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The Trionian Saga: Book One - Beyond the Border Mountains


Introducing the World and the Peoples
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The border mountains stand as ancient sentinels, their granite peaks pierce the sky. From the west coast to the east coast, they cleave the land—a natural boundary between two nations, each shaped by its rugged embrace. To the north lays Hothane, a kingdom of temperate forests and fertile plains, to the south sprawls Kunia, where expansive woodland whispers of forgotten magic and the swamp land reclaims the earth.

And so, the border mountains stand—a natural divide between Hothane and Kunia. The toll road passage, patrolled by soldiers, offers safe passage for merchants and diplomats. But beyond that lays perilous trails—bandit-infested, tiger-prowled, and eagle-soared. Earthquakes rumble through the range, shaking the foundations of both nations. And somewhere, hidden among the peaks, the Vortex hums—a witness to the destinies entwined on either side.
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Hothane: The Northern Kingdom
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Kair Woods, the largest forested expanse in Hothane, stretches like a green tapestry. Its ancient trees harbor secrets—whispers of the old gods, tales of lost knights, and the rustle of leaves that mask forbidden paths. On the outskirts of Kair Woods, at the heart of the realm, stands the capital, Kair City, its spires reaching for the heavens. Here, merchants haggle in bustling markets, scholars debate arcane texts, and the scent of freshly baked bread mingles with the tang of ink and parchment.

And then there is the eastern Scarp Woods, the smallest woodlands in the country. Its cliffs drop into chasms, and its twisted pines bear scars from lightning strikes. Scarp is a place of outlaws and fugitives—a refuge for those who dance on the edge of law and chaos. 

Scarp Woods is a place where time flows differently, and unfortunates who lose their way emerge with tales of encounters with the Green Lady, a guardian spirit who weeps for the world’s sorrows. Legend speaks of the Green Lady, a soul who wanders Scarp Woods. She wears a cloak of leaves and sings songs that echo through time. The Green Lady is a seer, her eyes glimpsing the threads of fate. The lost seek her guidance. She whispers prophecies—of wars, of love, of lost treasures—and the hapless listen, their hearts becoming attuned to the pulse of the forest.

Beyond Kair Woods, to the west, lays Forsyt Woods, where the trees grow tall and their branches weave a canopy that hides the moon. Forsyt is a place of solitude, favored by hermits and seekers of wisdom. The Forsyt Monastery, perched atop a rocky crag, houses sages who study the stars and decipher cryptic prophecies. Their chants echo through the mist, and pilgrims seek their counsel.

Off the western coast of Hothane, across a narrow strip of water, lays Arken Island. Here, the Clan of the Silver Gull made their home. Their bloodline is traced back to the First Kings, and their loyalty to Hothane is unwavering. Arken Island is a place of cliffs and sea caves, where gulls wheel and storms lash the shore. Within the island’s heart—Fabben Leon, lies the collection of the clan’s ancestral artifacts, gathered from numerous adventures, victories, and expeditions on distant lands. This is the family central to our story. Three sons, eldest to youngest: Macrilion, Edeon, and Labaskeon. Our story begins with the tale of Macrilion.
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Kunia: The Southern Land of Secrets
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Across the border mountains lays Kunia, a realm of contrasts. Its western swamps are a tangle of reeds and murky waters, where will-o’-the-wisps dance and ancient spirits stir. 

Montel Caray, the great woodland of Kunia, is a realm of emerald leaves and tangled vines. Its trees hold memories—the laughter of nymphs, the cries of small creatures, and the rustle of wings as mythical creatures flit through the canopy. Here, the Mile of Bone Sanctuary stands—a place of pilgrimage for those seeking solidity or salvation. The sanctuary’s white bones bare the spirits of the departed, and its Kunian priests tend to the dying, whispering prayers that bridge life and death. Hidden within its depths lays the Crystal Oracle, an ancient monolith said to hold the secrets of the universe. Only the bravest dare approach it, for the stone whispers truths that expand minds and ignite souls. 
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The Peoples of Hothane and Kunia
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Within these lands dwell three distinct tribes, each shaped by their history, beliefs, and way of life.

Hothanians: These hardy folk settled in the northern kingdom of Hothane. They are known for their craftsmanship—forging swords that sing in battle, crafting sturdy longhouses, and brewing mead that warms the coldest nights. Hothanians revere gods both old and new, whispering prayers in their elaborate temples and leaving offerings at ancient standing stones. Their eyes hold the wisdom of the land, and their songs echo through the cities during the solstice celebrations. Their Sovereign is called Sorh Queben, a benevolent King whose ancestry goes back to the early fathers.

Kunians: In the southern land of Kunia, the Kunians thrive. Their ruler, King Kobacki, is a shrewd diplomat who understands the delicate balance between the mystical and the mundane. He rules from the capital city of Montel Caray on the edge of the woods by the same name. In these woods lays the revered Mile of Bone Sanctuary. Kunians believe in the power of the Mile of Bone Sanctuary, where the departed find solace and the veil between worlds grows thin. Kunian children learn to read the patterns of the stars, seeking guidance from the constellations during times of crisis. Kunians are storytellers, their tales woven with threads of magic.

The Council of Wise Elders convenes in the temple inside the city of Montel Caray. Their eyes hold the wisdom of centuries, and their voices carry the weight of tradition. They interpret the rustling leaves, decipher the patterns of stars, and listen to the songs of the river. When disputes arise, the Council settles them—sometimes with words, sometimes with duels. The Kunians believe that the ancestors speak through the elders, and their decisions are binding.

The Elluscan Tribe: In the heart of Kunia, where the sun’s rays kiss the earth with warmth, the Elluscan Tribe roam—a people shaped by the rhythm of the wild and the whispers of ancient trees. They are nomads, their lives woven into the fabric of Montel Caray, the great woodland that stretches like a green ocean.

Montel Caray is more than a forest; it is a realm of emerald leaves and tangled vines. Its trees stand tall, their branches interlock like old friends. When the wind blows, the leaves rustle secrets—the laughter of nymphs, the cries of lost lovers, and the murmurs of fallen ancestors. The Ellusc move through this living tapestry, their footsteps leaving no trace. They are the guardians of the woods, the keepers of its mysteries.

The Ellusc are no mere wanderers; they are warriors. Their elders taught them the Way, a martial art that blends grace with lethal precision. In the dappled sunlight, they practice—each movement a dance, each strike a prayer to the forest spirits. The Way is more than combat; it is a communion with the land. The Ellusc believe that the trees whisper secrets to those who listen, and their fighting style mirrors the swaying branches and the swift currents of the river.

At the heart of Montel Caray lays the Mile of Bone Sanctuary. Here, the Ellusc gather during the full moon—a sacred time when the veil between worlds grows thin. The Crystal Oracle, a luminescent gem, is lodged inside the rings of an ancient tree. Its glow illuminates the faces of the tribe as they chant, their voices blending with the rustling leaves. The Crystal Oracle is their compass, guiding them through the woods of life and revealing hidden paths.

The Ellusc have no permanent settlements. They follow the seasons—the blooming of flowers, the migration of birds, and the changing colors of the leaves. Their tents are woven from forest vines, and their fires burn with fragrant herbs. They trade with other people, sharing stories and goods. The Ellusc believe that the land provides for those who respect it, and they leave no wasteful damage behind.

And so, the Ellusc continue their nomadic existence, their lives entwined with the Woods. They are the guardians of Montey Caray, the keepers of its secrets, and the dancers in the eternal forest symphony.
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