
 

 

THE BASTARD KING: THE RISE OF THE 
PRISMATIC VOID 

ARC I: THE AMBER FILTH 

Chapter 1: The Bread of Shadows 

The mud of the Hinirang lowlands was a graveyard of ambition, a thick, gray sludge that smelled 
of stagnant water and ancient rot. In the year 1102, the soil was saturated with the sweat of the 
"Low-Lights," a caste of peasants whose only value was the dim amber glow they produced to 
keep the silk-worms of the nobility warm. Kulas spent his youth in this muck, his fingers 
permanently stained gray, his ribs visible beneath a tunic of rough hemp. Beside him, his 
mother, Diwa, worked with a rhythmic, agonizing grace. Her Amber Light was fading, leaking 
from her cracked skin like spilled oil, yet she never ceased her labor. 



Kulas watched her hands, fascinated and horrified by the way the light flickered. Every few 
minutes, Diwa would press her glowing palms against the waterlogged soil, forcing a surge of 
warmth into the dormant rice seeds. It was a parasitic magic; for every grain that sprouted, a 
year of her life seemed to vanish. Kulas felt a coldness in his marrow that no amount of her 
amber warmth could thaw. He was a creature of the periphery, born from a wandering ghost and 
a woman who loved too much. 

In the distance, the Obsidian Spire loomed like a jagged splinter in the eye of the world. It was 
a structure of impossible geometry, pulsing with the cold, aristocratic arrogance of the Blue Fire. 
Kulas hated it. He hated the way the light from the Spire turned the clouds into a bruised purple. 
He hated the way the Nobles looked down from their balconies, their spirit powers allowing them 
to breathe air that was too thin for common lungs. He gripped his wooden shovel, his knuckles 
white, and felt a tremor in his shadow. 

The shadow didn't move with him. As the sun began to set, Kulas noticed that his silhouette 
remained standing even when he knelt. It was a deep, ink-black void that seemed to drink the 
light around it. He didn't know then that this was the blood of Haring Barguak calling to him. He 
didn't know that his father was the King of the Otherworld, a being who manipulated the very 
fabric of darkness. He only knew that he felt like a stranger in his own skin, a wolf trapped in the 
body of a plow-beast. 

Diwa noticed his stare. She grabbed his wrist, her hand surprisingly strong. "Do not covet the 
sky, Kulas," she whispered, her voice a dry rattle. "Those who fly too high forget how to breathe 
the air of the earth. The Blue Fire is a hungry god; it eats everything it touches." Kulas looked at 
her, seeing the fear in her eyes, and for the first time, he realized that she wasn't just tired—she 
was terrified of him. She saw the shadow. She saw the bastard king waking up inside her son. 

 

Chapter 2: The Fool’s Vigil 

On the edge of the paddies sat Gumaraku, a mountain of a man who played the village idiot 
with terrifying conviction. He was a caricature of a human, with a jaw that hung perpetually open 
and eyes that seemed to track invisible flies. He allowed the noble children to pelt him with 
stones and the village elders to use him as a pack animal. He was the "Gaping Maw," a man 
without a mind. But Kulas knew better. Kulas had seen the Maw kill a viper with two fingers, 
moving with a speed that defied the laws of physics. 

"The wind smells like burnt ozone today, boy," Gumaraku mumbled as Kulas walked past. The 
stutter was gone, replaced by a resonance that made the water in the paddies ripple. Gumaraku 
didn't look at Kulas; he looked through him. "The Blue Fire is eating itself. It’s a cancer of the 
spirit. When the high fires go out, the shadows don't just return—they reclaim." He reached out 
and grabbed a handful of mud, squeezing it until it turned into a fine, black glass. 



Gumaraku began to train Kulas in the dead of night, far from the prying eyes of the King’s 
guards. This wasn't the training of a soldier; it was the training of a monster. He forced Kulas to 
stand in the center of a freezing river, holding a heavy stone above his head until his muscles 
tore. When Kulas fell, Gumaraku would kick him back up. "Pain is just the body's way of saying 
it’s still alive," the demon whispered. "The Void doesn't feel pain. It only feels hunger. Learn to 
be hungry, Kulas." 

He taught Kulas to manipulate his own "Light," showing him that it wasn't a tool for farming, but 
a beacon of focus. "The amber is the anchor," Gumaraku explained, his skin shimmering with a 
faint, oily sheen. "It keeps you human. But the blood in your veins... that is the abyss. If you 
open the door to the abyss without the anchor, you will become a hole in the world that never 
stops swallowing." Kulas listened, his body breaking and reforming every night, becoming a 
weapon forged in the dark. 

