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C H A P T E R  1

A   F a l l e n 
A r c h a n g e l

A Song

Descended from heaven a soul of sin.

Uncomprehensive of ability within.

A fallen archangel sentenced to walk

A land unknown and alone, he thought.

But people of this planet befriend the beaten

Positivity is not often a possibility.

Embraced with grace the goodness of strangers

Enhanced with haste the couldness of saving

A fallen archangel.

Enlightened with compassion and kindness

A once fallen man would rise again to his kind;

To both himself ’n’ befriended, his lessons were priceless.

But his heaven’s great brightness blinded him on entrance.

It was a crisis this mindless, lifeless and endless,

Dependance on energy.

Eventually enraged with this irrational behavior

Exactly what brought expulsion from the Creator!

With razor sharp wit and a flick of a wrist, wings split down 
the back

Of a now flying free archangel.
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Flying is not falling and what remained 

this time was the spirit of free energy.

When walking our earth he often had to plead

But this time he would change all the problems he’d faced.

Bringing with him the s o l u t i o n…

Spirit within! Spirit within!

Clearance to be cheerful!

Lend me your strength,

Tend to my wounds;

Gather in my palm,

While I d i p into the p o o l…

Nothing can repay youuuuuuu… Prometheusssss

.:370: Laelius the lovely; Song commissioned by The Last Masters 
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C H A P T E R  2

On the day our savior fell from the sky the world noticed. 

This global shared event gave us the perfect time to start 

tracking time. He lived with us for 50 years. He left for 

3. He returned for another 315.  

 When the archangel returned from the heavens in 53 to bless this world 

with his kind’s magic, he shaped the future of mankind. In his realm, people 

had two bodies, one of which we share, our physical binding to the world. The 

other was of pure spiritual energy, a cosmic force that surrounded their body, 

manipulated by their thoughts and movements. Because everyone had an entire 

field of this energy surrounding them, the worry of running out of this energy 

never occurred to any of them. It was fairly simple to repair what you had used, 

simple meditation would replace any lost quota. The archangel did not think of 

the struggles man would face to generate the amount of energy his kind was 

used to. Many of his first students worried it was impossible, struggling for a 

year to conjure up the smallest amount of energy. The archangel believed he 

could share his own energy with the humans but did not wish to corrupt their 

training. In year 56, one particularly bright pupil sparked the fuse he needed, 

overflowing with raw power from weeks of meditating without tapping into his 

resources. Wracked with crippling pain, the archangel quickly tried to teach 

him a method of expelling the energy. To the angel it was just muscle memory, 

paired with the pain of his student, and it was next to impossible to teach him 

anything in this state, choosing to drain the energy from him to ensure his sur-
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vival. However, having accessed his spiritual spring, the student could easily 

generate more and also was able to teach his fellow humans with ease, having 

understood what they needed to go through. 

 It was not long before this one student had become the teacher, traveling 

with him throughout the land to spread their teachings to others. The gods were 

ferociously angry with the archangel, having betrayed his own kind. Conjur-

ing up great creatures of magic, the gods sent them after the archangel. Their en-

ergy was raw, allowing them tireless hunting but they could be killed like any 

mortal beast. But death was different for them, evaporating into a sparkling 

dust, only to reform after some time. Wherever he traveled he risked the people 

who lived there being wrapped up in his struggles. Occasionally the few friends 

the archangel had from before would step in to save people but they ran a great 

risk and he himself shooed them, fearing the troubles they put themselves in the 

way of. If they weren’t caught by the archangel they would share a spell or nur-

ture the victim quickly before disappearing again, leaving them to the will of 

the beasts. 

 However, most people knew the archangel meant nothing but the best and 

again supported him in his struggle. In return he taught them his magic, eas-

ing them of many burdens small and large. Man could augment their limbs, 

refueling them with strength or granting them more than they normally had. 

They could focus their energy over wounds to help heal them, or focus the same 

energy as a weapon. Skilled users found a way to store this natural life-force 

into objects, allowing them a greater pool of resource in times of desperation. 

Risk takers pushed the boundaries of nature, some with nefarious purposes. A 

few developed the ability to force life into an object at a great drain to themselves. 

This was considered the first “dark” magic, morally wrong and punishable by 

death, the golems being spared and given the freedom any normal man would 

have. The possibilities were up to the imagination of the user, with everyone de-

signing their own spells to fit their lifestyle. Some shared their knowledge with 

others, and some sought only to gather this knowledge, making them diverse 

masters of magic. 
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 As more men gathered this knowledge, more of the ferocious beasts that 

hunted the archangel appeared, attacking any with the spiritual power of the 

Mystics, as they were being called. Temples were erected by masters, seeking to 

spread their wisdom to as many as possible before they left this world. Each mas-

ter was different, focusing their power in a different way creating a multitude 

of martial arts. Some focused on the projection and rapid regeneration of their 

energy keeping their enemy at bay; others slowly and steadily infused them-

selves, allowing them the daring feat of going toe-to-toe in physical combat with 

the beasts. These beasts were no longer the only threat, as man became a treacher-

ous foe himself. Masters became revered but growing threats made long distance 

travel treacherous. They had gathered a lifetime of knowledge and it was not pos-

sible to teach all techniques to all their students. If a master was lucky they 

would have one or two students achieve master status themselves to succeed 

them. Becoming a master was a revered status, only allowing one to claim the 

title of “Master” after passing a grueling test held by the archangel himself and 

his Magister, a man chosen by the archangel himself to succeed his first pupil. 

