed him wherever he walked.

"That's him."

"The orphan from the Gray District."

"I heard he failed the entrance trials three times."

"They only admitted him because Professor Lyskar insisted."

Zhyrael ignored every word.

People always believed rumors because they were easier than discovering the truth.

Above the academy gates floated nine enormous stone crowns, each representing one of the Sacred Dominions. Their surfaces shimmered with ancient runes that no modern scholar could fully translate.

According to history, every human soul resonated with one Dominion.

Flame.

Ocean.

Storm.

Stone.

Light.

Shadow.

Life.

Time.

Or Void.

Only once in recorded history had someone awakened two.

No one had ever awakened none.

"Next."

An elderly instructor raised his staff.

A young woman stepped forward.

The crystal beneath her feet erupted into emerald light.

A magnificent crown formed above her head.

"Life Dominion," the instructor announced. "Second Circle affinity."

Applause echoed through the plaza.

The girl smiled proudly as classmates rushed to congratulate her.

One by one, more students awakened.

Golden flames.

Crimson lightning.

Silver winds.

Even a rare Time Dominion appeared, causing excited murmurs among the nobles watching from elevated balconies.

Then came Zhyrael's turn.

Silence spread almost instantly.

He walked toward the Awakening Platform, every step echoing across polished stone.

The crystal at the center was older than every kingdom combined.

Legends claimed it had been carved from the heart of the first fallen star.

The instructor glanced at him.

"Name."

"Zhyrael Veythor."

"No noble house?"

"No."

The old man sighed.

"Place your hand upon the Heart Crystal."

Zhyrael obeyed.

The surface felt strangely warm.

For a heartbeat...

Nothing happened.

Then...

A blinding flash consumed the platform.

Gasps erupted from every direction.

Runes spun wildly around the crystal.

The floating crowns above the academy trembled.

The sky darkened.

Several professors immediately stood from their seats.

"What is happening?"

"The crystal has never reacted like this."

Energy surged upward in spirals before collapsing into complete darkness.

Every light vanished.

When the glow finally returned...

No crown floated above Zhyrael.

None.

The crystal had become perfectly transparent.

The instructor frowned.

He checked the readings once.

Twice.

Three times.

His expression slowly changed from confusion to disbelief.

"...Impossible."

Another professor approached.

"What happened?"

"There is... nothing."

"What do you mean nothing?"

"No affinity."

"No Dominion."

"No Crown."

Laughter erupted among the students.

"I didn't know that was possible."

"So the rumors were true."

"He's literally powerless."

Someone clapped sarcastically.

Another bowed dramatically.

"The Crownless Boy!"

Even several instructors exchanged uneasy looks.

One of the nobles shook his head.

"A defect."

"What a waste of the academy's resources."

Zhyrael slowly removed his hand.

His face remained calm, but inside, questions collided like storms.

He had always felt different.

Not weaker.

Different.

Ever since childhood, strange dreams had haunted his sleep.

A throne buried beneath endless ash.

Nine broken crowns.

A voice calling his name from somewhere beyond the stars.

He had never told anyone.

Until now, he had hoped those dreams meant something.

Instead...

He possessed absolutely nothing.

The instructor cleared his throat.

"By the authority of Astralis Dominion Academy, candidate Zhyrael Veythor is officially classified as..."

The words struck harder than any weapon.

"...Crownless."

The plaza erupted with whispers.

No one had ever received such a classification.

A historian seated near the royal delegation immediately began writing notes.

The professors looked almost frightened.

Not because Zhyrael had failed.

Because the Heart Crystal had reacted before declaring him empty.

That had never happened.

Never.

As the ceremony continued, Zhyrael quietly stepped away from the crowd.

No one tried to stop him.

No one wanted to.

He wandered toward the academy gardens overlooking the cliffs.

Clouds drifted below like endless oceans.

Wind carried the scent of ancient cedar trees.

"Running away?"

The voice came from behind.

A girl stood beneath one of the silver-leafed trees.

Long black hair flowed gently in the breeze.

Her academy uniform bore the insignia of the Noctrel House.

One of the oldest noble families.

Eryssia Noctrel.

She had awakened a Shadow Dominion of extraordinary purity only moments earlier.

Most students admired her.

Others feared her.

She crossed her arms.

"You don't seem surprised."

"I've disappointed people before."

"Not like this."

He smiled faintly.

"Probably not."

She studied him carefully.

There was something unsettling about him.

Most rejected students cried.

Some shouted.

Others blamed fate.

Zhyrael simply looked... thoughtful.

As if the result had answered one mystery while creating another.

