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    Chronicles of Sylvantara


    

      [ Prologue ]


      Dreams of a better world take many forms. Some pursue the glittering promises of fame, fortune, and power, while others seek only the quiet contentment of a peaceful life, free from conflict and worry. Yet among these dreamers walk those with darker ambitions—individuals who would willingly plunge the world into chaos to satisfy their endless hunger for power, viewing the lives of innocents as mere stepping stones on their path to dominance.


      In the dawn of Sylvantara’s third century, these dark ambitions would ignite a war that would burn for three hundred years. The flames of conflict, first sparked in the year 306, would consume nations and reshape the very foundation of a world still in its infancy. By the time the last embers died in 606, the devastating toll had forever scarred the land and its peoples. Before this age of strife, the Twin Dragon Goddesses and their descendants, the Dragon Tribe, known as the Thuwedari, had guided Sylvantara toward a golden age of prosperity, freely sharing their divine gifts of knowledge and technology with all who would learn. But peace proved fragile, and deep rifts emerged between the peoples of Sylvantara. Among those most profoundly shaped by the conflict were the Sylvarians, the Thuwedari, the Kemozan, the Aviora, and the Mirageans. Though each sought only to follow their own ideals and ways of life, they found themselves unwillingly dragged into a conflict orchestrated by those who saw the world as nothing more than a prize to be claimed and controlled.


      The Sylvarians, despite their achievements and potential for greatness, proved all too susceptible to humanity’s darkest impulses. A growing faction among them, driven by ambition and fear, began to view themselves as the rightful rulers of all Sylvantara. Their gaze fell particularly upon the Kemozans, a diverse race of anthropomorphic beings whose profound connection to magical forces sparked both envy and terror among the power-hungry Sylvarian elite. What began as whispered fears of the Kemozans’ latent magical abilities festered into outright hostility, as these Sylvarian leaders convinced their followers that such power in any hands but their own posed an existential threat. This paranoia, coupled with their insatiable desire for dominance, became the spark that would ignite three centuries of bloodshed. As the conflict erupted, the Sylvarians found themselves facing not only the Kemozans they so feared, but also the ancient Thuwedari of the Dragon Tribe, the sky-commanding Avioras who ruled the heavens above, and the resilient Mirageans, nomadic masters of the endless sands.


      High above the world of Sylvantara, the Avioras made their domain among the clouds. These noble bird-folk, masters of aerial combat and wind magic, chose to build their civilization upon sky islands scattered throughout the heavens—some visible to the world below, others shrouded within thick, luminous clouds. While a few Aviora maintained dwellings on the surface, most of their kind preferred the freedom of their celestial realm. Among their most treasured legends speaks of a grand castle hidden in the highest reaches of the sky, a place unseen for centuries yet remaining a powerful symbol in Avioran culture. Their society flourished in its diversity, with distinct tribes developing their own traditions and beliefs over generations. This cultural tapestry gave rise to varying philosophies regarding their relationship with the world below. Some Avioran tribes maintained strong connections with surface dwellers, fostering trade and cultural exchange. While others, believing themselves the purest of all beings, declaring their floating dominions as their sacred grounds forbidden to those bound to the earth.


      The Mirageans are a remarkable race of nomadic warriors, an almost entirely female species whose resilience has allowed them to thrive in the world’s most extreme deserts. These adaptable beings possess both salamander-like and human characteristics, their distinctive features including prominent but square-shaped human-like noses and scale-like skin that shifts in hue depending on their native environment. Those dwelling in the scorching sand deserts display rich orange and tan scales, while their kin in the frozen wastes shimmer with colors of arctic blue and pristine white. Their extraordinary physiology allows them to extract moisture from both the driest air and frozen winds, sustaining them through the harshest conditions their chosen lands can present.


      Masters of both combat and magic, the Mirageans have established their presence across two distinct extremes of Sylvantara. In the sweltering Miragea Desert, many tribes make their homes among scattered oases, while others traverse the bitter cold of the northern ice wastes, following ancient migration routes. At the heart of their southern territory stands their crown jewel: the Grand City of Miragea, a breathtaking metropolis of sandstone and quartz rising from the shores of a vast desert lake. This architectural marvel serves as a testament to their ability to create beauty in the midst of nature’s most challenging environments, its spires reflecting both sunlight and starlight across the crystalline waters below.


      The Thuwedari are a noble race of dragons whose very existence bridges the mortal and divine. As direct descendants of the Twin Dragon Goddesses—the primordial deities who shaped the world from the chaotic void known as the Sxueh Leat—they carry within them the essence of creation itself. Among their kind, the first generation Thuwedari stand apart as true demigods, blessed with a remarkable form of immortality. When their physical forms perish, these ancient beings return through reincarnation, carrying whispers of their past knowledge while emerging with renewed personalities and perspectives, making each resurrection both a continuation and a new beginning.


