The atmosphere had stilled, as if the very air conspired in a solemn silence. Occasionally, a languid breeze would whisper through, its soft presence caressing the leaves, the direction changed with each ripple of the energies that lay dormant. Inhale. The forest would breathe, the mystical treeline shivering. Exhale. The wildlife within had grown frail and despondent. Those able to flee had begun their escape. Birds, with heavy wings, took to the skies, forsaking their nests. Beasts slunk away, tails tucked between their legs, their retreat a silent acknowledgment of the encroaching peril.
Kazami stood beside his campsite, his gaze steady amidst the many breaths taken by the World Figure. His eyes, golden whirlpools swirling with a faint glow, merged with the obsidian depths as he peered beyond the treeline before him. "Khar'leci," he breathed, his voice hushed, the husky tone of the mage's whisper escaping tense lips. The beads encircling his right wrist rattled softly, resonating with the celestial energy that quivered within them.
A moment of stillness hung in the air, his gaze shifting toward the horizon. Beyond the forest's edge lay the city of Nov Ostoya, separated by the natural rivers. His thoughts, tinged with bitterness, had a mixture of emotions. Hope, as faint as it was, had mingled with the creeping sense of despiration. A World Being. Such entities were the marrow of myth, the architects of the world and the scourges of ancient civilizations. Khar'leci, the Mountain Leviathan. The spines of written history spoke scarcely of these World Beings; their existence, either obliterated or inscrutable, only held whispers, that of which had survived the decay of time. Their presence was akin to the Mystical Realms; Sword Saints and Archmages were peaks that had been reached by few, yet those very few knew there existed summits far beyond their reach. Mere specks in the cosmic expanse, dots upon the grand tapestry of creation.
Kazami exhaled, his breath a mist that expanded through his nostrils, momentarily heating the chilled air. The formless energy of the Monkey King that emanated from his form solidified once more, the drums and noise of the King's Jungle intensifying in effort, striving to conceal his presence. The Mountain Leviathan. This colossal being was rumored to have birthed the Grey Spines, cleaving East from West for reasons undiscovered. Yet, beneath the veil of madness, another theory simmered: Khar'leci was simply a mere pawn, one of many Mountain Leviathans that existed, known collectively as the Titans of the Ranges. The peaks and mountains of Para, from North to South, East to West, were a tangible part of their existence, each Leviathan having forged their part of the continent past and present to this day.
