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Part One:  The Past Revisited

Prologue: What Came Before


Back when the planet was still young and fertile, many wars were fought between the numerous different races.  These wars, which came to be known as the Thousand Battles, left the world bloody and broken.  However, all was not lost---people cannot be oppressed forever; life and the lust to be free will always find a way.   In this period called the Age of Hope, heroes rose and, for quite some time, did not fall.  Some of these heroes had true hearts of gold and could see that evil did not have a place in the world.  Valor,  honor, and fearlessness were the virtues these heroes displayed as they rode into battle against evil.  Indeed, these battles were epic and people talked about them as if they were played out in front for the whole world to see.   Every generation these stories grew and changed but were always filled with hope and inspiration.  From these stories, new heroes were born to challenge the evil that always seem to be there.   However, as much as the heroics inspired the brave, the evilness of the world's enemies inspired the wicked.  Soon, evil banded together in the form of a powerful being of pure blackness, known as the Darklord.   


During this Age of Despair, the world was plunged into darkness and the heroes were at the final thread of defeat when one among them rose to challenge the Darklord's evil regime.  This man was known only as Oglithias, for past deeds made him banish his family name, and he defeated this unbeatable Lord of Darkness.


For awhile, evil seemed to creep back into the dark corners from which it came.  People began to believe once more and the stories of a thousand lost generations were found again and combined with new stories of Oglithias.  For years, all across the world, humans went through a renaissance of peace.  History would eventually call this period the Oglithian Renaissance and it would become the first, and perhaps last time this world would ever know the calm silence of true peace.  It was an amazing time full of exploration and adventure.  Places that were old became new once more and new lands were discovered all the time.  Humans set out to spread the word of good fortune and used their minds to create beautiful writings and poetry that displayed the world's affections for the heroes who so courageously brought them their peace.  


One group in particular, the Ninophiats, began to explore a different approach on the road to human enlightenment.  Led by the great Alexander Kintara, they brought up ideas that good and evil were the results of powers beyond the scope of the human mind.  Kintara, friend of Oglithias, was a great warrior in his own right but one day in battle, he was saved by what he called Divine Intervention.  After the war, he devoted his life to exploring these thoughts and through deeds kept hidden from human knowledge, created  a religion devoted to the worshiping of a powerful being called Radikus. 


Unfortunately, religion doesn't spread like heroic stories of old, and people began to make their own version of the original ideas of Kintara.    Over several generations, the various religions began to divide up the land and it's people.  A jihad broke out and tens of thousands perished.   During this time, the Blood Age, the Harbinger of Death Kalkus decided it was time to finally attack the humans in their moment of ultimate weakness.  Despite who or what the religions of the land claimed as true evil, this creature was the One True Evil.  An abomination cast out of the light, he has waited in the depths of sorrow for his time to reveal his ultimate creation:  The Fallen.  Born from both man and Kalkus, they were created to kill humans; strike at their hearts, body, mind, and soul with the swiftness of a viper.  To this day the threat of the Fallen grips the world's powers save for one kingdom...

Chapter One


On the continent of Portosisha there rests a powerful but peaceful kingdom called Dryefuss, ruled by King Dante Nermanu. As a just and fair king, his rule is one of innovation but also great hardship.  Surrounding kingdoms and the oppressive Diastone Church feel the need for it to be destroyed.   Between their enemies and its borders is a vast forest that is home to The Fallen.  No one can ever invade Dryefuss because of the demons.  


 The huge castle, Keep Kardington, sits on the edge of a cliff and all the villages and town that make up the Kingdom sit far below on the flat plains the mountain towers above. The mountain levels off into a downward slope for quick advancement both down and up to the villages below.  Within the face of the mountain are dozens of holes that also lead up to to the castle.  


Dryefuss' greatest advantage is also their greatest disadvantage: the forest.  A huge, sprawling, forest of as of yet untold acres surrounds the plains below.  The dark and dense green foliage hides a hidden evil that has plagued the planet itself for hundreds of thousands of years: the Fallen.  Living and lurking in the woods, they will kill anyone that ventures in and that includes advancing armies upon Dreyfuss. Unfortunately, these evil creatures hold no discrimination over flesh as they will also kill anyone from the kingdom who ventures out into the woods.  Because of this, the kingdom and its peoples are very much isolated from the rest of the world.  Once every three months, the Fallen Slayers gather up an armored caravan of horses, buggies, wagons, and men and head on out into the world to see how it has changed and what is happening.   