The two still risked traveling, believing the archangel’s near limitless pool of en-

ergy would keep them safe. 

 However, one day the archangel awoke in another pool; one of sweat. His 

breathing was heavy, his muscles weak. He remember this dreadful feeling all 

too well: his power was gone, stolen from him again, although this time it was a 

mystery. He sat to meditate like he had taught so many but hours of concentra-

tion proved fruitless. I remember feeling useless. I had only just become his Ma-

gister a year ago. Although it may seem like a long time the archangel himself 

was many hundreds of years old, having lived the past 300 with humans. He 

had gone through many Magisters since creating the position, yet he assured 

me I had not failed him. He asked me to write his accomplishments and contri-

butions to mankind, not as braggadocio, but so we had someone to blame for the 

destruction of the world. It was now my turn to assure him he had not brought 

about our destruction, not knowing what he meant. His hands shook as he told 

me his tale, being as factual and historical as he could. His skin and hair shriv-

eled over the day, and I could see his great age was catching up to him without 
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his magic. He claimed the absence of his powers was a mystery but behind those 

glassy gray eyes I could tell he was afraid, terrified of something. 

 When I had finished writing, the day was all but over and I implored him 

we stay again before setting out. His increasing mortality did nothing to 

dampen his spirit, but why he was so eager to return to his people after so many 

years of betrayal confused me. Whenever his “friends” came to visit he forced 

them away, straining what little bond they had left. I wonder if he had main-

tained some connection to his former people, friends or family, but I knew noth-

ing of the structure of his world, he dared not speak of it. It took us months to 

reach the Shrine of the Enlightened, a temple raised by people long before magic, 

built upon the area the archangel left scarred when he returned to his people. We 

had hired aspiring masters to protect him, but as we crossed the land, it was 

only man we feared, the beasts of horror having all but disappeared into the 

depths of wherever they came from. A few still plagued the land, some even 

tamed by barbaric roamers. While I was nothing but pleased at the thought of 

never fighting a terrible beast again, this only seemed to increase the archan-

gel’s worrisome nature. The creatures began as assassins of the gods, seeking to 

punish the archangel. Over time they sought out more and more humans, any 

who posed a great magical threat. As the nature of their mission evolved, so too 

did they, adapting to our world quickly; they learned our own nature, and 

seemed to develop personalities based on their history. The beasts no longer were 

the danger everyone feared, but fear was all the archangel did. 

 When we finally reached the Shrine of the Enlightened, the archangel was 

at his end. He needed a stick to support his walk, he needed time to put together 

the words in his mouth. It was torture to watch him suffer so when all he had 

done with his life was help others, but was now beyond help himself. Three pillars 

held a roof with an oculus pointing to the heavenly world that lived separate 

from ours. Under the roof was the intricately scarred ground, a patten un-

known to us but familiar to the archangel as it brought a smile to his face. He 

turned to us and proclaimed us the Last Masters, shepherds of his teachings. He 

thanked us each personally for struggling along with him, allowing him to ful-
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fill what he called “his last duty”. He apologized for leaving us in a time of 

great change but promised to return with an answer for us. 

 The six of us, the Last Masters had been storing energy for days at the arch-

angel’s request, yet not knowing what it was for. We adorned him with our im-

bued relics. A helmet, a fbelt, two gauntlets, and two boots. As he approached the 

Shrine, the wind whipped he began to glow, emanating from his new gear. A fel-

low Master yelled over the roar of the wind, thanking the archangel for his gift 

to mankind. For 300 years he had lived by the name Archangel, but it was only 

now he turned around. The whipping wind was nothing to him and in my 

mind as much as my ears we heard, “Remember me as Prometheus.” With an-

other step, light surrounded his body in a cocoon and with another, it shattered 

and ethereal wings unfolded from his back. He drifted up while taking one last 

look down, to remember us, or to remember where he had found purpose I do not 

know. But he never returned. And then world changed.

.:368: Gabriel, the Last Magister of the Archangel Prometheus
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C H A P T E R  3

Understanding the 
Manimal

When the archangel blessed the world with his kind’s powers, it was not only the 

humans who were affected. Every living being generates the magical life-force 

that allows for wonders of defying the nature of reality. Before we had been 

taught the ways, we were ignorant to this power. Now that humanity has 

wielded it, we can shape it to our needs. Despite the little we know about the 

archangel’s world, he assured us there was nothing like the manimal where he 

was from. 

	 A blending of spirit and will, a manimal will spring from their mothers 

head. Depending on the amount of spirit given, they will emerge a few 

years of age, despite not having existed before. This is one of the curious 

wonders of the manimal, allowing a human parent to gain a child without the 

grueling first years of raising one, nearly assuring their survival past child-

hood. Because of their naturally strong will and a few years head-start, 

many people treat manimals with a higher regard like some pseudo-royalty. 

Despite this, they are treated with heavy prejudice not unlike the golem. 

Both of their births are magically influenced and considered unnatural, yet 

the manimal is not frowned upon the same. Feared and revered, manimal life 

is difficult living on the edge. It is theorized that their animal half influences 
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the sense but it is the tight line they walk that makes them much more 

aware, both of this world and it’s inhabitants.