By the end of the harvest moon, Kulas was no longer the scrawny farmhand. His movements 
were fluid, his eyes held a depth that made people look away, and his shadow had become a 
permanent, silent companion. He was ready for the storm, though he didn't know that the storm 
was already brewing inside the Obsidian Spire. The Fool had finished his vigil; the King’s guard 
was about to fall, and the bastard was about to rise. 

 

ARC II: THE VIOLET ASCENSION 

Chapter 3: The Regicide of the Blue King 

Inside the Spire, the air was pressurized by the ego of Haring Asmond. He sat upon a throne 
of fused bone and sapphire glass, his Blue Fire radiating a heat that turned the surrounding air 
into a shimmering mirage. He was a god of order, a master of the spirit power that had ruled 
Hinirang for three centuries. But order is a brittle thing when faced with the chaotic ambition of 
youth. His son, Ato Gumahig, stood before him, his eyes glowing with a sickly, ultraviolet light. 

"Father, your fire is stagnant," Ato hissed, his voice echoing in the vaulted ceiling. He didn't 
carry a traditional weapon; he carried a ritual. He had spent years scouring the forbidden 
archives of the demon realm, learning the geometry of the Void. He had discovered that the 
Blue Fire was merely a shell, and he intended to crack it. "You rule a kingdom of ash and 
ghosts. I intend to rule a kingdom of power." 

Asmond stood, his Blue Fire erupting in a defensive halo that vaporized the moisture in the 
room. "You have drayed your soul in the black ink of the demons, Ato. You are no longer my 
son." He launched a spear of pure blue flame, a strike that should have turned Ato into a pile of 
white soot. But Ato didn't dodge. He opened his mouth and swallowed the fire, his throat 
glowing with a jagged, violet intensity. 



Ato lunged, his hand wreathed in a vibrating purple aura. He didn't stab his father; he reached 
into Asmond’s chest and gripped the Core of the Blue Fire. The sound of ribs snapping like dry 
kindling echoed through the silent hall. Asmond’s eyes went wide as his very soul was dragged 
out through his lungs. Ato crushed the sapphire core in his palm, the blue energy curdling and 
turning into a screaming violet miasma. 

The resulting explosion was a "Violet Supernova." The shockwave blasted outward, turning the 
marble walls of the throne room into black glass and vaporizing the royal guards where they 
stood. Ato stood amidst the char, his skin veined with glowing purple networks, his laughter a 
sound of tectonic plates grinding together. He had committed the ultimate sin, and in return, he 
had become a God-King born of patricide. The sun over Hinirang flickered, turning a bruised, 
sickly purple to match its new master. 

 

Chapter 4: The Cruelty of Una Adamina 

While Ato consolidated his divinity, his sister, Una Adamina, became the instrument of his 
terror. She was a vision of terrifying beauty—silk dresses the color of dried blood, hair like spun 
obsidian, and eyes that looked at commoners as if they were vermin to be stepped on. She 
viewed the "Low-Lights" not as people, but as fuel cells for her brother’s new sun. She rode 
through the outskirts in a carriage pulled by six black hounds, her presence a cold front that 
killed the crops. 

She found Kulas and Diwa near the ruins of a communal granary. "The air is too clean for your 
breath," she sneered, stepping down from her carriage. She didn't touch the mud; her spirit 
power created a cushion of violet sparks beneath her boots. She carried a whip made of woven 
Blue Fire glass, now tainted with her brother’s corruption. She looked at Kulas, and for a 
moment, her gaze lingered on his eyes. She saw something there—a defiance that she found 
personally offensive. 

"Kneel," she commanded, her voice like velvet over a razor blade. When Kulas remained 
standing, she flicked the whip with a surgeon’s precision. The glass tip tore through Kulas’s 
shoulder, the violet fire searing his nerves and leaving a trail of glowing, necrotic tissue. Kulas 
fell to one knee, but he didn't scream. He looked up at her, his eyes dark and empty, and Una 
felt a strange, cold shiver. She hated him for it. 

She turned her attention to Diwa. "You are his mother," she said, her voice dropping to a 
whisper. "You gave him this arrogance. Perhaps a lesson in humility is required." She raised her 
hand, and a bolt of violet lightning struck the ground at Diwa’s feet, erupting in a blast of soil and 
heat. Diwa was thrown backward, her faint amber light sputtering like a dying candle. Una 
laughed, a high, musical sound that masked the darkness in her heart. 