"You really have no Crown?" she asked.

"So they say."

"And what do you believe?"

He looked toward the distant mountains.

"I believe the crystal wasn't trying to tell me what I lack."

Her eyes narrowed.

"I think..."

"...it was trying to hide something."

Before Eryssia could answer—

The ground trembled.

A violent shockwave spread across the academy.

Students screamed.

One of the floating crowns cracked.

Not shattered.

Cracked.

Impossible.

An alarm unlike anything heard in centuries echoed across Astralis Dominion Academy.

Deep beneath the academy...

Far below its foundations...

Inside a forgotten chamber erased from every map...

A single black crown resting upon a stone altar released a tiny fracture of crimson light.

For the first time in ten thousand years...

Someone had awakened.

And it had heard a name.

Zhyrael.

The ancient voice whispered through the darkness.

"...At last."

To be continued...
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Chapter 2 – Beneath the First Throne
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The alarms of Astralis Dominion Academy had stopped.

That was the most terrifying part.

For nearly ten thousand years, the academy had survived wars, invasions, disasters, and the rise and fall of kingdoms. Its defensive systems had activated countless times.

But never had they stopped because they were afraid.

Zhyrael Veythor stood before the ancient black stone door beneath the academy, unable to move.

Two golden eyes stared at him from the darkness beyond.

They were not the eyes of a beast.

They were intelligent.

Ancient.

Awake.

The air around him became heavier.

A normal person would have collapsed under the pressure.

But Zhyrael remained standing.

Not because he was brave.

Because something inside him refused to run.

The voice spoke again.

"After ten thousand years..."

A pause.

"Finally, the last blood returns."

Zhyrael narrowed his eyes.

"Who are you?"

For several seconds, there was no answer.

Then the darkness moved.

A figure slowly stepped forward.

It was tall and covered in dark armor that looked older than the academy itself. Strange crimson lines flowed across its body like living symbols.

Its face was hidden beneath a broken mask.

"You ask the question incorrectly, heir."

Zhyrael's expression hardened.

"I don't know you."

"No."

The figure looked at him.

"You do not remember me."

A strange feeling passed through Zhyrael's mind.

For one brief moment, he saw something that wasn't there.

A battlefield.

A sky filled with black flames.

Thousands of soldiers kneeling before a young king.

And beside that king...

The same armored figure.

Then the vision disappeared.

Zhyrael stepped back.

"What was that?"

The figure remained silent.

"You carry memories that were sealed before your birth."

"That makes no sense."

"Neither does a crownless boy awakening the First Throne."

The words struck him.

"The First Throne?"

The figure turned toward the enormous chamber beyond the door.

"Enter."

Zhyrael hesitated.

Every instinct warned him.

The moment he crossed that threshold, his life would change forever.

He had spent years trying to prove that he wasn't worthless.

But now...

He wondered if discovering the truth would be worse than remaining ignorant.

Still, he walked forward.

Inside was a massive underground hall.

The ceiling disappeared into darkness.

Ancient pillars stretched upward, each carved with symbols of forgotten civilizations.

At the center of the chamber stood a throne.

Not a normal throne.

A crown rested above it, floating in the air.

Black.

Broken.

Beautiful.

Nine empty spaces surrounded it.

Like something was missing.

Zhyrael felt his heartbeat change.

The crown was calling him.

Not with words.

With familiarity.

As if he had seen it thousands of times before.

"What is this?"

The armored guardian followed behind him.

"The Crown of the Forgotten God."

Zhyrael stared.

"The name is just a legend."

"Most truths become legends after enough time passes."

The guardian stopped beside the throne.

"This was created before the Nine Dominions existed."

A cold sensation moved through Zhyrael.

"Before?"

"The world you know is built upon a lie."

The chamber suddenly became colder.

"The gods did not create humanity."

The guardian looked toward the floating crown.

"They destroyed what existed before humanity."

Zhyrael's eyes narrowed.

"Why tell me this?"

The guardian turned.

"Because you are the only one who can change it."

A bitter laugh escaped Zhyrael.

"Interesting. Everyone else today told me I was powerless."

"They were correct."

The answer surprised him.

The guardian continued.

"You have no Dominion."

"You have no Crown."

"You have no divine blessing."

The golden eyes behind the mask became brighter.

"Because you were never meant to inherit the power of a god."

Silence.

"You were meant to inherit the power that killed them."

The words echoed.

Killed them.

Zhyrael looked again at the black crown.

A strange emotion filled him.

Fear.

Curiosity.

And something deeper.

Anger.

"Why me?"