Huge amounts of resources and riches from Dryefuss are spent to have around the clock protection against the Fallen scourge.  Inside, out, and around the Kingdom over three hundred men patrol nonstop to make sure the Fallen stay at bay.   However, there is no amount of Fallen Slayers alive that could abate the beasts without the protection of the Wiorich, an ancient and mysterious race of mages who control the powers of magic, emotive, and physical prowess.  Within their race lies an inner circle of their most powerful simply called The Order who live far below underground. From here they pump out magic through the very pores of their bodies.  Together these magics combine to form an invisible but highly dense barrier of magical protection that keep the blood starved demons away from the town and castle perimeter.   

However, the darkness created by the Fallen is almost matched by the Diastone Church.    

The Church is corrupted and exerts its influence over the other Kingdoms.  They have yet to break Dante into their mold of thinking and his constant refusals to allow their preaching and influence only serves to provoke their madness for his kingdom.  High Lord Christoph, the head of the Church, is reluctant to outright destroy Dryefuss because of their success against the Fallen.    

Dante's Knights are considered the best in the land and they are in constant battle with the outside forces who are forever trying to dethrone their king. 

Uprisings, crime, and overpopulation in the other kingdoms have made their kings use drastic measures against their own people.  All this turmoil has called political complications within the Diastone Church.  A priest by the name of Dekken Crill has been pushing for an unholy alliance with the Fallen scourge.  He has the idea that the enemy of an enemy can be an ally and the demons can be used to topple King Dante.  

Chapter Two


Xian McGregor is the leader of the Dreyfuss' fallen slaying knights known as the Draiderick.  Their job is to provide around the clock protection from The Fallen and, should they attack, defend the kingdom.  The Draiderick have received highly specialized training to fight the Fallen are the considered the best of the best of the best of the best.  Despite their skills, a regular human could never hope to take on a Fallen and live through it.  Draiderick, including Xian, knights have been given a dose of magical energy call Cerenzine that gives them enhanced senses, strength, and reflexes.     


It starts out to be a night like any other, with Castle Kardington's market place  finally closing down, the last of the vendors gathering their supplies only to be back again in eight hours or so.   It had been a good day, thinks Xian to himself, as he patrols upon the northern most tower.  In this large tower he can almost see the entire breadth of the huge castle as it has the best vantage point.  In addition, this tour can also comfortable hold a dozen men and their weapons.   The bright, ivory, white of the Castle shines like a lighthouse on the edges of a dark shore.    


On this night, however, Xian isn't getting the feeling of pride and excitement for being part of such a successful kingdom.  No, on this night, he only feels the cold air blowing harshly against his dark blue tunic.  During the previous hours of the day, it was incredibly warm and that makes Xian nervous.  For reasons as of yet known, wind and cold often come before a Fallen attack.  It could be just be the natural weather  He is waiting for an attack he hopes doesn't come but if it does, he will be ready for it. 


Or so he thinks.


Drago and Claire are not supposed to be outside this late because the Fallen live in the woods that surround the kingdom.  No one is allowed outside the castle's walls at night without a good reason and only then with an armed escort.  Although Drago and Claire are both excellent fighters also trained in Falling slaying, even they should be weary of going out into the darkness.  Of course, the guards are not about to stop the prince from going where he pleases.


“Drago, something is wrong.  I feel like something bad is going to happen, very soon.” Claire says, her voice distressed.  She is a strong willed woman rarely shows fears but her visions usually leave her rattled and on edge.  Nervousness and nausea often follow.   


“Claire, it was your premonitions that led us out here.   Was it not dangerous to begin with,my lady?” Drago asks without stopping. 


Claire walks behind him, looking around for any unseen attackers, Fallen or otherwise.  She hates her premonitions but they have helped prevent the deaths of many people and stopped attacks before they started.


 She isn't originally from Kingdom Dryefuss but a land where people of a certain order or witches use magic.   Her mother had the same unusual visions and also the ability to do magic.  Where she was from, woman rarely became trained in the art of magic, unless they were a witch.   The magic order she was from became jealous of her great abilities and once she became the greatest, they betrayed her to the kingdom's council and turned her in as a witch.  



During her run from a squad of knights that were out to kill her, she gave birth to Claire.  Her vagabond adventures brought her to the step of King Dante's castle.  She was injured, weak, and soon died but a young Xian McGregor said he would make sure her daughter was taken good care of.   