	 The first manimals to appear where kept in secret for some time, their 

human parents fearing that others would think they were the creatures 

that hunt magic users. Word spread through travel and rumors over the 

years, and people became more comfortable with the idea, especially know-

ing they were not the otherworldly assassins. In 124 a young goat-man 

named Satyr sought out a temple to harness his energy. He had been bur-

dened since puberty with a massive spirit, having no problem with generat-

ing more but needing to use it up before it used him up. Having come from 

a well off family, he had learned to read at a younger age and read the few 

books about magic. He became interested in the concept of the pool, a 

vast, non-existent organ that generated the spirit, when his burden began. 

On his way to the temple, he would take a detour to meet with every mani-

mal he had heard rumors of. A few were slow hunters, attempting to score 

an easy kill but as he escaped there must have been a reason they were 

poor hunters. Some were feral, raised like the animal they partly were. 

These took a toll on Satyr’s conscious, fearing they were not wanted in this 

world. 

	 But others he met with pride. Satyr was curious the burden of his 

brethren. He brought this knowledge of great use to the temple with him. 

He was a bright lad and a quick learner, taking interest in many branches of 

expertise. He seemed to be able to generate more energy than some of his 

fellow students, only accelerating his excitement.  With his full pool, Satyr 
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attempted magic thought too dangerous for a normal man, requiring a sig-

nificant drain of energy, both magical and physical. Exhausted, but not 

feint, he stood on human feet, his hooves gone. His face was no longer 

stretched from his head; his ears remained similar, and he had kept his chin 

hair and horns, but his face was human-like. Satyr had sparked the inter-

ested in illusionary magic, concealing the truth and using magic to make it 

what you want. A tiring work, even for some smaller spells, but Satyr be-

lieved it was a level of ability any willing manimal could achieve. The master 

of the temple begged Satyr to stay and train more, but he had found his 

purpose and achieved a goal he had not even imagined when he had left 

home. But it was time to leave his new home because he knew what he had 

to do. 

	 Born again a new man, Satyr left the temple and returned to all he had 

met with years before. This once stubborn and brash goat had turned to a 

patient and accepting man. At first he was only gawked at, his half-human 

face even more shocking than what had previously been thought disturb-

ing. However he was quickly accepted, the humanity of his appearance 

calming people, helping establish a relation between the two kinds of peo-

ple. Declining his own temple, Satyr traveled to and with his kind, spread-

ing his teachings to anyone he could. 

	 His last years had been hard-spent, his spell all but ingrained with mani-

mal lifestyle. Exhausted of hiding he stopped disguising himself, creating a 

ripple of primal pride. This sparked again some hatred to their disturbing 

appearance. In 199 he ceased traveling to teach, disappearing along the 
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western coast, leaving seeds in his wake. Now known as the Eternal Forest, 

he created a haven for the strange. Although it was not possible to de-

stroy prejudice, Satyr’s contribution to his kind built stepping stones to-

ward acceptance that would influence generations to come. 	

.:217: Cade ;re-bound in 394 with updates: Odelia, proud fellow fe-

manimal.
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A Humble Home:
A Preface

The following text is a history of the most famous family in Omegos his-

tory. Collected from various sources, it is a window to the past paving a 

path to the door to the future. I did my best to explain why I did what I did. 

I learned too late of my mistakes. If you are reading this, you will know my 

dreadful secret. 

The books are as follows:

Damascus - Letter to his son Daxmond

Daxmond - Personal notes 

Dedalus - Open Letter to the Public

Dimitris - Collection of Achievements

Domanic - Important passages from my personal journal

xii



C H A P T E R  4

Book of Damascus
born 350

I was never one for words. Too much work to be 

done to waste time learning something I’ll never use. But my 

son thinks it’s important I record something before tomor-

row, so he writes for me. Our valley lays before our house 

on the hill, overlooking the rising sea level. Two factions sit 

in the waves, waiting for the daylight. Dozens of ship each 

eagerly await the chance to claim OUR land for their own. 

They do not know the blood, sweat, and tears my family 

has fertilized this place with, marking it as ours. Most neigh-

bors have done just the same, surviving as best they can so 

they can continue their line. We are peaceful people but to-

morrow, peace will be over. Peaceful does not mean we 

agree to be pushed around. We may not have warships and 

men of many skills. We may not have boys to attach our 
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shining armor and another man to hammer out the 

dents and keep it shining. There may not even be a we. 

Before the sun rises, I will be on that shore, no matter 

the outcome I believe I cannot change. In my heart I 

know that I cannot sit idly by, son. I think you know, as 

you have recently become a father. Even if I change 

nothing about tomorrow, I have to think farther than my-

self.

.: 395: Daxmond, son.about a child, but it was not like 

this before. My father talked about bundling up for 

long periods where the rain would turn white, blanket-
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Book of Daxmond
born 373

The sun had not started falling the other way before the win-

ning faction came to me. Even my father’s sword he grew him-

self was returned to me. They prayed I never draw it against 

them, in hopes that I would join their rank, if only as an offi-

cial. They had won, and claimed property of our land as their 

own. But it wasn’t without an extreme dedication for my fa-

ther. My family was promised no harm as long as we co-

operated. They claimed that they had sent several of their 

men to pray for his soul as soon as he had been slain. Over a 

hundred men lay dead at our shores, and they claimed at 

least half of them had been by my father’s hand. He begged 

we avert our eyes so we payed him respect, but knowing the 

terrible power my father had harnessed I wish I had broken 

my promise. A farmer may be strong but a warrior he is not. 