The guardian did not answer immediately.

Instead, he raised one hand.

A small image appeared in the air.

A young man.

Someone who looked exactly like Zhyrael.

Older.

Wearing black armor.

Standing before an army of shadows.

His hand rested upon the same crown.

"This was the last king of the forgotten era."

Zhyrael stared.

"Who is he?"

The guardian's voice became quiet.

"Your ancestor."

The entire chamber trembled.

Zhyrael stepped away.

"Impossible."

"History was rewritten."

"That cannot be true."

"It was necessary."

"Why?"

The guardian looked at him.

"Because your family failed."

A heavy silence followed.

"The first king tried to destroy the gods."

The crown above the throne began glowing.

"He almost succeeded."

"Almost?"

The guardian looked toward the darkness above.

"Then Azhorys appeared."

The name alone changed the atmosphere.

Even the ancient chamber seemed to fear it.

"Who is Azhorys?"

The guardian slowly lowered his head.

"The creator."

Zhyrael frowned.

"Creator of what?"

The answer came like a whisper.

"Everything."

A sudden explosion of energy shook the chamber.

The black crown moved.

Slowly.

It descended toward Zhyrael.

The guardian stepped back.

For the first time, his calm expression changed.

"Wait."

The crown stopped inches above Zhyrael's hand.

The entire world seemed silent.

Then a voice entered his mind.

Not the guardian.

Not Azhorys.

Something older.

Something buried.

"Zhyrael Veythor..."

His eyes widened.

"Do you wish to know why you were born?"

Images flooded his mind.

A kingdom burning.

A mother crying.

A father fighting against impossible enemies.

A promise made before death.

"If the gods return..."

"The last heir must awaken."

The crown touched his hand.

The chamber exploded with light.

Above the academy, every single magical artifact activated at once.

And somewhere far beyond the borders of Nythera...

Something ancient opened its eyes.

A voice filled the endless void.

"The heir has awakened."

A pause.

Then a smile.

"Prepare the world."

"The forgotten war begins again."
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Chapter 3 – The Awakening of the First Crown
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The first thing Zhyrael felt was silence.

Not the ordinary silence of an empty room.

This silence was different.

It felt like the entire world had stopped breathing.

He opened his eyes slowly.

The ancient chamber was gone.

The throne was gone.

The guardian was gone.

He stood alone in an endless white space where there was no ground, no sky, and no horizon.

Only emptiness.

Zhyrael looked around.

"Where am I?"

His voice disappeared into the infinite distance.

No echo returned.

For the first time in years, uncertainty appeared on his face.

The academy.

The crown.

The guardian.

Everything that had happened felt impossible.

Yet he remembered every detail.

The voice.

The memories.

The name.

Azhorys.

"Interesting."

The unfamiliar voice came from behind him.

Zhyrael immediately turned.

A person stood several meters away.

A young man.

At first glance, he appeared human.

He had long silver hair, golden eyes, and a calm expression that looked almost peaceful.

But something about him felt wrong.

Not dangerous.

Beyond dangerous.

Like standing before a storm that had not decided whether to destroy you.

"Who are you?"

The stranger smiled slightly.

"That question again."

Zhyrael's eyes narrowed.

"Everyone seems to know me except myself."

"That is because you were born into a world that stole your identity."

The stranger walked closer.

"You are Zhyrael Veythor."

"I know my name."

"No."

The stranger shook his head.

"You know the name you were given."

The words bothered him.

"Then tell me the name I should have."

The stranger became silent.

Then he answered.

"Zhyrael."

Nothing more.

The same name.

But somehow it sounded different.

Older.

More meaningful.

"Who are you?"

The stranger looked toward the empty space around them.

"Someone who remembers."

"Remembers what?"

"The world before the lie."

The white space suddenly changed.

Images appeared around them.

A massive city floating above a golden ocean.

Creatures made of pure light.

Humans and beings that looked nothing like modern races living together.

A world untouched by war.

Then everything changed.

A black storm covered the sky.

The ocean turned dark.

Cities fell.

Millions screamed.

"What is this?"

"The First Era."

The stranger watched the destruction.

"Before the Nine Dominions."

Zhyrael stared.

"The history books say the gods protected humanity."

The stranger laughed softly.

"History books are written by survivors."

The images shifted.

A group of beings appeared.

Nine figures.

Each carrying a different crown.

"The first gods."

The stranger pointed.

"They discovered the source of creation."

The vision showed a vast energy beneath the world.

A force beyond imagination.

"And they became afraid."

"Afraid of what?"

The stranger looked at him.

"Of losing their power."