She grew up along side Drago and her powers developed very early.  As progressive as Kingdom Dreyfuss can be, witches are still frowned upon.  However, once she managed to become a Dragon Slayer and proved herself in dozens of battles, people grew to trust her.  She is now an invaluable member of the Dragon Slayers and a constant companion of Drago.  She and Drago have been courting for quite some time but he has yet to ask her hand in marriage.  It probably won't happen anytime soon, she thinks.  Drago craves adventure and excitement, much like herself, and they are so busy with one quest or another, that they rarely even have time to be together except as comrades in battle.  Still, as long she is with him, she is satisfied.  If there is one thing she has learned in her young life its that she is lucky to be alive and will never take things for granted.     


“No,” she begins. “I just said my premonition was of a child lost in the woods.  I never said there was danger.  But there is now.”


“Calm yourself, my love,” he says with a wry smile. “Your visions always make you sick.”


Damn him, she thinks to herself.  Sometimes he likes to argue just for the hell of.  


“Drago, please.  A sense of dread often accompany worse visions, ones of danger.  Let us go back and at least get some more help.  On top of all this, the Fallen could be stalking us.”


“They are and have been since we entered the woods” is all Drago says before suddenly stopping dead in his tracks.


“Drago?” Claire asks, suddenly worried.


“I...thought I heard something,” Drago replies.


He looks at Claire and then back into the darkness in front of them.  Claire is right of course, he thinks.  She is a great warrior and he has never known her to show fear without good reasons. What she is feeling must be real.          


“Let us return.  Maybe we can get Xian or someone to help us,” he says.  


It works out anyway because Drago is beginning to loose energy.  Coming out here in the darkness without light would be a mistake that would never live past...the Fallen would probably have them within literally seconds.  Truth be told, he is more than a little nervous himself.  He should have brought lanterns or torches but the urgency of Claire's visions forced him to just use the magic of his swords as light.  He thought they would find what they need and just get out.  However, they have been out here longer than he anticipated and keeping his swords glowing has drained him.


They turn around and make their way back when Drago stops once more.


“Claire, tell me you don't hear that,” he asks, heart suddenly pumping at the faint sound of crying.  


“I do,” Claire responds, take out her crossbow and some arrows from the small quiver around her shoulder.  “It's him.  It is the kid.”


Swords gripped tightly in his hand, he starts off into the darkness once more but Claire stops him with a gentle tug of his arm.


“Drago?  We can't go after him.  It is too late.  We can just come back and get help,” she asks with the hope in her eyes that he will listen to her for once.


“What?  This kid is the one from your vision; the reason we are even out here.  We can't go back, Claire.  What will happen to him while we are gone?”


“You know what else was in my vision?” Claire begins. “ That sense of dread that I bet has something do with that kid.  Think, Drago, he has been out here in this darkness with the Fallen this long...it must be a trap.  We can't see him but we can hear him?  They have him close and are waiting.”


“We have come too far now.  If they see us leave they will just give up and kill the kid,” Drago says, voice elevated and body ready to fight off anything between him and the kid.  He and Claire are great fighters, especially together, and he hopes they can fight their way to the kid and back to the kingdom.


Claire curses herself for even being in this situation with Drago.  She should have known he would react this way.  Ever since his little sister died all those years ago, he has never turned his back on any child that could use his help.  He has always been compassionate for his fellow man, it is one of the reasons Claire finds him so alluring, but after little Illana's death he has become determined more than ever to protect the weak and speak for those who cannot.  


It may get them killed, she realizes as she notices how weak Drago's body is growing.


“Claire,” Drago says. “They are here.”

 
“Drago hold up your sword, now!” she yells.  


Instinct and reflexes honed in a lifetime of battle, Drago reacts instantly and raises his hand as high as he can.  The bright, green flames around the swords move slightly as two arrows fired from Claire's crossbow go through, hitting trees on the other side.  Almost immediately the trees light on fire and it quickly spreads.  


Drago knows why she did this and immediately takes of running towards the sounds of the crying child.  Damn it, thinks Claire, we should stay together. Claire reloads her crossbow and runs after him while growls and shrieks of the Fallen get louder....


High above the ground in the Castle's highest tower, shouts from another knight bring Xian's attention.  He looks out above and clearly sees the bright, green flames that started the fire that has now grown into a small inferno of red, yellow, and blue flames.  



“What in Sardonon's hell is that?” he says out loud although he already knows the answer.