With the odds stacked high against him, I cannot imagine how 

he managed such a feat of strength.

.:395: Daxmond, the next day.
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	 Years have passed. So much has changed now. It seems 

like a lifetime ago I filled that parchment with my father’s 

last words to me, as well as my grieving words. I do not 

know what has compelled me to add to it now. Perhaps it is 

my misery, perhaps it is nerves. I don’t sleep most nights 

anymore and this may be what I need to ease my mind. That 

very first day we set about establishing a safe haven for the 

survivors but it still took years. The leader of those first 

men, Brom the Strong they called him, has never left my 

side and I am eternally grateful for that. How he was able to 

raise an army so strong will always surprise me; they have 

held rank through countless sieges, triumphed when I 

thought the odds impossible. Brom always thanked me for 

my wisdom, claiming my knowledge of the land was what 

constantly gave him the upper hand. I wish I had an undying 

thanks for him as well, but once he has calmed the storm of 

battle he will raise a hand of peace. I suppose there is 

strength in numbers but I did not ask to become their king. 
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	 I would have refused it myself if they did not think it was 
my rightful position. They claimed my own land, stole from 
me my birth-right but still asked me to rule it. Taming peo-
ple is far different from taming the unruly weeds of the 
land; but like weeds there are always usurpers. The high hill 
my humble home rests upon is viewable from far into the 
brackish sea, seemingly inviting marauders to a dry, safe 
place. It was not long before walls began to be built but 
now I feel trapped in them. This city is the forefront of the 
world now, sprawling with markets of butchers and garden-
ers, blacksmiths and sellswords. Even a temple was built in 
my walls, run by a man claiming to be the “Last Magister”. A 
community was built at my feet of people who wanted to 
nothing more than to be blessed by my word and grace to 
live in the great city. My word is everything to nobodies but 
is nothing to myself. I do not have the strength of a warrior, 
the wits of a mage, or the cunning of a thief. I began with no 
gold of my own, only the land of my people but now I have 
more than I could spend in 10 lifetimes.
	 My whole life before I had thought I would tire endlessly to 
keep my family fed well, it’s what I was raised to do. This tiring 
is so different from what I prepared for. My hair turned white 
many years ago, but I could not say how many years. I don’t 

know what happened to the world when I was 	



ing the land with unworkable cold. While it still happens 

from time to time it never seems to accumulate. I suppose I 

must not complain as I was never a fan of cold and I do not 

think we could fed everyone if lands weren’t always being 

tended. I don’t know how we feed people as it is. I don’t 

know how I keep these people happy. When I walk through 

the streets I am praised by everyone I am jealous of. I miss 

tending to my garden. I miss raising my livestock and thank-

ing them for their sacrifice of being my dinner. Everything is 

done for me now, but in return I must tell everyone how to 

do it. Every day is nothing but taunting at my lifestyle. I am 

celebrated as the greatest man of men, but what man 

wishes for his own end to come swiftly?

.:414: My Own Dying Thoughts of Daxmond

18



C H A P T E R  5

Book of Dedalus
born 393

“It is a sad day for our twin cities Alphos and Zabed. My humble home 

grows a little more quiet…

and with it grows a new era of our time. For years I watched my father carry 

the burden of these cities. We are grateful for the gifts that we have been 

brought in this world. But my father was not prepared with the complicated 

stringsto be pulled behind the curtains. I think he would be grateful for 

what I believeto be a solution to many problems that time and peace has 

brought here. In the past years my father and I have planned to expand 

our two cities. People camp outside the walls and we wish to take them in 

but we have a capacity. Instead of breaking down things already built, we 

will be building another city!” 

Dedalus paused for the roar of the crowd. Any sadness they had of 

their previous king seemed to have melted away. They loved him already, 

he had them in the palm of his hand. Yet his nerves still worried him; a drop 

of sweat ran down the back of his neck. He stopped his voice from boom-

ing as he cleared his throat and reached for his clean water. By now the 
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crowd had grown quiet again. He turned back to face them, preparing his 

voice again:

“The Great Plains extend far to the south with many farmers and a few 

small villages. We have made an arrangement with them. For protection and 

peace, they will provide their surplus for our cities! Quiet please, there is 

much more and I would like to start the work today if possible! We have men 

already on the way, forming a path for 

easier travel to and from. They will head as far south as possible, start-

ing the construction of outside walls. People will head on their way and 

once there is an idea of how many people it will be, we will finish the walls. 

But that is not all! I’m sure I would make a great king, but I believe it to be 

more humble to give my power to the people! A council of citizens to over-

see the good of their home city, there will be one for each. There will also 

be an additional council for manimals, representing themselves as a spe-

cies. I hope we can all find peace together through co-operation, and turn 

this sad moment today into a new tomorrow!”

	 His speech was engraved in the memory of his citizens, a tribute to 

changing times. But Dedalus’s plan didn’t unfold like he wished and 

needed to build a fourth city, this time on the other side of the Maw, the di-

vide south of the twin cities. It drained many resources, taking years to com-

plete them both and Dedalus struggled in life for some time. In this time, 

women were still regarded as the secondary gender and the only children 

Dedalus had were daughters. His eldest, Eliza, was allowed to sit on the Al-
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phos council, the only human woman. All four cites had a hundred people 

to represent them. The two Southern cities did not have any council mem-

bers until after some time, when people had already visited and established 

themselves as citizens. Yet still, none of them sent any women, only mani-

mals had a few. Although Eliza stepped down in 450, her youngest sister 

Maggerus took her place in a council that had accepted many more 

women. 

