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Chapter 1




The Prologue.
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In the shadowy lands of the East, where the sun dares not linger and the very air hangs heavy with ancient sorrow, there lives a Necromancer named Zulazar.

His name is a chilling wind that sweeps across the continent, a curse whispered in hushed tones in taverns a thousand miles away. It echoes through the catacombs of fallen kingdoms and sends shivers down the spines of even those who consider themselves to be the bravest warriors, for to speak it aloud is to invite the attention of death itself.

His power over the restless dead is absolute, an unrivalled mastery he wields not as a tool, but as an art form as he conducts a ghastly series of experiments with the bones and spirits of man while adopting a malicious glee that paints the lands in a grim palette of fear and despair.

At his command, skeletal legions rise from barren earth, their empty sockets burning with cold, borrowed light.

The whispers of wraiths, bound to his will, serve as his spies and messengers, carrying his dreaded influence into the realms of the living.

Without question, Zulazar is the sovereign of a silent, decaying kingdom.

To look upon him is to confront the embodiment of the void. For his eyes are pools of abyssal blackness, holding no reflection, only the suffocating promise of oblivion. Forever a man wearing the indifferent mask of cold, aristocratic cruelty, framed by hair as black as a starless midnight.

It is believed his heart is not made of flesh and blood, but is a shrivelled, blackened stone, cold to the touch and incapable of feeling warmth, pity, or love. He is the architect of his own desolation, a figure of immense power who finds solace only in the absolute silence of the grave.

Contrastingly, in the distant West, a world away in spirit, there is a land kissed by the light of the divine.

In this land of beauty incarnate, the world breathes a sigh of relief. For the fields are eternally green, and the rivers run with water so clear it seems to hold the sky captive.

But more importantly, what is also contained within this realm of warmth and life, is a holy princess named Elara.

Unlike our poor soul Zulazar, Her name is not a curse but a blessing, a hymn whispered from the hearts of her people. For it is no stretch to say that they adore her, given that she is the living embodiment of goodness, the beacon of hope in a world that often forgets the meaning of the word.

Her power is not one of command or coercion, but of pure, unblemished benevolence.

When Princess smiles, it is said the warmth of the sun deepens, chasing away the last vestiges of winter's chill.

To look into her eyes is to gaze upon the purity of a thousand stars, to see a soul so bright it offers solace to the most troubled of hearts.

Her touch brings comfort to the weary, a simple brush of her hand can soothe a fevered head or mend a fractured spirit.

Some even go as far to say her voice carries on the breeze, the sweetness of an angel's hymn, capable of calming a raging heart and silencing any cry of despair.

It's no surprise she has such a reputation however, especially when she is a literal goodness made manifest. Her kindness is not an act performed for her subjects, but a fundamental part of her essence.

It is in her every gesture, every word, a constant, gentle current flowing from a heart that knows no malice.

While Zulazar represents the silent end, Elara is the vibrant beginning. She is the world's gentle, beating heart, a constant, radiant reminder of the light that persists even when darkness looms on the horizon.

These two figures exist as perfect, unshakable opposites, a tale of shadow and light, destined to be sung in separate, epic ballads at opposite ends of the world.

Meaning, the laws of reality itself seem to dictate that their paths are never meant to cross, right?

After all, Zulazar is the chilling silence that follows a final breath, while Elara is the vibrant first cry of new life. He is the encroaching frost, and she is the enduring hearth.

For the two of them to meet would be for winter to embrace summer, for the abyss to stare into the heart of a star.

That is why, in a sensible, ordered world, they would remain legends to one another, myths whispered across a vast and impassable distance and nothing more.

But fate is rarely sensible, and it is never a servant of order.

In fact, it is nothing if it's not a storyteller with a cruel sense of humour, a weaver who grows bored with simple patterns of black and white.

Fate, impatient as it is, finds no drama in endless, separate reigns of darkness and light. Thus fate craves the explosive, beautiful chaos that erupts when such forces are brought together.

