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​The Karyon Chronicles - Book One

​PROLOGUE: THE NIGHT THE STARS WEPT BLOOD

In the beginning, there was light. In the end, there was only Varak, standing among the ashes of gods.

The Dominion of Karyon wasn't merely an empire, it was a living spell, woven across seven star systems by sorcerer-kings who'd learned to bind magic itself into the fabric of reality. The capital world, Sovereign Prime, existed in three dimensions simultaneously: the physical realm of crystalline cities, the ethereal plane where thoughts became architecture, and the shadow-space where the dead whispered secrets to the living.

Crown Prince Varak stood on the Obsidian Balcony, a platform that floated in all three realms at once, watching his kingdom breathe. Eleven billion souls, each one a candle flame in the cosmic darkness. Their collective consciousness created aurora spirals in the spirit realm, towers of pure intention in the thought-plane, while their bodies moved through cities that sang with ancient enchantments.

He was twenty-three cycles old, but his amber eyes held the weight of inherited eternity. The royal bloodline didn't just carry genetic enhancements, it channeled the primordial force the Architects had left behind. Aether, some called it. The First Magic. The energy that existed before matter, before time, before the universe learned to dream.

Varak could feel it coursing through his veins like liquid starlight. When he clenched his fist, reality rippled around it. When he whispered words in the Old Tongue, the laws of physics bent to listen.

He was the future Sovereign. The Immortal Prince. The Living Spell.

He had six hours before everything he loved would be torn screaming into the Void.

"My prince." Commander Thex materialized from shadow-space, her Drakeen scales shimmering with protective runes. "The prisoner speaks in the Tongue of Endings. He claims the Voidlords have already chosen you. That tonight, the sky will run red!"

Reality screamed.

Not metaphorically. The air itself shrieked as something beyond comprehension forced its way through the dimensional barriers. The sky didn't merely tear, it inverted, turning inside-out, revealing the writhing chaos that existed in the spaces between worlds.

The temperature plummeted. Every enchantment on Sovereign Prime, millions of them, woven over ten thousand years, began to unravel. Protective wards exploded into cascades of dying light. Communication crystals shattered. The very magic that held their civilization together started to bleed away like water through cupped hands.

Through the wound in reality poured something that hurt to perceive. Imagine darkness given hunger. Imagine entropy given consciousness. Imagine death learning to want.

The Harbinger emerged: a manifestation of the Voidlords' will, a creature woven from un-creation itself. It had too many eyes that saw too many futures, too many mouths that spoke in the voices of dying stars, too many reaching limbs that existed in dimensions human geometry couldn't describe.

When it spoke, children across three planets began screaming in languages they'd never learned:

"PRINCE OF BORROWED TIME. YOUR SOULS ARE FORFEIT. YOUR MAGIC IS STOLEN FIRE. THE ARCHITECTS' LEGACY DIES WITH YOU."

Varak's power exploded outward, a golden aether-flame that turned the balcony beneath his feet to molten glass. "EVACUATE THE CAPITAL! ENGAGE ALL DIMENSIONAL SHIELDS!"

The Harbinger looked at the city below.

Seventeen million people ceased to exist. Not killed, unmade. Their bodies dissolved into probability clouds. Their souls scattered across infinite timelines. Their very possibility of having ever existed was retroactively erased from certain dimensional frequencies.

Varak felt each deletion like a blade in his mind. The collective scream of seventeen million consciousnesses being torn from reality all at once nearly shattered his sanity.

"NO!"

His rage transcended mere emotion and became force. The royal bloodline's true power awakened, not genetic enhancement, but something older. Varak channeled the Architects' legacy directly, becoming a conduit for the First Magic itself.

He launched himself at the Harbinger, moving faster than light, faster than thought, moving through the spaces between moments. His fist connected with power that could shatter moons, wrapped in aether-flame that burned in colours that had no names.

The Harbinger laughed. It sounded like universes collapsing.

The battle that followed lasted seven minutes in physical time but spanned seven years in the accelerated temporal bubble they created. Varak unleashed everything, dimensional tears that should have split the creature across parallel realities, void-fire that could burn away possibility itself, transformation spells that had been forbidden since the Age of Gods.

He made it bleed. The Harbinger's ichor was liquid anti-matter that screamed when it touched reality. Where drops fell, holes opened into the Nothing between worlds.

But seven minutes was all it took.

The Harbinger phased through space-time, its limb passing through Varak's chest. He looked down in confusion, his heart was still beating in his ribcage, but somehow also outside his body, pulsing in the creature's grasp.

Quantum entanglement made flesh. Schrödinger's heart, simultaneously present and absent.

"YOUR PUNISHMENT IS NOT DEATH, PRINCE. IT IS MEMORY. IT IS CONTINUATION. IT IS FOREVER."

The Harbinger crushed his heart.

Pain beyond physics. Varak's body locked, every muscle seizing, every nerve igniting. But he didn't die. The creature had woven a spell of such profound cruelty that even the Architects would have recoiled: Varak would live forever with the phantom agony of his heart's destruction, feeling it die again and again in every heartbeat he took.