Those green flames cannot be mistaken for anything other than the magic from Drago's swords.  And the colored smoke belong to the burning bodies of Fallen.  As they burn, their bodies melt away into smoke and fumes that burn the air into hues of blue and yellow.   Xian takes a base of action, issuing orders as he runs down the tower's stairs as fast as he can push himself.


“Slayers, sound the bell!  Jackson, Christian, and Harlow follow me, now!”


The four slayers come out from the tower and race down through the courtyard.  Two guards  are opening the large wooden door that leads down into the woods while two more sound the huge bell.  Upon achieving ascension to the throne, Dante created three different types of Knights; Dragon Slayers, Fallen Slayers, and Knights of the Round Table all defend the kingdom equally even though each have their own specific tasks.  These same Knights, and all their families, take up residence in the huge castle.  Although Fallen slaying is generally left to the Draiderick, all knights answer in an emergency.   Within a few minutes, a lot of people are coming out after being awaken by the roaring of the flames. 


“Everyone that isn't a Knight, get back into your rooms and lock the door.  All other Knights, grab your weapons and head out immediately into the woods,” Xian says while pushing his way through the frenzied crowd.  


Kids and mothers start crying while their husbands, brothers, and sons hurry to the Weapons Cache to get their gear.  Before Xian and his three Slayers can even get out of the main gate, he is joined with a dozen more men.  


With a quick side trip to the horse yard, they are soon racing towards the woods.  He doesn't really need the horses to be certain but when the horses slow down and become difficult to ride, Xian's fears come alive: the Fallen.  Drago, the brother he never had, is trapped in those forsaken woods surrounded by the Fallen.  And if Drago is in there, thinks Xian, then Claire is in there too.  


Only seconds after the flames take over the woods, the Fallen start to attack.  A couple fall 

out from a tree, their half burned bodies only enraging them further.; fire cannot kill them but it does cause them extreme pain.  They snarl their long, blood drenched tongues at Drago who quickly cuts their heads off with a swift swing and keeps going.  Behind him, he can hear the swift and deadly fire of Claire's crossbow as she shoots them when they jump down at her from the burned trees.    


He hears the kid still crying and it makes him all the more determined.  A sudden grab from a Fallen who has burst forth from the ground causes him to trip but he immediately turns his waist around, bringing his left arm around with it and cutting the head off.  Soon as he gets up, a falmming branch falls onto his back. He rolls around but is picked up by two of Fallen, one grabbing his legs and the others grabbing his feet, and they throw him hard against a tree.  Trying to save his back, he does a mid-air roll  His back is saved but some ribs are broken against the tree.  Before he can even get up the two Fallen come at him while another attacks from above, hidden within the branches.  He reaches up and grabs the demon's wrists.  Holding on tight he flips the creature over onto the other two.  With one high round house kick he knocks them all down at once and beats them down with a flaming log he picked up after landing from the kick.  


A volley of arrows race by his head and cut down several more of the dark creatures.  Drago winces with the pain of his broken ribs but gets a new lease on energy when the kid comes back into ear shot.  


“Drago!” Claire says but suddenly screams, “Behind you!”


Claire fires an arrow but she is knocked down by a Fallen who tackles her from behind.  The  arrow is thrown off its mark and stabs hits Drago in the upper thigh.  Through the sudden pain, he can't move fast enough and is grabbed from behind and squeezed hard.  He can feel the hot, stinky, molded breath of the Fallen on his neck.; the smells of dead, rotten flesh and vile saliva penetrate his nostrils.


“Don't fight, human, and you might just live to serve us!” the creature says with a voice of many.


“I will die first!,” yells Drago.  Fighting the urge to pass out, he reaches down into his boots and pulls out a knife.  Reaching around the disgusting creature's neck, he stabs it behind the head.  The creature howls in pain, the shrieking hurting Drago's ears so bad he falls to the ground, eyes closed and ears beginning to bleed.  Through the pain, he looks to see Claire wrestling with the one that just tackled her.  


“Off of me, demon!” she says.


She arches her right hand back and jams it into the Fallen's nose.  Bone breaks through the skin and out into the open.  Claire grabs hold of the protruding nose bone and yanks down, ripping the face off the Fallen's head.  She steps on his head and goes to help Drago. The creature starts yelling again, putting Claire back to the ground in pain. 


“Claire!” Drago screams.  


Fighting past the pain, Drago stands on his hands and pushes back, his powerful feet ramming hard into the sternum of the Fallen.  He gets up just as Drago's fists crashes into his broken sternum over and over.  With a thought, Drago mentally commands his swords back to his arms.  They cut through the air, killing several Fallen on their way to their target who is immediately severed in half. 