It looks upon the Necromancer in his grim solitude and the Princess in her radiant court, and it decides that the world needs a new, more tragic song.

And so, with a pull of unseen threads, it begins its work.

The cosmic balance in this mere moment, trembling destiny itself acts to conspire, to shatter the boundaries between their worlds.

It does this, as the stars in the heavens realign, and whispers of prophecy begin to stir in the dust of ancient tomes and the pages of forgotten texts.

Meaning now their collision is no longer a question of if, but when.

Fate has already written the first verse of their shared tragedy, setting in motion a chain of events that will drag the darkness into the light and test whether even the purest heart can withstand the pull of the abyss.

A simple enough task given their personalities...

For Zulazar, power is a plateau he has long since reached. The fear of mortals is a dull, predictable chore, and the obedience of the dead is an absolute he has already mastered.

In the face of this, he finds himself restless, searching for a new pinnacle to conquer.

In his quest for ultimate power, he delves into forbidden lore that predates humanity, seeking knowledge that would allow him to transcend the very limits of necromancy.

Deep within the catacombs beneath his fortress, surrounded by scrolls bound in human skin and artifacts that are overloaded with malicious energy, he finally finds it. He stumbles upon a prophecy, etched into the petrified heart of a long-dead oracle.

The ancient text speaks not of a weapon or a spell, but of a living relic, a heart so pure that it can cleanse the taint of the darkest of magics.

To many, this would just be nonsense babble written by the hopeful, but Zulazar cannot be so easily fooled.

No...to Zulazar, this is the key.

Necromancy, for all its might, carries a price, a slow corrosion of the soul, a binding to the energies of decay.

To him, “cleanse” does not mean “redeem”.

It means “purify”, a way to strip away the inherent weaknesses of his art, allowing him to wield death itself without consequence or limitation.

Intrigued, he reads on, his eyes tracing the final, crucial lines.

The prophecy foretold speaks of a union with the bearer of this heart, a joining of opposites that could either bring about an era of unparalleled peace or plunge the world into an eternal nightmare.

Zulazar scoffs at the duality, however.

Peace is a fool's dream, a stagnation he despises.

As for the nightmare, he is already a master of such things. Therefore he believes he can control the outcome, bend this pure energy to his will and forge a new reality where his power is absolute.

The prophecy points him west, to the lands of light and to the one who holds this prize, the golden-hearted Princess Elara.

Hence, Zulazar sets his plan in motion, not as a suitor travelling to court a maiden, but as a conqueror venturing forth to claim the ultimate artifact.

After days of travelling as the sun falls below the horizon, its dying light stretching out long, skeletal shadows across the land, the Necromancer approaches the gleaming white walls of the palace.

Upon arriving in the holy land, the very peace is almost an assault on his senses, being dense with the sweet scent of lilies and alive with the sound of laughter...the sounds being so foreign to him that they sting his very soul.

Faced with this, Zulazar waits in the encroaching twilight, like a spectre of decay watching a world vibrant with life, his focus fixed on the princess from afar. He studies her as one might study a rare, impossible specimen, her radiant beauty a stark and painful opposition to the rot and ruin he knows so well.

Elara, whose spirit is attuned to the subtlest shifts in the world, senses his presence. It is not a thought but a feeling, a sudden chill in the otherwise warm evening air, a dissonance in the gentle harmony of her realm.

Responding to this feeling, the Princess walks to the edge of the battlements, her gown shining like liquid starlight as her eyes search the growing darkness for the source of the unease that has settled over her kingdom.

Her gaze sweeps across the landscape and soon finds him.

It is only for a moment, a fleeting connection across the distance, but it is enough.

The moment their eyes meet, her pure starlight against his abyssal void, something within Zulazar shatters.

It is a violent, silent fracture, however.

