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Chapter One: An Alliance of Evil
In a world parallel to Earth, there lies a lush green continent. This is the land of Great Germaine, rich in plants and animals. In this land, humans have learned to co-exist peacefully with creatures like dragons, dwarfs, fairies, and other magical creatures.
These creatures wield tremendous power that few humans have learned to harness, even through exhausting years of study trying to master that power. In the land of Great Germaine, magic is still carried in the blood of these creatures, unlike on Earth where, thanks to the greed of men, magic died during the medieval ages.
The people of Great Germaine live in small villages scattered across its vast continent in houses built from rocks and trees. The rooftops, covered with tightly wound strands of hay, barely shelter them from the harsh rains that sometimes fall. They retrieve their water from wells and cook their meals in large stone furnaces.
Some villages farm food, while others specialize in breeding sheep, using their wool to make clothing. The inhabitants of Great Germaine know nothing of money; everything exchanged by way of trade, between humans and similar species, and no one goes hungry.
Though life is often harsh due to the extensive work, still, the people live happily in peace.
A single kingKing Demashas been in power for three decades, the throne having been bestowed upon him by his father as a last wish of a dying man.
However, there is a law that governs the landthe strongest shall be king and at any given time, a challenge may be made. The inhabitants of Great Germaine respected the wishes of their fallen kingwhom they loved dearlyand Demas went unchallenged for years.
Though the creatures of Great Germaine live in peace, there is one man who wishes to rule the land with an iron fist. His name is Balthazar Despot.
On his fourteenth birthday, Balthazars father challenged the mighty King in an attempt to acquire the crown. The duel was a magnificent display of courage and technique, but in the end, his father fell victim to the Kings sword.
At the moment he witnessed his fathers demise, he swore vengeance against the King. Since he also lost his mother at a very young age and with no loving family to support and nurture him, he grew up to be an angry and bitter man.
He was jealous of the innate ability of the mystical creatures to wield powerful magic and sought to destroy them all.
For the next seven years, Balthazar desperately tried to learn magic, yet failed in every attempt. He was not a muscular man; in fact, he was a bit on the scrawny side. Magic was the only way to level the playing field against the skillful hand of the King, with each failure to wield magic serving to intensify his hatred of all mystical creatures.
When his hatred grew so much that it completely dominated his every move and thought, a dark and insidious force paid him a visit to make an offer, knowing it would not be refused.
Our story begins
As Balthazar stared out the window of his house, enjoying a blue sky, he saw three Ogres traveling in the nearby forest.
Filthy creatures, he said, slamming his hand against the windowsill as he watched them. What I would do to rid the world of your kind.
His eyebrows wrinkled as he gazed upon the thick, light green, mottled-skinned behemoths with disgust.
What the he said as his body began to vibrate, the ground beneath him shaking.
Looking out the window, he noticed the Ogres continuing on their merry way.
How is it possible they dont feel this? The tremors must be coming from here. He spun around.
He kept focus on the center of the room to retain his balance when the floor shook again, nearly knocking him off his feet. The shaking intensified, splitting the ground open before him. A deep crack forming by his feet while a black, fowl smelling gas filled the air.
He covered his mouth and nose with his sleeve but it did no good. The smell was too strong to block, and it stung the delicate skin inside his nostrils.
His cheeks began to puff in and out as he coughed.
Balthazar, a malicious voice echoed inside his mind.
Keeping silent, he searched for the sounds origin, but all that was in the room with him was the black cloud, hovering before him.
What are you? he said at last.
His shoulders stiffened as the creature laughed, the sound penetrating his body; a coldness swelled deep inside him. Goosebumps formed along his skin and his stomach twisted and turned as the coldness spread all over.
I have a gift for you, the voice said.
Who are you?
I can give you what you desirePower!
And in return? he asked.
Your sssoul, the dark voice said, hissing.
That would mean
Clever boy, the voice said, cutting him off. Did you not say you would do anything to rid the world of those creatures?
Yes but
No buts!
The dark voice was obviously losing patience with him.