	 In another ten years, their mother had died and although depression 

sunk in for the daughters. Despite the changes that had come to the cities, 

their father still wanted a son badly, to carry on his families naming tradi-

tion. Despite his age, and the disintegration of the king title, Dedalus was 

remained a popular man and had no trouble finding a new mate. Unfortu-

nately he accidentally had two sons with two women around the same time. 

Dedalus had always tried to find the best solution for everyone all his life 

but now he was forced to make a choice; only one child he could raise as 

his own, the other he must give up to another family. Unfortunately it was 

this that would go on to get Dedalus in trouble.

	 Setting up a democratic council was a noble thing that greatly ad-

vanced the socialization of the cities and reformed the culture. A total of 

500 people represented all the citizens, with 100 for each city. With the cit-

ies providing the majority of the protection for people, magic has taken it’s 

toll, it’s use dying out for around half the population. Because of this esti-

mated number, the hundred for each city was in half, with the two groups 

representing the non-magic and magic users. In it’s dying age, some cities 
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could not find 50 citizens that both were prevalent magic users and willing 

to sit on the council. As a balance, the manimals were another hundred 

members of the global council. However, behind the curtain there was an 

organization that secretly plotted the control of the council, influencing 

them to get what they wanted. Their intentions meant well but Dedalus had 

informed the public that he had dissolved the kingship, when this organiza-

tion the Hidden Fist still had a leader. Made up of five greatly influential 

members, one from each city and a manimal, it was like a higher council but 

kept secret from the public. 

	 It was all these pieces of intentionally good but nefarious means that 

eventually crumbled around Dedalus. By dissolving kingship he promised 

people their own power, but went behind their back and attempted to still 

hold himself over others. His family, mostly his daughters Eliza and Magge-

rus had put so much effort into more equality for women but again, the Hid-

den Fist had betrayed this effort by keeping only men. But what really did 

him in was his pride and desire for a son, treating him with more care than 

any of his daughters. Born in 463, Dedalus dedicated the next nine years 

raising Dimitris. He slacked on his council duties, rarely taking the time to 

meet with citizens but was pardoned for his age and history. In this time 

Eliza slowly unraveled the carefully placed pieces of Dedalus’s plan, finally 

discovering the existence of a step-brother in 472. Dedalus had handed 

over his other son to a trusted member of the Hidden Fist, his right-hand 

man Jacinto from Zabed, keeping both of them close in case something 

should happen. 
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	 Eliza held a public forum, gaining permission from her father to his the 

same balcony he had given his speech from. Had he known the conse-

quences, he may have declined but it is believed he knew what was coming. 

His eldest daughter heard the roar of a crowd when she opened doors to 

the perch, turned for one last look at her father and saw him slowly slinking 

away. Bastards were not frowned upon the same as in the River Kingdoms 

where they were believed to taint the family history. In a moment of realiza-

tion Eliza was torn; her father Dedalus had spent his life trying to out-do 

his father. Daxmond had only wanted to care for his land and family and 

got more than he bargained for. Her father had told her the wonders of his 

childhood, going from knowing only his family to being surrounded by oth-

ers, thousands of new things to learn and experiences to be had. He had 

taken after his father, caring for family and land; Eliza thought she had too 

but as she now stood in front of her crowd she aimed to destroy them 

both. Unable to turn back now she informed the people of their decep-

tion, of the Hidden Fist pulling the strings. Attending council members 

rushed to the front in an outrage. Eliza was quickly pulled from the tower 

and jailed at her father’s orders. He came to visit her that night, freeing her 

himself, apologizing for the display of power he had to pull over his own 

daughter. In tears, he told her she was right and that he had only done 

what he had as a failsafe. His hands shook as he spoke to her, pleading 

she take his spot of the council, doing what she will with the Fist. The other 

four members stepped into the room, Eliza meeting her greatly younger 

brother for the first time. Together they devised a plan of action to settle 

the irate council and citizens. Unfortunately Dedalus died that night, on 
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the brink of 473, perhaps knowing his best days were behind him. The year 

began with the end of the fist and a great influx of citizens willing to be 

council members, continuing the Golden Age of revolutionary civilization. 

	 Although he died as a deceiver, even his errors shone with his bril-

liance. A humble leader who viewed himself as just another man, burdened 

by the honor forced onto him. Secret agenda or not, his actions brought 

about a better world that we live in now. He never meant to deceive his peo-

ple, only to protect them in his own way, sacrificing himself to the greater 

good. Dedalus was not one for legacy but his remembrance should not be 

one of negativity. I do not resent his choices and he was my own Father, 

choosing another over me. If I can forgive him, I hope you can too. 

.:474: Jakko deZab, Illegitimate son of Dedalus the Enlightened
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C H A P T E R  6

Book of Dimitris
born 463

Dimitris took after his father, a people person from a young age. With the 

death of Dedalus, he was heeded with warning, citizens cautious of his 

overly friendly nature. At the age of 11 he had a seat on the Alphos city 

council. He was concerned with the well being of the people in all the cities. 

From so young he was immediately dedicating his life to his land, perhaps 

born from some latent tending for land his grandfather longed for. On 

both sides of the Maw there now stood two cities, for four total. The now 

two cities Alphos and Zabed at the top;  Rune to the west, Oasis to the 

east. From every direction the spiritual residue was a blood trail for what 

we did not know was that the nightmare creatures our great elders tried to 

scare us with seemed to be returning.