One in which the ice that has encased his heart for eons, a glacier of malice and solitude built over millennia, does not simply thaw... it cracks and splinters apart.

From the newly formed fissures, a warmth he had long forgotten, a heat he believed himself incapable of feeling, spills forth and begins to melt the frozen core of his being.

Making Zulazar no longer a predator studying its prey.

It's something more complex...he is a man transfixed, watching her, night after night, as she tends to her people with a selflessness that is utterly alien to his very being, it should feel creepy, but for some reason he cannot stop.

In this time, Zulazar sees her kindness is not an act for the court, but a fundamental part of her essence.

It is in her every gesture, every word, and this constant, gentle light begins to stir within him a feeling long forgotten, a powerful and terrifying emotion he finally gives a name to...that disgusting human thing they call love.

It's so brash and crudely powerful that his quest for power is forgotten almost entirely, burned away by a force far greater than any magic he has ever wielded.

Consumed by this new, terrifying emotion, Zulazar abandons his quest for power and embarks on a new one, a literal quest for her, the Princess of the Holy Kingdom.

Zulazar knows he cannot approach her as the dreaded Necromancer of the East, sadly. To do so would be to bring the very fear he now despises into her world of light.

So instead, he performs his most difficult act of magic yet... he buries his own nature. He cloaks his aura of death and decay, reining in the chilling presence that is second nature to him until it is a mere whisper, a faint sorrow in his eyes.

He sheds his grim, armoured robes for the simple, worn garb of a traveller, and under this guise, he walks through the palace gates.

It might seem a little too on the nose, but yes, that's what he's going with. He is Zulazar, the humble traveller, a scholar of forgotten histories, a man who has walked a long and lonely path.

When he is finally granted an audience, he stands before Princess Elara, not as a conqueror, but as a supplicant.

As expected, however, her court is wary.

Her advisors see a man with an unsettling intensity, whose shadow seems just a little too dark.

But Elara sees something else.

She looks past the carefully constructed facade and sees the truth he cannot hide, that of the raw, desperate adoration in his eyes. She sees a soul in torment, not a monster in waiting.

Zulazar: Princess...

Zulazar says, his voice, usually a harbinger of doom, now steady and respectful.

Zulazar: I have travelled far and seen the suffering this world holds. I have also seen the hope you inspire. I possess certain... arts. Abilities that have long been associated with darkness, but which I believe can be turned to serve the light. I offer you my knowledge, my power, and my life. Allow me to help you build the world of peace you envision. Please...

A shocked stream of bickering whispers run through the court at the sheer audacity of this.

To them, it is a mad proposal from a dangerous, ungrateful stranger who has dropped out of nowhere and is seeking to take advantage to the Princess' kindness.

But Elara, perpetually an optimist, almost to her own detriment whose faith in redemption is as profound as the sun's faith in the dawn, sees beyond his tainted soul.

She sees the possibility of a miracle.

She believes that love can conquer even the most profound darkness, that no one is beyond saving.

And thus, with a grace that silences all dissent, she accepts his pledge.

Meaning they can complain all they want, in this moment the alliance is forged, not by contract or by treaty, but by her unwavering belief in the good that hides within the heart of a man who, until now, only knew evil.

And at first glance this appears to be a wise decision.

Together, in short order, they work tirelessly, and a strange and wondrous miracle begins to unfold across the land.

Zulazar's necromantic abilities, long feared as instruments of pure malice, are now filtered through the lens of Elara's boundless compassion, and their very nature is subverted.

Where once he summoned plagues to lay waste to villages, he now walks through infirmaries and homes of the sick.

With a focus born from his intimate knowledge of mortality, Zulazar reaches not for the soul, but for the affliction itself.

He commands the spirit of the disease, the very essence of the blight, to depart from the body of the afflicted.

Fevers break, wounds close, and chronic pains vanish as his once-deathly touch coaxes life back into withered limbs.

The way Zulazar does this is not by wielding holy light magic, rather he commands the darkness to retreat with intent.