"Punong Kawal Gitan!" Una shouted to the lead henchman. "Burn this district. If they won't 
provide fuel for the King willingly, they can serve as kindling." She climbed back into her 



carriage, her silks rustling, leaving a trail of smoke and broken lives behind her. She didn't 
realize that by striking Kulas, she hadn't broken a peasant—she had cracked the seal on a 
monster. 

 

ARC III: THE CLASH OF THE VOID 

Chapter 5: The Slaughter at the Gates (Gitan vs. Gumaraku) 

The gates of the Obsidian Spire were a fortress of jagged stone and violet-tinted steel. Punong 
Kawal Gitan stood there, a colossus of a man whose Rock Formation power was legendary. 
He had literally fused his skeleton with obsidian, making him a living mountain. As Kulas and the 
"fool" Gumaraku approached, Gitan slammed his fists together, creating a sonic boom that 
shattered the windows of the nearby barracks. 

"Back to the mud, farm-trash!" Gitan roared, his voice like grinding boulders. He didn't wait for a 
response. He punched the air, and the ground beneath Kulas’s feet erupted in massive, jagged 
pillars of granite. Kulas tumbled backward, but before the stone could crush him, a shadow 
larger than any human fell over the gate. Gumaraku was no longer the bumbling idiot. He stood 
tall, his skin turning the color of charcoal, his eyes two burning embers of Black Magic. 

"The rock is but a heavy shadow that has forgotten its nature," Gumaraku growled. Gitan 
lunged, his obsidian-encased arm swinging with the force of a falling meteor. Gumaraku didn't 
block; he turned into a liquid ink, the stone arm passing harmlessly through his torso. He 
reappeared behind Gitan, his fingers elongated into shadowy claws. He touched the back of 
Gitan’s neck, and the obsidian plates began to bleed black smoke. 

Gitan screamed, a sound of stone shearing under pressure. He tried to encase himself in a solid 
dome of rock, but Gumaraku breathed a cloud of corrosive darkness onto the structure. 
Everywhere the shadow touched, the stone decayed into gray sand. Gumaraku was a predator 
of the void, moving with a sickening, liquid speed that bypassed Gitan’s heavy defenses. He 
was a demon doing what demons do best: dismantling the physical world. 

In a final act of desperation, Gitan tried to self-detonate his rock armor, intending to take the 
gate and his enemies with him. Gumaraku simply opened a rift in space. As Gitan exploded, the 
shrapnel and the shockwave were swallowed by the portal, appearing instantly in the demon 
realm. Gumaraku then placed a single hand on Gitan’s chest. The henchman turned to solid 
lead, his body becoming so heavy that the earth simply swallowed him whole. Gitan vanished 
into a bottomless pit, leaving only a ripple in the mud. 

 

Chapter 6: The Trial of the Demon King 



Kulas fled into the Black Woods, a place where the trees had teeth and the wind spoke in the 
voices of the dead. Reality here was thin, a veil ready to be torn. From the center of a swirling 
vortex of ash stepped Haring Barguak, the Demon King. He didn't look like a father; he looked 
like the end of the world. He was a towering silhouette of armor and starlight, his presence 
making Kulas’s skin crawl with a thousand invisible insects. 

"You have my blood, boy," Barguak said, his voice a low vibration that made Kulas’s lungs ache. 
"But you have the soul of a victim. You allow a princess to whip you? You allow a King to burn 
your home?" He didn't wait for an answer. He attacked. He unleashed a barrage of Black Bolts, 
each one a concentrated sphere of absolute gravity. Kulas was thrown through the trees, his 
bones snapping as he hit the iron-hard trunks. 

Barguak was testing the "Low-Light" anchor. He forced Kulas to relive the moment Gitan 
crushed his home, the moment Una laughed at his mother’s pain. "Use the hate!" Barguak 
roared, his star-like eyes blinding. "The Light is a lie! It didn't save your mother! It didn't stop the 
whip! Let the darkness in! Let it erase the world!" He struck Kulas with a blade of shadow, 
flaying the skin from his back. 

Kulas lay in the black sludge, his vision swimming. He felt the Dark Magic seducing him, 
promising him the strength to tear the Spire down. But in that darkness, he found a small, 
stubborn warmth. He remembered the smell of the grain. He remembered Diwa’s hands. He 
realized that the Light wasn't a weapon of hate—it was a vessel for memory. He didn't reject the 
darkness; he accepted it. He reached out and grabbed Barguak’s shadow-blade with his bare 
hand. 