The scene changed.

The nine beings attacked the source.

The world shook.

Stars disappeared.

"And that is when everything began."

The images faded.

Zhyrael remained silent.

He wanted to reject everything.

To call it impossible.

But a part of him already knew.

Somewhere deep inside...

He believed.

"Why show me this?"

The stranger walked toward him.

"Because the First Crown has awakened."

Zhyrael looked at his hand.

A black symbol had appeared on his palm.

A broken crown surrounded by nine stars.

"What is happening to me?"

"You are remembering."

"I don't remember anything."

"Not yet."

The stranger raised his hand.

A small flame appeared.

But it was not fire.

It was a memory.

"Power without understanding destroys its owner."

The flame moved toward Zhyrael.

"Your ancestors learned that lesson."

The moment it touched him, pain exploded through his body.

He fell to one knee.

Images attacked his mind.

A battlefield.

A sword.

A throne.

A woman with silver hair.

A voice calling his name.

Not the name of a stranger.

A name filled with love.

"Zhyrael..."

A woman's voice.

His mother.

His eyes widened.

"Mother?"

The vision became clearer.

A young woman held a baby.

A newborn child.

Him.

She was crying.

Not from sadness.

From fear.

"They will come for you."

The woman looked toward the child.

"You must survive."

Another figure entered the room.

A man wearing dark armor.

His father.

The memory distorted.

A door breaking.

A terrifying presence entering.

A voice.

Cold.

Powerful.

"Give me the child."

The woman's expression changed.

"No."

The memory shattered.

Zhyrael screamed.

The white world disappeared.

He opened his eyes.

He was back inside the underground chamber.

His body was on the stone floor.

The black crown floated above him.

But something had changed.

The guardian stood nearby.

For the first time, the ancient being looked surprised.

"You saw the past."

Zhyrael slowly stood.

His breathing was heavy.

"What happened to my parents?"

The guardian remained silent.

That answer was enough.

Zhyrael's hands tightened.

"What happened?"

The guardian lowered his head.

"They died protecting you."

The chamber became still.

Zhyrael looked away.

For years, he had accepted that his parents disappeared.

That they were gone.

But now...

Now he knew.

They had not abandoned him.

They had fought.

For him.

A strange warmth appeared in his chest.

Followed by anger.

"Who killed them?"

The guardian did not answer.

He didn't need to.

A single name appeared in Zhyrael's mind.

Azhorys.

The guardian noticed the change in his expression.

"Do not seek him yet."

"Why?"

"Because you are still weak."

The words should have offended him.

Instead, Zhyrael understood.

He looked at the floating crown.

"What is this power?"

The guardian stepped forward.

"The First Crown."

"Explain."

"It was not created to give you strength."

The guardian's voice became serious.

"It was created to reveal the strength you already possessed."

The crown suddenly moved.

It entered Zhyrael's chest.

A wave of energy exploded outward.

The entire underground chamber shook.

Deep beneath the academy...

Something awakened.

A second heartbeat.

Then a third.

The guardian immediately turned toward the ceiling.

His expression changed.

"What is it?"

For the first time...

Fear appeared in his voice.

"They found us."

Zhyrael looked upward.

"Who?"

The guardian answered with a single sentence.

"The servants of Azhorys."

A shadow spread across the ceiling.

The ancient door behind them began cracking.

Something powerful was approaching.

Something that had waited ten thousand years.

And it was coming for Zhyrael.
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The sound of the ancient door breaking echoed through the underground chamber.

A crack appeared across the black stone.

Then another.

The entire mountain trembled.

Zhyrael stood beside the guardian, his hand pressed against his chest where the First Crown had disappeared.

Something inside him had changed.

He could feel it.

A strange energy flowed through his veins, not like magic, not like any Dominion power he had studied at the academy.

It was older.

Wild.

Almost alive.

"What is coming?" Zhyrael asked.

The guardian did not answer immediately.

His golden eyes remained fixed on the door.

"Something that should have remained asleep."

A piece of stone fell from the ceiling.

The guardian stepped forward.

For the first time since Zhyrael had met him, he looked ready for battle.

"You cannot fight it."

Zhyrael looked at him.

"Excuse me?"

"You awakened only the first fragment."

The guardian raised one hand.

Dark energy formed around his fingers.

"You have power, but you do not understand it."

A strange calmness filled Zhyrael.

"Then teach me."

The guardian looked back at him.

"That is not how this works."

The door shattered.

The explosion sent waves of dust across the chamber.

Zhyrael covered his eyes.

When the dust cleared...

A figure stood in the destroyed entrance.