Do you accept my terms or have I wasted my time?
Y-yes, I accept them, he replied, without fully comprehending the magnitude of his decision.
Excellent, the voice said.
Before Balthazar could react, the black cloud entered his body through his nostrils. He immediately coughed, trying to rid himself of the foreign substance. However, he could not protect himself from what he volunteered.
As the entity coursed through his body, a burning sensation like no other pushed his tolerance to the breaking point.
He screamed in agony as his threshold for pain was breached, then the entity expelled itself, though the burning sensation remained for a brief moment longer.
With a sigh of relief, Balthazar spoke. I dont feel any different.
The black cloud reformed before his eyes.
I have given you the power to steal the magical energy that resides inside all mystical creatures. You will not feel different until youve stolen some of that energy. With each victim, you will grow stronger, until you are the most powerful force in this world or any other.
Excellent, he said with an evil grin.
If you serve me well, I shall also grant you eternal life.
How can I serve you, Master?
Go forth and absorb all the mystical energy you can and conquer this world. Deliver to me the souls of every living creature and I shall absolve you of your debt to me. But if you should fail me
I will not fail, Balthazar quickly said, not wanting to know what would be in store for him if he failed. It shall be done.
With those words said, the black cloud descended back into the crack in the floor. Once the entity was out of sight, the crack sealed itself, leaving no trace.
Satisfied the dark presence was for sure gone, Balthazar grabbed his sword and rushed out of his house in pursuit of the three Ogres.
Upon entering the nearby forest, the cracking sound of breaking branches broke the silence.
Stopping abruptly, he looked up; the trees in the forest were ancient and stood nearly sixty feet tall. Their leaves were plentiful, and the trees appeared to be holding hands as their branches intertwined with each other. As he stood there, he could see the branches give way to something large and heavy.
Suddenly, a dragon pierced the thick foliage. Falling out of the sky, it crashed through the underbrush and landed several yards away from him.
He barely ducked in time before the dragon soared over his head and crashed to the ground.
The great beast unleashed a painful moan as it tried to stand. Balthazar merely looked on in disbelief as its legs failed to support its weight, and it fell to the ground yet again.
A large ray of light from the gaping hole in the under brush surrounded the dragon.
Whats wrong? he asked the dragon, keeping his distance, afraid of the razor sharp claws that could slice through his skin and bones as if they were butter.
Im dying, Human, leave me be, the beast replied.
Perhaps I can help, Balthazar said, stepping in its direction.
I dont think so, but thank you for the offer. I am old, and it is my time to depart this world.
He stood before the dragon and stared in awe. It must have been nearly forty feet in length, its scales a deep shade of purple with splotches of black and its smooth underbelly a lime-green. On the end of its tail were three sharp bones; two horns stood out from its head.
Reaching out his right hand, Balthazar placed it on the side of the dragons chest. As his hand touched the dragons flesh, a sudden rush of power surged through his arm and into his chest.
What are you doing? asked the dragon. Stop it!
The dragon raised its left talon into the air, preparing to deliver a fatal blow, but before its claw came crashing down, the dragons life slipped away.
The talon fell to the ground, inches away from its intended target.
Balthazar slowly removed his hand from the beast and stared wide-eyed.
I can feel it, the power coursing through my veins, he said, then quickly turned around, remembering why he came into the forest. More.
Quickly he faced the direction the three Ogres were traveling in and peered into the thick brush. Though he couldnt see them, he could hear their large boots snapping twigs just ahead.
He ran as fast as he could after the three Ogres, but it wasnt necessary; they were traveling at a slow and steady pace, and in no hurry, no doubt heading home after a day of hunting. Two of them carried their killa large buck and its mate, still with the arrows from the crossbows sticking out from their sides. The doe was a lot smaller than the buck, but together they would provide plenty of meat for the Ogres and their women.
Though the Ogres weapon of choice is a heavy wooden club, they were forced to learn how to use a crossbow if they wanted to successfully hunt for themselves.