Instead of burning him, the darkness fused with his amber light. A new power erupted from 
Kulas—the Prismatic Void. It was a shimmering, cosmic nebula that didn't just burn; it 
stabilized. Barguak stepped back, a look of grim pride crossing his face. Kulas stood up, his hair 
silver, his eyes twin galaxies. He was no longer a bastard or a peasant. He was the Prismatic 
King. "The trial is over," Kulas said, his voice echoing with a thousand souls. "I’m going to end 
the fire." 

 

ARC IV: THE PRISMATIC RECKONING 

Chapter 7: The Altar of Eclipse 

The apex of the Obsidian Spire was a theatre of violet horror. Ato Gumahig stood over Una 
Adamina, who was chained to an obelisk of pulsing, purple crystal. The air was five thousand 
degrees, the marble floor turning to a pool of liquid glass. Ato was no longer human; his skin 
was translucent, tracing the violet networks of his stolen divinity. He raised a blade of solidified 
shadow, the tip glowing with necrotic energy. 



"Brother, please," Una gasped, her pride finally broken. "We are the blood of Asmond." "Asmond 
was a flicker," Ato replied, his voice a metallic rasp. "You are the fuel. Your cruelty has 
marinated your soul, Una. It is the perfect catalyst to bridge the gap." He raised the blade, the 
violet fire roaring in anticipation of the blood. But as he swung, the massive doors of the 
chamber dissolved into iridescent dust. 

Kulas stepped through the mist. He didn't run; he walked. Every step he took, the liquid marble 
solidified beneath his boots. The heat of the room was neutralized by his aura, turning into a 
cool, mountain breeze. Ato turned, his face a landscape of divine fury. "A peasant with a new 
trick?" Ato screamed, unleashing a torrent of Violet Blue Fire. 

Kulas didn't raise a shield. He didn't dodge. The fire hit his Prismatic Void and was instantly 
sorted—the Blue Fire was neutralized, and the Dark Magic was absorbed. He walked through 
the inferno as if it were a spring rain. He reached out and touched Una’s chains. The obsidian 
iron didn't break; it turned into flower petals and drifted away on the wind. He caught her as she 
fell, his touch warm and steady. Ato’s God-King facade began to crack. 

Chapter 8: The Erasure of the Stolen Sun 

The high atmosphere of the Obsidian Spire had ceased to obey the laws of nature. The sky 
above Hinirang was a swirling vortex of bruised violet and jagged charcoal, as if the heavens 
themselves were being shredded by the friction of two god-like wills. Ato Gumahig stood at the 
center of the crumbling ritual platform, his body no longer composed of flesh, but of a 
high-frequency, vibrating Blue Fire that had curdled into a necrotic purple. 

"You are a glitch in the lineage, Kulas!" Ato screamed, his voice vibrating with the resonance of 
a thousand dying stars. "I am the culmination of three centuries of royal fire! I am the sun that 
refuses to set!" 

Ato unleashed his first move: "The Hounds of the Ultraviolet." He clapped his hands, and 
from the liquid marble at his feet, six colossal wolves made of solidified violet flame erupted. 
They didn't run; they blinked through space, appearing instantly around Kulas, their jaws 
snapping with the sound of thunderclaps. 

Kulas didn't draw a blade. He stood in a meditative stance, his hair silver-white and his eyes 
swirling with the Prismatic Void. As the first hound lunged for his throat, Kulas whispered a 
single word: "Stasis." He performed the "Event Horizon Sweep," a circular motion of his arm 
that left a trail of iridescent, starry mist in the air. As the hounds hit the mist, their momentum 
didn't just stop—it was inverted. The violet fire was stripped of its heat, turning into harmless, 
floating bubbles of amber light that drifted away like dandelion seeds. 

Ato’s face contorted. He reached deep into the tectonic roots of Hinirang, pulling up the raw, 
molten energy of the earth itself. He manifested "The Pillar of Prometheus," a localized 
eruption of white-hot magma encased in a shell of violet Blue Fire. He hurled the 
skyscraper-sized projectile at Kulas with a roar of divine fury. 



Kulas countered with "The Weaving of the Void." He reached out with both hands, his fingers 
dancing as if pulling invisible strings. He didn't try to block the pillar; he caught it. Using the Dark 
Magic inherited from Haring Barguak, he created a gravitational well between his palms. The 
massive pillar of magma began to spiral inward, spinning faster and faster until it was 
compressed into a tiny, vibrating marble of black-and-amber glass. 

"Your father’s fire was a gift to the people," Kulas shouted over the roar of the wind. "You turned 
it into a cage. Now, the cage is breaking!" 