At first, it looked human.

A man wearing a white cloak.

Silver hair.

A peaceful expression.

Almost beautiful.

But his eyes were empty.

Completely empty.

The stranger looked around the chamber.

Then his gaze stopped on Zhyrael.

"So..."

His voice was soft.

"The last heir really exists."

The guardian immediately moved in front of Zhyrael.

"Leave."

The stranger smiled.

"Still protecting the family that betrayed the gods?"

The guardian's expression darkened.

"You serve him."

The stranger tilted his head.

"Serve?"

He laughed quietly.

"Such an old word."

His white cloak moved slightly.

"I don't serve Azhorys."

The air became colder.

"I worship perfection."

Zhyrael felt something unpleasant.

This man was different from the guardian.

The guardian carried ancient power.

This person carried obsession.

"Who are you?" Zhyrael asked.

The stranger looked at him.

"My name is Vaerith Solkar."

A faint smile appeared.

"And you are the reason I have waited three hundred years."

Zhyrael frowned.

"Three hundred?"

"Yes."

Vaerith stepped forward.

"Your birth was hidden from the world."

"Your existence erased."

"Your family destroyed."

He raised his hand.

"But secrets eventually return."

Dark energy gathered around him.

The chamber shook.

The guardian moved instantly.

"Zhyrael."

His voice was serious.

"Do not interfere."

Zhyrael looked at him.

"Why?"

"Because this enemy is beyond you."

The words irritated him.

Not because they were insulting.

Because they sounded familiar.

Everyone kept saying the same thing.

Too weak.

Too powerless.

Too late.

Zhyrael clenched his fist.

Then he stopped.

The First Crown inside him reacted.

A whisper entered his mind.

"Do not fight with anger."

He froze.

The voice was not the guardian.

Not the stranger.

The crown.

"Power without control becomes another prison."

Zhyrael took a breath.

For the first time, he felt the energy inside him clearly.

Not as a weapon.

As a part of himself.

Above them, Vaerith moved.

The ground cracked beneath his feet.

He appeared in front of the guardian instantly.

Their clash created a shockwave that shattered the remaining pillars.

The guardian blocked the attack with one arm.

But he was pushed backward.

Zhyrael's eyes widened.

The guardian was strong.

Very strong.

Yet Vaerith matched him.

"Interesting," Vaerith said.

"You are weaker than before."

The guardian remained silent.

"You were once a servant of the First King."

Vaerith smiled.

"Now look at you."

"Guarding his forgotten child."

Another strike.

The guardian blocked.

But this time, blood appeared on his arm.

Zhyrael noticed.

The guardian was injured.

He stepped forward.

"I can help."

"No."

The guardian looked back.

"Stay away."

A wave of energy exploded between them.

Zhyrael was thrown backward.

He crashed against a stone wall.

Pain spread through his body.

But he stood again.

Vaerith looked at him with curiosity.

"You really are different."

"What does that mean?"

"The previous heirs were consumed by hatred."

Vaerith's smile disappeared.

"But you..."

"You hesitate."

Zhyrael stared at him.

"Is that a problem?"

"No."

Vaerith looked almost disappointed.

"It makes killing you more interesting."

The chamber went silent.

Then the First Crown reacted.

Black markings spread across Zhyrael's arm.

The air changed.

Vaerith immediately stepped back.

For the first time...

He looked surprised.

"The Crown recognized you completely?"

The guardian also turned.

"What?"

Zhyrael looked at his own hand.

The symbol of the broken crown was glowing.

"What is happening?"

The guardian's voice became low.

"Impossible..."

"What?"

The guardian stared at him.

"The First Crown has never accepted a host."

A pause.

"Not even the First King."

Vaerith's expression changed.

A mixture of excitement and fear.

"So the legends were true."

He looked at Zhyrael.

"The crown was never waiting for a king."

The chamber trembled.

"It was waiting for something else."

The ground beneath them cracked open.

A dark abyss appeared.

Everyone froze.

Even Vaerith.

From below...

Something moved.

Something enormous.

Something ancient.

A voice rose from the darkness.

"Finally..."

The sound shook the entire mountain.

"My child has awakened."

Zhyrael felt his blood freeze.

Because the voice was familiar.

The same voice from his dreams.

The same voice that had called him home.

The voice of the being who had been waiting for him.

For ten thousand years.

The guardian looked toward the abyss.

Impossible.

His expression changed completely.

"No..."

Vaerith whispered.

"That cannot be."

The darkness below opened.

And two enormous golden eyes appeared.

Azhorys had awakened.
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