Where once his power crumbled castle walls to dust and turned cities to ruin, he now stands before shattered towns and directs their reconstruction.

He raises not the bodies, but the spirits of the original architects and masons, their spectral forms appearing as shining guides for the living workers.

With the wisdom of the dead guiding their hands, bridges are rebuilt stronger than before, and homes rise with an artistry lost to time. Zulazar, born anew in this role uses the past not to haunt the present, but to restore it.

The armies of the dead no longer march to conquer. Instead, silent, spectral sentinels stand watch at the kingdom's borders, visible only to those who approach with ill intent.

His minions act as elegant guardians sculpted from bone and sanctified earth, patrolling the roads, ensuring safe passage for merchants and pilgrims. In the truest sense of the word his power is no longer a sword to threaten the world, but a shield to protect Elara's people.

Even his very presence is transformed. His touch, which once drained the life from a flower, can now be seen coaxing a wilted bud back to full bloom.

His voice, once a harbinger of doom that could command legions, now speaks with a profound gravity that inspires unity.

When he addresses the court or the common folk, his words carry the weight of ages, not as a threat, but as a promise of stability and protection.

Under Elara's gentle influence, the world's greatest evil has become its most potent force for good.

It is through all this that a golden age dawns across the Western lands, an era of peace so profound it feels like a waking dream.

Under the combined might of Elara's light and Zulazar's shadow, the kingdom flourishes beyond anyone's wildest imagination.

The fields, once fallow with neglect or salted by conflict, now look bright with grain so heavy the stalks bow in reverence. Storehouses and granaries overflow, and for the first time in generations, the spectre of hunger is banished from the realm.

Fear becomes a forgotten language.

Children laugh and play in the very streets where their parents once hurried with downcast eyes.

They chase each other through shadows that no longer hold monsters, for the greatest monster of all is now their staunchest protector.

Yes, as absurd as it is to think, the Necromancer's name, previously spoken as a curse, is now uttered with a strange and reverent awe. He is the kingdom's unbreachable wall, the silent guardian whose dark power ensures that no foreign threat dares to cross their borders....they know better than to lay their dirty hands on anything that belongs to his Princess....

Through Elara manifesting Zulazar's evil, they are a perfect, impossible symmetry.

The radiant princess whose smile nourishes the land, and the dark protector whose shadow ensures it remains safe.

Elara presides over her court with boundless grace, her wisdom settling disputes and fostering harmony.

Zulazar stands at her side as a silent, potent force, whose presence is a constant, unspoken promise that this tranquillity will not be broken. The lands flourish under their combined strength, allowing the people to grow content and...complacent in the warm, blissful embrace of peace.

To this end, the years spool out like golden thread, forming a fabric of unbroken prosperity. A generation is born that knows only abundance and safety.

They do not remember the chilling screams of war or the gnawing ache of starvation.

The memory of struggle is a story told by grandfathers, not a lived reality.

And in this fertile ground of comfort, a slow, insidious shadow begins to grow, not from the East, but from within the very hearts of their own countrymen.

Peace becomes an expectation, not a gift. And in a shocking twist, sacrifice becomes a forgotten virtue.

The people, their eyes, once filled with gratitude, now look on with a different light... the cold, hard glint of avarice.

They look at the overflowing harvests and the protected borders, and they no longer see a miracle. They see an entitlement. Their whispers in the taverns and marketplaces are no longer songs of praise, but hushed calculations of power.

Who truly holds it?...

Or more importantly... who deserves more?

Their gaze inevitably falls upon the dark, silent figure at the princess's side.

They look at Zulazar.

And naturally...the awe the Necromancer once inspired curdles into envy.

Why should this outsider, this wielder of forbidden arts, be granted the favour of their beloved princess?

They fear the power she has bestowed upon him, a power they cannot understand or control.

The skeletal guardians he posts at the border, previously seen as symbols of security
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