The Harbinger spoke its curse in the Tongue of Endings, and reality itself shuddered to obey:

"YOUR KINGDOM WILL DEVOUR ITSELF. YOUR MAGIC WILL BECOME POISON. YOUR DEAD WILL HAUNT YOUR EVERY BREATH. ONE HUNDRED YEARS TO WATCH EVERYTHING BURN."

"BUT KNOW THIS, PRINCE OF ASHES: THE ARCHITECTS LEFT SEVEN KEYS. SEVEN RELICS OF CREATION. COLLECT THEM ALL, AND PERHAPS, PERHAPS, YOU MAY UNDO ONE SINGLE DAY."

"THE PRICE? SEVEN TRIALS. SEVEN SACRIFICES. SEVEN DEATHS THAT ARE NOT QUITE DEATH."

"AND WHEN YOU THINK YOU'VE WON, WHEN YOU BELIEVE YOU'VE EARNED YOUR RESURRECTION, THAT IS WHEN WE WILL TRULY BEGIN."

The Harbinger departed, tearing through reality's membrane, but its curse remained.

Sovereign Prime began dying. Not quickly, slowly, agonizingly. The planet's core had been infected with void-corruption. It would take one hundred years to fully consume the world, giving the population just enough time to flee, to fracture, to turn on each other in desperate survival.

The exodus wasn't an escape. It was a slow-motion apocalypse.

Within a decade, seven billion fled to colony worlds that couldn't support them. Wars erupted over water, over food, over magic itself. The Karyon Dominion tore itself apart. Worlds that had been brothers for millennia became enemies overnight.

Varak tried to hold it together. But how do you rule when your very presence reminds people of everything they've lost? When the dead follow you like a funeral shroud? When every spell you cast is tainted by the Harbinger's curse?

Within two decades, only scattered millions remained. Within five, thousands. Within a century, Varak could count his surviving subjects on his fingers.

He stood on the Obsidian Balcony one final time. The city was a graveyard now, crystal towers wrapped in ash-vines that pulsed with dark magic. The sky bled red eternally. And the ghosts... oh, the ghosts.

Seventeen million spirits bound to his consciousness by the Harbinger's spell. They whispered constantly, sharing their last moments, their betrayed hopes, their accusations. Some begged for vengeance. Others pleaded for peace. Most just screamed.

Varak had become a living mausoleum, carrying the weight of his kingdom's death in every breath.

His hand moved to his chest. The phantom heart still beat there, a cursed rhythm that reminded him: alive but broken, powerful but defeated, immortal but damned.

For ninety years, he'd searched ancient texts for salvation. The Architects had been real, a race of reality-weavers who'd seeded consciousness across the galaxy before ascending beyond physical form. They'd left behind seven Relics of Creation, artifacts so powerful they existed simultaneously as objects, spells, and living entities.

Scattered across hostile dimensions. Guarded by horrors. Hidden in trials that tested not just strength, but worthiness.

Varak had hunted rumors, deciphered dead languages, tortured information from entities that existed in non-Euclidean angles of space-time. He'd become harder, colder, sharper. Grief had refined him like a blade in fire.

Trust? Burned away. Love? A weakness he couldn't afford. Hope? The cruelest lie the universe ever told.

His only purpose: find the Relics, break the curse, resurrect his kingdom, then hunt down every Voidlord in existence and teach them that some princes are more dangerous, broken, than whole.

But the First Relic's location had eluded him. Until today.

A signal. Ancient. Pulsing with Architect magic. Coming from a backwater system in an unremarkable spiral arm. A yellow star with eight planets, the third one teeming with primitive life that was just beginning to touch magic without understanding it.

They called it Earth.

And it was about to learn that when gods go to war, mortals become casualties.
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​CHAPTER ONE: WHEN STARS FALL, DEMONS RISE

[image: ]


Northern Territories - Shadowpeak Wilderness Reserve
March 14th, 2025

Mira Chen was twelve years old when she first saw the ghost.

Her grandmother, dead three years, standing at the foot of her bed, wearing the jade bracelet she'd been buried with. But this wasn't some benign haunting. The ghost's eyes were hollow voids, her mouth stretched too wide, and when she spoke, her voice came from behind Mira:

"You see the spaces between, child. The living fear what they cannot touch. But the dead? We fear what touches back."

Then she'd shown Mira the truth: that the world was layered like an onion, each reality stacked atop the next. The living world was just the surface. Beneath it, the realm of the dead. Beneath that, something older and hungrier, gnawing at the roots of existence itself.

Now twenty-four, Dr. Mira Chen studied quantum mysticism, the intersection of magic and physics that modern science was only beginning to acknowledge. Her gift had evolved. She didn't just see ghosts anymore. She could touch them. Speak their language. And in desperate moments, command them.

She stood at Raven's Peak Research Station, watching the aurora australis perform impossible dances. The magnetic readings were catastrophic, but her other sense, the one that perceived spiritual frequencies, was screaming that something vast and terrible was approaching.

"You feel it too," Dr. James Tāwhiri said, joining her at the window. His dark eyes reflected the strange lights. He'd been studying ancient magical systems, trying to decode why every
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