Kulas launched the compressed marble back at Ato. It was the "Nebula Strike." The small orb 
traveled at the speed of thought, leaving a trail of prismatic starlight. Ato panicked, conjuring 
"The Aegis of the Fallen King," a series of twelve rotating shields made of hardened obsidian 
and violet spirit-glass. 

The Nebula Strike hit the shields and didn't explode—it unmade them. Every layer of defense it 
touched was reverted to its base elements: sand, heat, and silence. Ato was thrown backward, 
his violet armor cracking like a parched riverbed. 

Driven to the edge of madness, Ato performed his final, forbidden technique: "The Singularity 
of the Broken Sun." He collapsed his entire spirit aura into his chest, pulling the oxygen out of 
the air for miles around. His body began to glow with a terrifying, jagged brilliance that 
threatened to incinerate the entire province. 

"If I cannot rule the light, I will be the darkness that eats it!" Ato shrieked. 

Kulas saw the devastation coming. He looked back at Una Adamina, who was shielded behind 
a barrier of his softest light, then turned back to the monster on the throne. He unleashed the 
ultimate expression of the Prismatic Void: "The Great Reconciliation." 

Kulas didn't attack. He opened his arms wide, inviting the explosion. As the violet singularity 
detonated, Kulas channeled the power through his body, acting as a cosmic lightning rod. He 
filtered the hate through his mother's Light and the destruction through his father's Darkness. 

The two forces met in Kulas's heart. He surged forward, appearing in front of Ato in a blink of 
silver light. He placed a single, glowing finger on Ato's forehead. 

"The Final Silence." 

A ripple of prismatic color washed over Ato. The violet fire didn't just go out; it was apologized 
for. The screaming spirits within Ato were finally allowed to rest. The stolen Blue Fire was 
purged of its corruption and returned to the sky as a gentle, cooling rain of sapphire sparks. 

Ato Gumahig didn't die with a scream. He looked at Kulas with eyes that were briefly, humanly 
blue again, before his body dissolved into a cloud of glowing white ash. The "God-King" was no 
more. The Spire groaned, its magical anchor gone, and the era of the Fire ended not with a 
bang, but with a peaceful, prismatic dawn. 



Chapter 9: The Ash and the Amber 

The silence that followed the erasure of Ato Gumahig was more deafening than the roar of the 
battle. It was a vacuum of sound, a hollow space where a god had once stood and screamed. 
Thousands of feet above the earth, the ritual platform—now a jagged tooth of cracked 
obsidian—groaned under the sudden absence of the Violet Fire. Without Ato’s ego to bind the 
stones together, the laws of gravity reclaimed their prize. 

Kulas stood in the center of the wreckage, his chest heaving. The Prismatic Void was receding, 
pulling back into his marrow like a tide, leaving his skin cold and his muscles vibrating with a 
phantom electricity. He turned his head slowly toward the corner of the platform. There, huddled 
against a fallen pillar of royal glass, was Una Adamina. 

She was no longer the high-born predator of Hinirang. Her silks were scorched black, her hair a 
wild tangle of ash, and her eyes—once cold as winter sapphire—were wide and leaking tears 
that carved clean tracks through the soot on her face. She looked at Kulas, and for the first time 
in her life, she didn't see a "Low-Light." She saw the end of the world, and the only thing that 
had survived it. 

"Hold on," Kulas commanded. His voice was raspy, stripped of its cosmic resonance, yet it 
carried a weight that Una found herself unable to resist. 

He walked to her, his boots crunching on the diamond-hard shards of the shattered obelisk. As 
the platform tilted, beginning its final descent into the clouds, Kulas reached out. Una flinched, 
an instinctive reflex born from a lifetime of inflicting pain and expecting it in return. But Kulas 
didn't strike. He gripped her waist and pulled her into his chest. 

The Descent: "The Weaving of the Falling World." 

The Spire finally gave way. With a sound like a thousand glass bells shattering, the apex of the 
monarchy broke apart. Kulas stepped off the edge into the open abyss. Una let out a strangled 
scream, her fingers digging into the rough hemp of Kulas’s tunic. 

They fell through the freezing mist. As they plunged, Kulas closed his eyes, tapping into the last 
flickering embers of the Prismatic Void. He didn't fly; he manipulated the air itself. Every few 
hundred feet, he stamped his foot down, creating a "Shadow Step"—a temporary platform of 
solidified darkness that absorbed their terminal velocity. They bounced through the sky, a 
silver-black streak amidst the falling debris of the old regime. 

Beneath them, the Kingdom of Hinirang was a landscape of orange embers and long, terrified 
shadows. The commoners had crawled out of their hovels, watching as the "Falling Star" of the 
Spire rained down upon the valley. 