	 The next years crop season was tough for the small villages in be-

tween. The next year was even worse and it was declared at a global coun-

cil meeting of all four cities plus the manimals that something must be done. 

The creatures seemed to come down the land into the open plains where 

the cities lay. Alphos and Rune’s fields between were plauged with beasts 

from the forest, ranging from manageable to a violent affair in size. Zabed’s 

waters were poached with leviathans, great sea creatures who’s size was uni-
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maginable, taking down whole ships with ease. Oasis faced their own is-

sues; fishing was the primary method of feeding but became dangerous. 

The little fields there were to work were overrun with locusts and insects, liz-

ard and bird like creatures crawling as far from the desert as they could. 

Overpopulation had 

ruined odds of moving back to another of the great cities. Instead peo-

ple fled to the River Kingdoms, a feudal strip of land run by nobility, and 

the power of a name. A dangerous journey whether through desert or by 

sea, but enough people boosted the economy of this rival. In early 478 a 

ship bearing the symbol of a high house from the River Kingdoms sailed 

into the twin city port. A man named Cypress Pinale was accompanied by 

men only from various houses both noble and low. He came bearing gifts 

and offered a branch of peace between the two regions. Sitting in on a 

small council meeting of the twin cities, the problem of Oasis and unsafe 

land rang true in Cypress’s ears. He spoke as a delegate for the River King-

doms, offering a solution. His idea was ludicrous, council members from 

every corner of society enraged at this seeming mockery. When tempers 

had settled, only a few had not raised their voice. Many had noticed the 

boy Dimitris seemingly deep in thought. He had spent his few years so far 

educating himself, revered by some as a genius, his words held to a higher 

standard. When it was told he liked the idea, mouths hung open. But when 

he spoke farther, they turned to smiles; some crooked at the idea of a 

profit, others genuine for their protection. Stone walls kept them safe in 

their city. Why couldn’t they work for all their land?
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C H A P T E R  7

Book of Domanic
born 495

.:502: Today is one month since I began school at the temple! My father 

said he thought magic was a waste of time until it was his solution to every-

thing. I didn’t understand before but I do now! I’m still not used to anyone 

else using the term magic, but I don’t care anymore. The master at the tem-

ple told me he’s so proud I came to his, the first of Alphos, descended from 

the Last Magister. He claims to know the most and told me in private I am 

the most talented student ever! You usually move up yearly in temple 

school but after today Master Rados said he is making a special excep-

tion! He didn’t say I could be the next master but I bet I could.

	 .:503: Master Rados finally used the word. He finally told me I have the 

potential. I have spent the year learning from many branches but just to-

day I have completed one. I now officially have mastery level knowledge of 

the closed fist technique. It was not my first choice, but came to me rather 

easily. When I got frustrated with others it was the one I could always turn 

to. Similarly I find tapping into energy to increase my strength or senses 

easy, it feels like springing a tap. The only spells I really struggle with are 
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healing and summoning, which greatly disappoints me. I don’t want to be 

bad at any, especially one that could be so helpful in a bad time.

	 .:504: Good training comes from good struggles. That’s what Master 

Rados told me and I believe him. I don’t want to risk death but any negative 

energy can be a positive influence. The year has just started and soon we 

will be traveling to the Salt Spike. My father spent lots of time in this area 

and I am excited to see what it is like for myself! I do hope that I am not al-

ways training. My knowledge has expanded, I have replaced lots of time at 

the temple in a standard learning center. I tried to acquaintance myself with 

kids my age but like in temple, I’m far ahead of them. Few teachers have 

much left, I am mostly referred to books. It shows progress that we have es-

tablished a system but at only nine I have almost finished it. There is not 

much need for long schooling, most settle for learning their letters, both 

ways. I just wish I could have a challenge.

	 .:505: Lately I have been using my free time to escape in the desert. 

Master Rados is one of my few friends, none of whom are close to my age, 

the closest being 6 years elder. I spend lots of time and energy alone out 

here, practicing whatever it is that I feel that day. I have learned to navigate 

the desert a bit, or I developed a routine. I always return to this rock, 

scarred with something similar to the floor in Master Rados’s temple. He 

says we will return soon, when I have mastered my healing. Otherwise I am 

done with his trainings, but it is in Alphos I will finish. 
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	 Joaquin, the 6 years elder boy has come along with me today. I sit on 

my rock while he builds his spirit in preparation. The sand whips more vio-

lently today but I was prepared for some pain today. We are to spare; de-

spite our age difference I have been able to hold my own so far, despite his 

use of a style unknown to me before. Typically he uses a long weapon, al-

though without any weapons training myself he only uses a staff today. No 

Master could replace Rados but I have decided to begin training in another 

weapon class other than archery when I return to Alphos. My magic is very 

proficient and there have been few that could contest with it. In the past 

few years I have dedicated my life to it, but I believe weening away could do 

me good. There are many different weapons people use and I have learned 

to love a good fight. Soon too I will learn to hu
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.:507: Hunting practice came early that day. It feels so good to finally be 

putting words to parchment again. I have been in critical care for almost a 

year and a half, slowing making my way back to Alphos over the first half-

year. They have not let my use my journal, on top of my maiming of my 

hand and this is difficult to work with. Reading only needs me to turn the 

pages and I have continued sketching but they do not require a steady 

hand or intricacy. All I have wanted is to secure my thoughts of the event in 

my own records; not until now have they said I should risk the delicately 

fixed inner workings of my hand.  Not a day goes by I don’t think of that 

day, that creature, that aura. But even then I am afraid details have faded. 