Ogres are quite large and bulky; their green, scaly skin tough and thick, almost impenetrable, with their size making them naturally slow and clumsy. Nevertheless, Balthazar knew if they were successful in landing a punch or striking you with their club, chances were you wouldnt get up.
Although Ogres have magic in their bodies, over the years they chose brute strength over magic and lost the ability to control the elements. His fear was displaced.
You there. Stop! he said as he came upon the Ogres.
Who dares talk to us in such a manner? asked one of the Ogres as they all turned around.
Its just a puny human, said another and the three of them burst into a fit of laughter.
Balthazar was a tall, slender man with long black hair, sporting a moustache and a goatee, hardly something to make an Ogre afraid.
How dare you mock me, Balthazar said, taking immediate offense to their rudeness.
What are you going to do about it? asked one of the Ogres as Balthazar raised his right hand.
Just by thinking, a single bolt of lightning shot out of his fingertips and struck the Ogre in the chest, answering the question.
What was that? the Ogre asked, brushing his hand across his chest where he was struck. That tickled.
The other two laughed.
How can that be? Balthazar thought then realized the dragon had little magic to give and his powers were far too weak to conquer these mighty foes.
Foolish Human. Ill teach you a thing or two about messing with us, replied one of the other Ogres as he removed a club from his belt and started to run at Balthazar.
Panic set in.
As the Ogre approached, a fire fairy fluttered out of a nearby bush. She wore a red robe that drooped just below her little knees, matching her fiery red hair. She stood four inches tall and her body radiated a reddish glow; her wings the same shape of a butterflys, but pure white with trails of red streaming across them.
You better run for it. They look very angry with you, she said, hovering before his face.
Wh-what? he said, snapping out of his petrified state.
I saw that feeble attack. You cant be foolish enough to disturb the peace. Ill hold them off while you run away. She turned her back to him.
I have a better idea, he replied, lowering his sword.
He grabbed her with both hands. She let out a painful cry as her life force began to drain away and the Ogre stopped his stride, unsure of what was to happen.
I only wanted to help, she replied as her face contorted in pain.
Oh, but you are, he said.
Seeing the fairy in pain, the Ogre charged once more. What are you doing to her?
When no answer came, the Ogre tried to speed up his movement, but try as he might, he just couldnt go any faster.
Before he could reach her in time, the natural glow of the fairy faded away. He watched in horror as her lifeless body plummeted to the ground upon its release.
When she hit with a thud, everyone watched closely for any sign of life. There was none.
Slowly, the Ogre lifted his head, his unblinking eyes filled with rage as he stared at Balthazar.
Balthazar enjoyed seeing the hate swell behind the Ogres gaze. Whats wrong, Beast? Are you afraid? His confidence soared with the sudden rush of power.
Ill squash you like the bug you are! the Ogre shouted, raising his club high into the air and charged forward again.
With a wave of his hand, Balthazar ignited the club in flame. He was surprised by how long it took for the heat to penetrate the Ogres thick skin, but when the Ogre realized it, he dropped the club and waved his hand in attempt to cool it off.
Youll pay for that, one of the other Ogres said as he lay the dead deer down.
The third Ogre followed his lead and the two joined their friend.
Three big, strong, smelly Ogres against little ol me? Oh, Im so scared.
His comment only intensifying their fury, the three charged as one.
As they rushed in, now within striking distance, three bolts of lightning, much larger and brighter than the first one, fired out of Balthazars right hand. Each Ogre hurled into the air upon impact and crashed to the ground.
Without thought, Balthazar ran over to the closest one, placed his hand upon its chest, and quickly absorbed his magical energy. The Ogre lay unconscious and passed on painlessly.
Unfortunately for the other two, they were coming to and were about to endure the pain of dying. Their screams of agony echoed in the forest as Balthazar placed his hands upon them.
With the Ogres drained of all life, Balthazar returned to his home.
After placing his sword in its protective sleeve, he retrieved his horsewhich was grazing on a bundle of hay in his stableand rode off to the Kings castle.
The castle was almost a days ride away.