When Kulas’s boots finally touched the mud of the outskirts, the impact sent a ripple through the 
sludge. He didn't let go of Una until her legs found their strength. They stood in the very field 



where, days ago, she had watched Gitan crush his home. The irony was a physical weight 
between them. 

The Confrontation of the Survivors. 

From the darkness of the surrounding huts, the "Low-Lights" began to emerge. They carried 
pitchforks and heavy harvesting hooks, their faint amber lights flickering with a nervous, 
predatory energy. In the center of the crowd stood Gumaraku, his demonic aura suppressed, 
his face back to the mask of the bumbling fool—yet his eyes remained sharp as obsidian. 

"The witch lives?" a voice cried out from the back. It was an old farmer, his face scarred by the 
Blue Fire of the royal tax collectors. "She watched our children burn! She laughed while we 
starved!" 

The crowd surged forward, a sea of ragged clothes and desperate faces. Una shrank back, her 
hand instinctively reaching for a spirit power that was no longer there. Her Blue Fire had been 
extinguished by the Void, leaving her as powerless as the people she had once tormented. 

Kulas stepped in front of her. He didn't use his magic. He simply stood there, his silver hair 
catching the light of the fires. 

"The Fire is dead," Kulas said, his voice carrying over the murmurs of the crowd. "Ato is gone. 
Asmond is gone. If you kill her tonight, you aren't building a new world. You’re just feeding the 
old one." 

"She’s a Noble!" another man screamed, shaking a rusted sickle. "She’s the reason the mud is 
red!" 

"She’s a human," Kulas countered, his eyes flashing with a brief, terrifying hint of the Void. "And 
she is the only one left who knows how the Spire was built. If we are to survive the winter, if we 
are to grow grain in the ash, we need more than just hate. We need to remember how we got 
here." 

Gumaraku stepped forward, his heavy hand landing on the shoulder of the man with the sickle. 
"The boy is right," the demon mumbled, returning to his slow, rhythmic speech. "The mud is 
deep enough. No sense adding more blood to the mix." 

The crowd hesitated. The collective rage of a century was fighting against the exhaustion of the 
night. Slowly, one by one, the pitchforks were lowered. The peasants looked at Kulas—the 
bastard son of a demon and a farm girl—and saw a leader who didn't demand a throne. 

Una looked at Kulas’s back, her breath hitching. She had expected to die in the fire. She had 
expected to be torn apart by the "vermin." Instead, she was being protected by the very boy she 
had tried to erase. The weight of her own cruelty began to settle on her soul, heavier than any 
obsidian chain. 



"Come," Kulas said, not looking back at her. "There is work to do. The sun will be up soon, and 
the earth doesn't care who used to be a Princess." 

As the first light of a natural, pale dawn began to break over the mountains, Kulas and Una 
walked toward the ruins of his mother's home. Behind them, the shadow of the Spire was gone. 
Before them, there was only the long, hard labor of redemption. 

Chapter 10: The First Winter of the Hollow Earth 

The transition from the era of Blue Fire to the era of the Harvest was not a gentle dawn; it was a 
cold, choking reality. By November of 1102, the supernatural heat that had radiated from the 
Obsidian Spire for centuries vanished completely. Without the artificial warmth of the monarchy, 
the Kingdom of Hinirang felt the true, biting teeth of the mountains for the first time in three 
hundred years. 

The sky was no longer violet or sapphire; it was a heavy, suffocating gray. Ash from the Spire’s 
collapse had mixed with the clouds, raining down a fine, gritty sleet that turned the fertile 
paddies into frozen sheets of black glass. 

The Descent of the Princess. 

In a small, drafty stone hut at the edge of the ruins, Una Adamina sat on a stool of rough-hewn 
pine. Her hands—once soft, manicured, and scented with jasmine—were now a roadmap of 
broken nails and purple chilblains. She was hunched over a pile of dry husks, trying to weave 
them into insulation for the village granary. 

"Your rhythm is off," a voice grunted from the shadows of the doorway. 

Una didn't flinch. She had grown used to the presence of Gumaraku. The demon, still wearing 
the skin of a bumbling laborer, leaned against the frame. He was no longer the "Gaping Maw" to 
her; she knew the abyssal horror that lived behind his eyes. 

"I am trying," Una snapped, her voice raspy from a lingering cough. "I have never held anything 
heavier than a fan until three months ago." 

"Then try harder," Gumaraku countered, his voice a low rumble. "The 'Low-Lights' you once 
whipped are freezing in their beds. Their amber light is too weak to fight a mountain winter. If 
you don't finish those mats, three children in the north quarter won't see the sunrise." 