I will recall my best.

	 This creature did not seem of this world. People have told me it was a 

spirit assassin, leftover from the god’s wrath with Prometheus. I have felt 

the lizards, insects, and birds they twisted to their bidding; their energy is 

more raw, like a blazing fire. It takes years of communication to tend the 

flames, to finally breach the point of companionship. Others have thought 

it was a rogue golem, built by some fool lost in the desert looking for a last 

hope. But there is an ancient one who guards the island councillors meet 

on; I have met him before, his spirit was like that of a man. He could not 

have been a manimal, half man maybe, but like no natural beast. It sprinted 

at us on all four limbs, towering over us on two. Something like a bear, but 

it did not have fur. It seemed plant-like, it’s skin was rough and tough, far 

from the softness of human skin, almost like a tree bark. It’s fur swayed 

very little, all swept back, but prickly like the cactuses of the desert. It’s 

aura… unlike anything. Spiritual branches have slight textural differences, 
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magical creatures even more different. But this was natural; even compared 

to my own, it felt right, like it’s energy was coming straight from the ground 

itself. It didn't seem to need to gather it’s energy, despite using tons in the 

fight. I have asked for many books on the subject but none seem to be 

right. Tomorrow I will finally leave the healing chambers and search for the 

book myself; there has to be some out there that will answer my questions. 

	 .:509: Some time last year I found a book called A Brief History and 

Explanation of Magic, written by the archangel’s last Magister, who Rados 

apparently descended from. It briefly mentions the archangel’s world and 

states that in his world, they were surrounded by an energy field and could 

generate more instantly. I have borrowed this book several times from the 

library in Alphos but today there was a note inside, specifically for me. I 

have been vocal about my claim of injury and apparently someone has lis-

tened. They have asked for me to sail to the first island in the Maw in a 

week’s time. How they will know when I read this I do not know, but my ex-

citement is uncontainable. 

	 The city was on high alert, I should have known something was amiss. 

Regardless, I told my father I was meeting a friend for late night sparing. I 

borrowed our small canoe and rowed to the island. As I neared, I saw two 

men standing on the edge to greet me. Finally I had my questions answered 

but at a great price. When it was all too late, I reached out with my senses 

and found their auras to be similar to what had attacked me. Before I could 
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react, my boat was capsized and a tendril of water lifted me to shore. The 

one who moved water picked me up, I was rocked and too weak to fight 

back. The other seemed to gather a large amount of energy quickly and 

dispelled it, rupturing the ground where we stood. They took me under-

ground, the curly haired man crushing boulders with no problem, carving a 

path for the long haired one to carry me farther. Eventually they threw me 

to the ground and roughed me into unconsciousness. When I had awoken 

there was a steel gauntlet and a note the “Semortals” had left. It was a gift 

for me, on top of their other “gift”. 

	 They claimed my father’s plans for me were holding me back. He had re-

joined the council since my attack and sought to establish a more worldly 

order. After my time on the Walls he had arranged for me to absorb his po-

sition, becoming an icon of the burden of survival outside our area. He 

wanted us to herald the world; the Semortals did not like that. From what 

they had learned of the first encounter, they had to remove me from the 

picture before murdering my father. Two of them distracted me at the is-

land while one other snuck into my cabin. Although descriptions are differ-

ent, I know it was the plant beast that attacked me. But they respected the 

fight I had put up and offered me to join their ranks, claiming they held the 

power of the gods. There was one that they had the choice of empowering 

and chose me. They have underestimated my young naivety. I will use their 

own power to punish them. Hunting practice begins again. 
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	 .:512: I was spoiled being raised, I only realize that now. I hate my seat 

on the council but it is necessary for my plans. It has been tough without 

my father but I am coping. I did not realize how much he did for me that I 

never noticed. I cannot allow his death to go unavenged. Various witnesses 

testified about the plant man, this time looking more like a tree than cacti. 

Not many people have apologized for not believing me but most outside 

the council probably don’t realize it. It took time, words from few do not 

make truths. The note helped some, but I lied about the gauntlet, claiming I 

tossed it into the ocean. Only four times I have tried it on, and I can feel an 

ancient spirit brewing from it, but I do not trust it. If I become what has 

haunted me, that makes me no better, I will remain the man I am.

	 Yet finally I have established an order to hunt down and capture the Se-

mortals. Originally I wanted to kill them, personally if possible. But after 

the attack, we caught one fleeing. I do not know how many there were total 

but I’m sure we can make one talk eventually. They seem to be a stubborn 

lot; the fire-fighter we caught fought his way through Zabed, never giving 

up hope of freedom despite being chased by a small army. Their magic is 

flashy and scares those unprepared but if they really do have the god’s 

power, they did not inherit the immortality, perhaps explaining their name. 

As unbelievable as it seems, I do think I believe them; I was on the front line 

chasing the fire-fighter and when he died, a reddish wind seemed to radiate 

from his corpse. I cannot say I know, but it looked like energy, and he was 

hosting the fire god if any. The red wind drifted away, only to infect an-

other person with it’s unnatural energy, restarting the capturing process. 
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	 Killing them only solves the problem temporarily. Their magic may make 

trouble of holding them in one place but we have established a colony on 

an island in the Sea Circle. The land all around it sank beneath the deeps 

years ago when the water level rose. All that remains is a dormant volcano 

and a slight amount of land around it. If they must remain alive their pen-

ance will be punishment, which will be my pleasure.