Nightfall was close at hand and Balthazar thought about waiting until morning, but decided against it, assuming the roads would be clear of any wagons thus allowing him to accomplish the ride quickly.
Besides that, he knew if he tried to sleep it would be of no use.
When night did fall, the light of the full moon lit his path and as he thought they would be, the roads were clear.
He rode quickly, stopping only long enough for his horse to rest and replenish its strength. He had no need for food himself; his lust for power kept him nourished.
****
Balthazar indeed made it to the castle in under a days time.
On his way, he thought of different ways to kill the king, each method bringing a smile to his face.
He was no longer afraid of facing the king, for he knew the king would fall by his hand.
However, there was one in the castle he did fearPrince Darans personal bodyguard, Jasper the Golem, a creature made of the hardest stone in the world and possessing tremendous strength.
Their race lived high in the mountains peacefully, with very few of them warriors, always choosing to stay out of the affairs of others.
But Jasper was different.
Since Balthazar had not yet acquired the ability to control watera golems only known weakness. He feared he would be powerless against him.
As he steadied his horse atop the last hill before the castle, he found a single male unicorn grazing at the edge of the dirt road. The creatures coat was pure white, much like all unicorns, with a single twisting horn protruding from its forehead.
The males and females of the race were distinguished by whether or not they had wings. Female unicorns sported a set of magnificent, angelic wings, which they use to fly gracefully through the sky, while males had none. They are also extremely intelligent and insightful, having the ability to see inside ones soul and know your true intentions.
Balthazar climbed down from his horse and slowly approached the unicorn. The creature only lifted its head and stared at him at first. Then, with a violent nod of its head, the unicorn let out a disapproving grunt and quickly dashed for the shelter of the nearby forest.
Oh no you dont, he said, unleashing his fury.
Although only a flying dragon matched its speed, the elegant creature could not outrun the bolt of lightning fired from Balthazars hand. The beam of light struck its hind leg, causing it to fall face first to the ground.
The unicorn cried out as it desperately tried to stand, but it could not; the wound was large, bleeding profusely.
Balthazar approached the magnificent steed, greedily rubbing his hands together. Taking great pleasure in allowing it to suffer, and by the time he reached the unicorn, it lost its will to fight.
Placing his right hand over its chest, Balthazars eyes widened as his thick, black hair blew in an unfelt breeze as the rush of power left the unicorns body and entered his own. He could feel he was receiving more power from the unicorn than from any of the other creatures he attacked thus far.
He stood from the unicorns body with that same evil grin as before stretched across his face.
The young prince has a female unicorn in his possession as well. Winter, I believe is her name. She will increase my power exponentially, he thought, salivating over the idea of stealing her life force.
He maliciously stared down at the kings castle with vengeance.
The castle was extremely large, surrounded by a protective stonewall and a moat a few feet away, with two large towers stationed at the rear corners. In its courtyard, several buildings were used as shops and a dozen merchant wagons parked throughout. In the front of the castle, just outside the moat, resided a small village.
From the distance, Balthazar watched the people going about their daily chores.
How easy it will be to dominate them. Not a single weapon amongst them. They rely on the king and his guards for protection, and it has been many years since that was needed. How will they fair against me?
Once again, Balthazar mounted his horse then rode down toward the castle and village below.
He rode quickly through the streets, across the drawbridge and into the courtyard.
Hoping the wagon would not roll away; he tied his horse to the back of it. Afterward, he walked up the front stone steps of the castle, and stood outside the large double doors that led into the throne room.
As he stood there staring at the doors, his mind and conscience began to torment him. Why are you doing this? Do you actually think you can win? These questions and many others plagued him as his conscience weighed upon him, chipping away at his confidence.
Vengeance will be mine, Balthazar said, silencing his inner voice.
A passing couple looked in his direction, obviously thinking him to be crazy, but he paid them no attention.
I have more important things to concern myself with. Soon, you peasants will be squirming under my boot, he thought as they passed.
He entered the castle.