Una looked at the husks, her eyes stinging. The guilt was a physical weight, a cold stone in her 
stomach that never thawed. She thought of the silk gowns she had burned to stay warm in the 
first weeks. She thought of the way she used to laugh when the peasants shivered in the rain. 
Now, she was one of them. 

The Burden of the Prismatic King. 



Outside, in the center of the village clearing, Kulas stood waist-deep in the freezing mud of a 
collapsed irrigation trench. He wasn't using the Prismatic Void to blast enemies; he was using it 
to survive. His silver hair was matted with ice, and his breath came out in thick, prismatic plumes 
of steam. 

He reached into the frozen earth, his fingers glowing with a soft, iridescent hue. He was 
performing "The Tempering of the Soil," a delicate, exhausting technique where he channeled 
the Dark Magic to break the frost and the Amber Light to keep the seeds from rotting. It was a 
slow, soul-draining process. Every acre he saved took a day off his own vitality. 

"You're pushing too hard, Kulas," a woman’s voice called out. 

Kulas looked up to see Una standing at the edge of the trench. She was wrapped in a 
moth-eaten wool cloak, carrying a bowl of thin, watery broth. She climbed down into the mud, 
her boots—once fine leather, now reinforced with hemp—sinking deep. She didn't hesitate. She 
waded toward him and held out the bowl. 

"Drink," she commanded. "If the 'King' collapses, the village dies by Friday." 

Kulas took the bowl, his hands shaking. As their fingers brushed, a spark of static electricity—a 
remnant of their clashing heritages—jumped between them. Una didn't pull away. She stayed, 
her shoulder pressing against his to give him what little warmth she had left. 

"They still hate me, Kulas," she whispered, looking at the villagers who watched them from the 
shadows of their huts. "I see it in the way they hand me the grain. I see it in the way they look at 
my scars." 

"They don't hate you as much as they hate the memory of you," Kulas replied, draining the 
broth. "The only way to erase the memory is to build a new one. Hand me that shovel, Una. The 
trench won't dig itself." 

The Night of the Great Frost. 

The true test came in mid-December. A "Void Storm"—a remnant of the magical fallout from the 
Spire—swept down from the peaks. It wasn't snow; it was pure, absolute cold that froze the air 
in the lungs. The amber lights of the villagers began to fail. In the communal longhouse, fifty 
families huddled together, their flickers of yellow light turning blue with the cold. 

"It’s not enough!" a man cried, his voice trembling. "The Amber is dying! We’re going to freeze!" 

Kulas stood in the center of the room, his own strength wavering. He could feel the Prismatic 
Void calling to him, whispering that he could simply turn the entire room into a pocket of warm, 
dark space. But he knew the cost. If he used that much power, the recoil would level the village. 

"Una," Kulas called out. "I need the Blue." 



Una looked at him, terrified. "It's gone, Kulas. You erased it. I have nothing left but ash." 

"It’s not gone," Kulas countered, stepping toward her. "The power was never in the blood. It was 
in the will. You were a Noble because you believed you were superior. Now, be a Noble 
because you refuse to let them die." 

He grabbed her hands and closed his eyes. He acted as a bridge, reaching into the deep, 
dormant cells of her lineage. He didn't give her the Void; he gave her a spark. He used his 
Prismatic power to jump-start the dormant Blue Fire in her soul—not as a weapon of 
destruction, but as a "Hearth-Flame." 

Una gasped as a jolt of sapphire energy surged through her veins. It didn't burn her; it glowed. A 
soft, steady blue radiance began to emanate from her palms. It wasn't the arrogant, scorching 
heat of the Spire; it was the steady, enduring warmth of a deep winter fire. 

Together, they stood in the center of the longhouse. Kulas provided the stability, and Una 
provided the heat. The room began to thaw. The children stopped shivering. The villagers 
looked at the former Princess, her face illuminated by a gentle blue light, and for the first time, 
they didn't see a tyrant. They saw a hearth. 

The Turning of the Tide. 

By the time the first spring thaw arrived in March of 1103, the village had lost no one to the cold. 
The Kingdom of Hinirang was truly dead, but the People of the Prismatic Dawn were born. 

Una Adamina walked out of the longhouse into the crisp spring air. Her hands were scarred, her 
back ached, and her title was a ghost. But as she looked at Kulas, who was already at the edge 
of the fields preparing the first planting, she felt a warmth that no Blue Fire could ever provide. 

She wasn't a Princess anymore. She was a woman of the earth. And for the first time in her life, 
she was truly, undeniably, free. 