	 When I reach 20 I will not be required to fulfill the draft, but I will in-

stead lead a team of individuals I see fit to help me hunt the Semortals.  

	 .:522: I was such a strong lad once. From a young age I worked, I bled 

to improve. I found a purpose and let it consume me. It blinded me with 

rage, drowned me with irrationality. After my father died, his half-brother 

and son, my half-brother visited me, giving me a family again. A brother was 

just what I needed, a friend who would stick by my side no matter what. His 

father had been an illegitimate son, taking the name of his birth city but he 

was able to create his own. Forgoing the need for two names, he made one 

of his own mind, Astrado. I was quick to ask him to join my team and I do 

not regret it. But the looks he gives me now are different, many of my men 

fear me like they do the men we hunted. As fewer remained outside our 

prison, they only seemed to get stronger. In the past years I started wear-

ing the gauntlet more. It has been a long while since I took it off now. I know 

this is why I am feared but I need it. I need…him. 
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	 The Semortals were very serious. When the archangel returned to his 

people he found them slaughtered. They had lived in an ethereal plane to 

hide the existence of our magic from other beings from other stars. When 

he had brought it to the mortal world, it left a trail to be followed. As it be-

come more prevalent, the trail got worse, until eventually a bloodthirsty 

race came and wiped them out. Unable to move between our worlds, they 

returned to theirs, leaving a handful behind to finish Prometheus, the last 

of his kind. But before he had been finished off, the Vulcan, god of metal 

and forge forced his whole soul into his right gauntlet. Seeming to die, the 

enemy moved on, and for many decades, the gods remained dormant. But 

like their magical creatures, godly essence was a permanent fixture of this 

world, and they returned. The haven no longer secret and destroyed, they 

found their bodies too were gone. But Vulcan had been able to use his 

magic through others wearing what remained of him. Rallying his mates, 

they returned, using mortals as hosts for their power until they can find a 

way to re-establish their world. 

	 Cypress Pinale became the host of the plant god. Why he murdered 

my parents he would never say. It is only him I do not regret imprisoning. All 

the others I feel a heavy guilt weighing on my shoulders. I dedicated my life 

to bringing justice to this “evil” that threatened man with it’s special energy. 

But how evil can our creators be? Vulcan tells me they are not the original 

creators but they are descendants. Regardless, I have defied gods. I have 

changed the history of man just for my petty revenge. I have created a 

false sense of terror that surrounds what should be our benevolent protec-
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tors. War triumphed over peace and I fear I cannot undo my actions. Too 

many words have been said and blood shed over the last ten years. 

	 Tomorrow we shall arrive at the prison carved under a volcano. It has 

thrived into a small city of the morally ambiguous. It is here I will say good-

bye to Astrado, and give him a collection of texts I have compiled and the 

gauntlet containing Vulcan. I see much of myself in him and I hope he, you, 

understand this. I do not know the future, just the horrible past, and the 

present I ruined that may have fixed it. Tell them I died ensuring the safety 

of our lands if you wish. You may try to visit me, but I cannot tell how long I 

will survive here. I aim to disappear in the heart of our created enemies, to 

try and create allies instead. Many unjust things have been done for belief 

they are so. I have a chance to fix one thing, I must take it, even though it 

means the end of Domanic. 

	 .:Domanic, Manic and Heretic, Hero of Fools.
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Alphos

The original of  the twin cities, built upon Daxmond’s land. Originally a simple 
place for Brom the Strong’s tribe, became a haven of  the changing world start-
ing in 395.
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Golem

Any creature created of  previously inanimate object, with (literal) life-force 
pushed into them by a creator. To circumvent the creation of  new laws for a new 
sentient species, they are lawfully treated as humans, but face extreme prejudice.

The exact specifications of  their life is directly controlled by their creation. 
Typically the larger they are the longer they live, also influenced by the sturdi-
ness and solidity of  what makes up their mass. However, the life-force that cre-
ates them drains a massive quantity from the human . Uncareful creators can kill 
themselves while attempting their work, shortening the work to be carried out by 
magic law-men. 
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Life-force
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Magic

Like the fluidity of  possibility magic allows, the term too is open to variation de-
pending on where in the world you are. Magic, life-force, energy, chi/ki, spirit, 
sometimes even just referred to as power. All these terms are interchangeable 
and despite this, people regularly understand and adjust depending on the con-
versation. Scribes tend to switch terms rather frequently to keep their writing 
from being stale, despite complaints this makes things confusing and encourages 
various terms.
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Manimal

 A hybrid being born of magic and will. When a 
human with a strong aura reaches out to the life-
force of a creature he has a strong bond with, it is 
possible to create a child that shares traits of each. 
Unlike natural birth, the child springs from the 
mind of the female, a few years grown and brimming 
with energy. Mostly appearing as human, they have a 
head like their animal half, usually spreading to a bit 
of their exterior. Some have fur or claws, but the 
variation in changes depends on the bond of the two 
parents.
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See Magic
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Semortals

Men who claim to have the magic of  the gods
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Zabed

The other twin city, the lesser of  the two. Originally a holding place for the too 
many refugees of  the cataclysm.
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