****
Chapter Two: Fall of the King
Inside the throne room, Jasper watched as the king and Prince battled in a friendly skirmish. The two practiced fighting every day, honing their skills.
None surpassed the king as a swordsman, which was one of the reasons few dared to challenge him for his crown. Jasper knew it was Darans dream of becoming an even better swordsman than his father, so that one day, he too could defend the crown and keep it in their family.
Not bad, said the King as their swords clashed and they stared eye to eye.
No, not bad at all for an old man, the Prince said, half-laughing.
Old man, huh? said the king as he shoved the pressing swords apart.
The Prince stumbled back, still smiling.
Oh, looks like I struck a nerve.
Thats all youll be striking today, the king replied as he lunged forward.
Ah-ha! exclaimed the Prince as he met his fathers advancement.
The clashing sound of their swords echoed in the vast chamber.
Better watch out, Sire. Looks as though he means business today, said one of the on looking guards.
Jasper laughed heartily, but it was brought to an abrupt silence as the large doors swung open, slamming into the stone walls behind them.
The ruckus halted the king and princes sparring. Everyone in the room looked upon Balthazar with puzzled faces as he barged in and made his demand.
I hereby challenge you to a duel, he told the king. Do you accept?
Jasper knew the king could not decline, or he would have to forfeit the crown. That was the law.
Balthazar. Do you wish to suffer the same fate as your father? I had no desire to kill your father then nor do I have any desire to kill you now, but if you leave me no choiceI will.
The memory returned and flashed before Jasper.
It was true, the king did not intend to kill Balthazars father. He had disarmed the man and asked for his surrender, and Balthazars father nodded in agreement; yet, no sooner than the king turn his back did he press an attack, grabbing his sword from where it had fallen, and lunging forward.
King Demas was no fool. He quickly spun around, striking the attacking sword with such force to shatter it. The momentum carried him forward and he inadvertently plunged his blade into his opponents chest, killing him instantly.
It was a misfortunate accident.
I shall not suffer the same fate. It is you who will meet your demise, Balthazar said. He drew his sword, and as he did, a ring of fire formed around his right elbow. The flame traveled down his arm and up the blade of the sword, engulfing it. All watched on in disbelief.
Jasper knew something was amiss; Balthazars family was never able to wield magic before, but somehow he was able to now. However, it was too late. The challenge was made and the king had no choice but to fight.
Be careful, Father, Prince Daran said as his father approached Balthazar. He took several steps back to give the two plenty of room.
When the kings sword clashed against Balthazars, sparks ignited. The two dueled, each strike met with a block and each plunge missing its mark by mere centimeters.
Balthazars frustration was apparent and Jasper believed it would not be long before his rage blinded him and he would make a mistake.
Their swords clashed again, but the kings grip slipped and the flaming sword sliced his left arm. The wound didnt bleed; the hot sword immediately cauterized his flesh. The kings facial expression relaying the pain was excruciating, but he continued the duel.
Father, are you all right? asked the Prince, but his question went unanswered. The king was obviously too preoccupied and determined to allow himself to be distracted.
Give it up, Balthazar. You are no match for me, King Demas said after his sword sliced Balthazars left arm; Jasper saw it as fitting payback for the kings wound.
Never! Balthazar shouted, swinging his sword again.
King Demas blocked the blow and the two stood face to face, their swords locked in battle. Both men shone with sweat.
As they stared into each others eyes, Balthazar showed his true colors. With a deep breath, he blew into the flames emanating from the sword. Tiny cinders danced into the air and struck the king in the eyes, temporarily blinding him.
Father! Daran shouted as the king took several steps back.
Jasper watched helplessly as the king lowered his sword and frantically tried to rub the ash out of his eyes.
Balthazar, no! Daran screamed, watching him close in on his helpless father.
King Demas released an agonizing moan as the flaming sword entered his chest.
Give my regards to my father, Balthazar said, pulling out his sword.
No! Daran shouted again as his fathers body dropped to its knees.
No, Daran! Jasper shouted as the Prince ran to his fathers side.
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