      Their second generation kin, though still bearing divine blood, walk a different path. While blessed with lifespans that may stretch across centuries or even longer—a duration known only to the most ancient of scrolls—they lack their forebears’ cycle of rebirth. Yet tales speak of a sacred ritual, its nature guarded by the eldest of their kind, through which worthy Thuwedari might ascend to true immortality. This path to divinity remains one of their most closely guarded secrets, offered only to those who have proven themselves worthy through deeds that echo across ages.


      Throughout history, the Thuwedari have served as guardians of knowledge and progress, following in the footsteps of their divine progenitors. They guide the other races in understanding the world’s natural laws, sharing their unparalleled wisdom of the arcane and technological arts—though perhaps not all of their secrets.


      
        ***
      

      
      Life—a marvel that beckons us to question its very nature. What defines this precious gift, and why does its ending hold such sorrowful beauty? Each final breath whispers into existence like delicate silk caught in a gentle breeze, as darkness tenderly embraces the fading light. Some journeys end too soon, cut short before their natural conclusion, leaving us to ponder: Why must life be so fragile, so fleeting? What if the boundaries of mortality could be transcended, and life could stretch into eternity? In Sylvantara, where dreams intertwine with reality, those who dare to venture beyond the known—beyond the possible—might discover answers to these eternal questions.


      Before time itself drew its first breath, there existed only the void—a cosmic dance of darkness, a slow-churning vortex of raw, primal energy. The Thuwedari named this age the Sxueh Leat, the Chaos Void era, when existence itself had yet to take form. In this realm of infinite nothing, silence held a weight so profound it transcended mere absence of sound. It was here, the ancient texts whisper, that magic in its purest form first stirred into being. Yet even the gods, with all their vast power and wisdom, can only glimpse fragments of the void’s true nature. The reality they crafted from this primordial chaos remains veiled in mystery, holding secrets that elude even divine understanding. Within this foundational darkness, possibility itself was unlimited and untamed—a force so potent it could birth or unmake entire universes with a single, chance fluctuation.


      From within the infinite darkness of the void, reality itself fractured as two ethereal dragons burst forth in an explosion of divine radiance. Their emergence shattered the eternal silence, their forms transcending mortal comprehension—one wreathed in a corona of burning crimson, the other emanating an otherworldly azure glow. As these celestial beings danced through the formless void, their ancient eyes blazing with primordial power, they released a harmonious roar that echoed through the depths of nothingness. This single act of creation rippled through the chaos, and from it emerged Sylvantara—a vast world cradled between two suns and watched over by the twin moons, Noctis and Artemis.


      These divine dragons were Solara and Sylvanice, whose very essence embodied the fundamental forces of nature. Solara, mistress of Fire and Earth, and Sylvanice, sovereign of Ice and Forest, shared a vision of a world where knowledge, creativity, and unity would flourish. From their divine union came the Dragon Tribe, demigods who inherited their mothers’ power and wisdom. Under the guidance of the Twin Goddesses, these children learned the arts of creation while offering new perspectives that even their divine mothers had not conceived. As the Dragon Tribe spread across Sylvantara, they established great settlements, culminating in their crowning achievement—Dragona City. This magnificent metropolis rose from polished stone that seemed to capture the very essence of their divine heritage. Every aspect of its architecture paid homage to their draconic lineage: towering pillars bore intricate spiral carvings of dragons in flight, their scales meticulously etched into the stone itself. Street lamps crowned with filigree egg-shaped globes cast their light through delicate dragon-scale patterns, while grand archways were supported by serpentine dragon figures frozen mid-flight. Even the smallest architectural details—from doorways to window frames—featured subtle dragon motifs, their surfaces adorned with shimmering scale patterns that caught the light of both suns. This breathtaking fusion of form and heritage inspired countless civilizations that followed, each seeking to capture a fraction of the Dragon Tribe’s profound wisdom and artistic brilliance, though none could fully replicate the ethereal beauty of their draconic designs.


      
        ***
      

      
      In the dawning age of Sylvantara, harmony reigned supreme. The Twin Dragon Goddesses and their demigod children devoted themselves to nurturing this nascent world, guiding its growth with wisdom and care. The Thuwedari stood as living testament to their divine heritage—beings of near-invincible might whose mastery of magic and profound wisdom commanded universal reverence. Yet beneath this veneer of peace, discord began to take root. Certain factions among the Sylvarians grew to resent the inherent power of both Thuwedari and Kemozans, their fear and jealousy driving them to isolate themselves behind the walls of fortified settlements. This self-imposed segregation would plant the seeds of a conflict that would forever alter the face of Sylvantara.