 

The Epic Conclusion of the Bastard King 

The saga of Kulas and Una ends not with a coronation, but with a beginning. The Spire is gone, 
the demons have retreated to the shadows, and the fire has been tamed. 

 

The collapse of the Obsidian Spire didn't just break a throne; it shattered the monopoly on spirit 
power. Without the "Pure Blue" lineage to hoard the sun, the magic of Hinirang began to mutate, 
blending with the natural elements and the lingering Prismatic energy Kulas left in the soil. 



From the ashes of the first winter, The Five Guilds of the New Dawn emerged—each a blend 
of the old castes, working in a symphony of survival. 

 

I. The Guild of the Azure Hearth (The Blue-Amber Fusion) 

Led by: Una Adamina The Power: A tempered, stable flame that is sapphire at its core and 
amber at its edges. Unlike the old Blue Fire, which consumed its surroundings, the 
Hearth-Flame is Endothermic. It draws in the ambient cold and converts it into a steady, 
life-sustaining warmth. 

●​ The Role: They are the guardians of the winter. During the "Void Gales," the Azure 
Hearth members sit in the center of the communal halls, acting as living radiators. 

●​ The Mark: Members carry faint, glowing blue veins on their forearms, a permanent 
reminder of the night Una jump-started the first hearth. 

II. The Sentinels of the Obsidian Root (The Rock-Shadow Fusion) 

The Power: Derived from the remnants of Gitan’s earth-magic and Gumaraku’s spatial 
manipulation. These mages can "whisper" to the stone, making it as light as cork or as dense as 
lead. They utilize "Subterranean Sight," allowing them to see through miles of rock to find 
hidden water veins. 

●​ The Role: The Builders. They raised the new capital, Salin-Lahi, not as a tower, but as a 
series of terraced gardens integrated into the mountainside. 

●​ The Discipline: They practice "The Stillness," a meditation that allows them to remain 
motionless for days, monitoring the tectonic stability of the region. 

III. The Weavers of the Prismatic Mist (The Light-Void Fusion) 

The Power: The rarest and most volatile. These mages carry a fraction of Kulas’s ability to 
"Reconcile" opposing forces. They cannot erase gods, but they can perform "Molecular 
Mending." They can weave shattered glass back into a window or knit a broken bone in 
seconds by "ignoring" the history of the injury. 

●​ The Role: Healers and Architects of the Impossible. They maintain the "Great Seal," a 
prismatic barrier that keeps the lingering demonic miasma from the Spire ruins from 
drifting into the farmland. 

●​ The Burden: Using this power causes "Star-Scarring"—their skin slowly turns iridescent 
and translucent over time. 

IV. The Low-Light Harvesters (The Pure Amber) 



The Power: The original power of the commoners, now elevated to a science. By removing the 
aristocratic Blue Fire, the Amber Light was found to have a "Biological Symbiosis" with the 
local flora. 

●​ The Role: The Life-Givers. They can accelerate growth cycles, allowing for three 
harvests a year. They created the "Eternal Grain," a crop that grows even in the dark, 
fueled by the residual Prismatic energy in the mud. 

●​ The Respect: Once mocked as "Low-Lights," they are now the wealthiest guild, for the 
belly of Hinirang is filled by their hands. 

V. The Void-Walkers (The Shadow-Kin) 

The Power: Taught secretly by the whispers of Gumaraku before he vanished. These are not 
warriors, but "Spiritual Diplomats." They have the ability to step into the "In-Between," the 
shadow realm, to communicate with the spirits of the land. 

●​ The Role: Navigators and Scouts. They ensure that the demons of Haring Barguak’s 
realm stay on their side of the veil. They are the only ones who can find Kulas when the 
council needs his guidance. 

●​ The Aesthetic: They wear cloaks made of crow feathers and carry lanterns that burn 
with a black, light-absorbing flame. 

 

The Final Chronicle: The Law of the Bastard King 

Kulas never wrote a constitution. He never sat on a throne. Instead, he carved a single 
sentence into the base of the fallen Spire, where it can be seen by all who travel to the new city: 

"Power is not a crown to be worn; it is a hearth to be shared. Let no flame 
burn so bright that it blinds the man standing next to it." 

Under this law, Hinirang flourished. The division between Noble and Commoner became a 
ghost story. Una Adamina eventually became the Matriarch of the Council, her wisdom 
tempered by the scars on her hands. Kulas remained a wanderer, a silver-haired myth seen on 
the horizons, ensuring the balance held. 

The fire was dead. The Bastard was King. And for the first time in history, the people of Hinirang 
were at peace with their shadows. 
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