      The world trembled when the Twin Goddesses vanished without warning or trace, leaving their children to shoulder their grand vision alone. In the wake of their disappearance, tensions erupted into open warfare in the year 306—a devastating conflict that would rage for three centuries. When the fires of war finally smoldered in 606, they left behind a world transformed by loss and hardship. This marked the beginning of what would become known as the Cerrin Lynr, or the Age After Conflict. In the forty-two years since the war’s end, civilization has slowly begun to heal its wounds. The modest settlements of old have evolved into mighty Grand Cities, their imposing walls offering sanctuary from both the dangers that prowl the wilds and the specter of renewed conflict. From the ashes of war rose the Knights of Sylvantara, guardians sworn to preserve the hard-won peace and protect all who dwell within these lands. Now, in the year 648, their vigil continues as the world strives to build a future worthy of the Twin Goddesses’ original vision.


      Across the vast expanse of Sylvantara, the Knights of Sylvantara stand as an elite peacekeeping organization, their name synonymous with justice and protection. More than mere mercenaries, this established order draws its members from all the great races—Sylvarians, Thuwedari, Kemozans, Avioras, and Mirageans alike—united in their sacred duty to maintain order throughout the realm. Operating in specialized scouting groups, they journey from settlement to settlement, their presence both a comfort to the innocent and a warning to those who would disturb the hard-won peace.


      Alongside these guardians operates the Dragon Co. Express, a merchant guild whose influence reaches every corner of the world. These merchants are the lifeblood of Sylvantara’s economy, carrying not only goods but also news and correspondence across vast distances. Each guild member bears a distinctive mark of their station: a beautifully crafted coin of blue gold, its edges inscribed with the ancient words “Solara ek Sylvanice y’na luchwyr va Siordol Lasrein”—“Solara and Sylvanice the bearers of Eternal Flames.” The coin’s perfectly spaced ridges and central dragon emblem serve as both a badge of office and a reminder of the divine legacy that shaped their world.


      Yet even in this age of commerce and restoration, the powers that once shaped Sylvantara require careful stewardship. From their seat within the Eclipse Citadel, the Grand Archmage Council maintains vigilant watch over the realm’s magical arts. These learned masters understand that magic and alchemy, while essential to daily life, harbor tremendous potential for both creation and destruction. Their solemn duty extends beyond mere regulation—they stand as the final bulwark against those who might dare to wield forbidden knowledge that could unravel the very fabric of their world.


      In Sylvantara, magic and alchemy shape the very fabric of society, each governed by their own fundamental laws and restrictions. Alchemy follows the immutable principle of equivalent exchange: energy and matter cannot be created or destroyed, only transformed. This natural law demands that alchemical transmutations maintain the conservation of mass and energy—stone can become another form of stone, but never water or metal. Those who dare to defy these laws face catastrophic consequences. The toll of overused alchemy manifests as black cracks spreading across the user’s body, an ominous warning that precedes complete physical consumption if the practitioner doesn’t heed nature’s warning.


      The art of spellcasting, by contrast, draws power from the aether itself and can be channeled through various means—the flourish of a wand or scepter, the weaving of spell signs, or verbal and non-verbal incantations. Each method reflects the caster’s personal style and mastery. Those born with natural magical affinity often excel in specific elemental powers: wind, fire, water, earth, thunder, light, or dark magic. Rare individuals blessed with multiple elemental affinities are revered as exceptional talents, often rising to become the greatest witches, wizards, and mages in history.


      To monitor these powerful forces, the Grand Archmage Council employs the Chaos Orb—a translucent sphere containing crystal-clear water and a pulsating black core. This mysterious artifact serves as their primary tool for detecting magical disturbances, its core surface expanding like ripples in response to powerful magical emanations while four gold-colored, diamond-shaped rhinestones orbit its surface. Though the orb provides only general locations of magical activity, it proves invaluable in monitoring particularly dangerous magics, especially the closely guarded Class Level 3 spells capable of altering space and time itself. Those who abuse such powerful magic face severe consequences, including having their abilities sealed through spellbinding magic—a punishment nearly impossible to reverse unless undone by its original caster. Even after the caster’s death, these seals persist, though weakened enough that only the most skilled magic users might break them.


      (To Be Continued in: Daily Life of a Cafe Maid - Hikaru’s Sweet Delights!)
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