Picking his swords up from the dead creature, Drago yells, “Come on, vile beasts!”


He turns back around to check on Claire, which he quickly learns was a huge mistake.  His return gaze is met with a huge backhand from one of the largest vampires he has ever seen.  The evil creature stands nine feet tall with black armor covering his chest and lower torso.  His huge arms end with clawed fingers that match is equally clawed feet.  


With a deep, growling voice he spits out, “I am Bal-Rog, Destroyer of Human Souls!”  Drago's trained ear catches the sounds of nothing but the forest burning around him; all the fighting has stopped.  Claire has been captured and his being held back by another vampire, she is locked in his arms and cannot escape.  He must be some sort of great warrior among these creatures, Drago thinks.  Everyone is going to watch this fight.  


“It means nothing to me, demon. You are my enemy,” Drago says.  “You are nothing.” 


Bal-Rog growls so loud that Drago feels it down to his bones; his bones ache and feel as if they are about to jump of his body.  He falls back slightly so when Bal-Rog rams him, he uses his own weight against him to send him crashing in a roll towards Claire and her opponent.  The other Fallen are in the background, eyes the only thing keeping them from being unseen.  Should Drago defeat him, they will swarm around.  He knows there isn't any escape and realizes there was never a child.  The only thing he can do is kill the lead demon and take as many of the others out with him as he can.    


Right before Bal-Rog rolls into them, Claire locks her legs behind a fallen and turns her body, throwing him in front.  The huge demon crashes into the smaller one's legs and all three fall into a heap.  
Drago is on them immediately and stabs them both in the back.  The one that held Claire implodes upon itself as the embrace of death takes them way from this plain of reality forever.  Bal-Rog stands straight up and removes the sword from his back.  In his attempt to break it in half he is surprised when he can't and even more surprised when Claire jumps on his back and breaks his neck with a head twist.  His head turns completely around back to normal position and he throws Claire off of him.  Drago kicks him hard in the sternum but the pain of his ribs keeps him from using too much force. 


Before his leg can come back down, Bal-Rog grabs it and breaks it.  Drago goes down, his leg now completely limp and useless.  


"Drago!" cries Claire but it is too late.


The savage attack from Bal-Rog throws the other Fallen into a frenzy and they swarm around her, growling and spitting blood.  


Their mistake, thinks Drago.  His ribs and right leg are broken but long as he still has the ability to swing his swords, all is not lost.  He won't go down without a fight and there isn't always strength numbers; they can't all attack at once.  He will pick them off one by one and hope Claire can quickly slip away.  Two of them bursts their way through the crowd and Drago uppercuts one as it reaches for Claire.  The other is thrown down on the ground when Drago grabs his wrists and pulls as hard as he can.  Quickly gaining the upper hand, Drago's places a knee against the Fallen's cheek.  Pushing past the pain, he puts pressure on the creatures neck and crushes it. Although not dead, it is out of the fight for a moment.


Another Fallen tries to reach from behind and grab him while another charges from the front.  He twists the arm of the Fallen and then swings it into the advancing one.  Soon as their bodies mash together, Drago impales them with his remaining sword.  He immediately falls to the ground on his good leg, too tired from the pain to stand up for more than a couple kills.  The fire is getting closer now and through the smoke and haze more Fallen keep coming.  He keeps slicing and cutting while trying to get Claire back into his line of sight  She is in the fight once more but only has a few arrows left.  As all seems lost, they hear the galloping of a dozen horses....


Riding as fast as he can, Xian leads the pack of Knights.  His heart is beating a thousand times a second, almost as fast as he is whipping the hind quarters of the horse, trying to gain as much speed as 

possible.  The horses are wanting to slow down and soon as they reach the edge of the clearing, the forest gives away to burning brush.   His horse rears up at sight of the flames, knocking Xian hard to the ground.


"You fucking beast!" he yells and kicks it, causing it to run back towards the castle.  He motions for the others to stop but they are all too close.  The blast from the woods knocks the rest of them off their mounts.  Xian is flattened against the ground, splinters of wood hitting his body.


Soon as the blast goes off, dozens of Fallen are flattened and killed instantly.  Drago only lives through it because he is on the ground, pinned by a Fallen.  He sees Claire and the other Fallen.  They aren't attacking her but are just hovering around them both.  Her gaze meets his and they both understand what the other one knows: this wasn't an ordinary trap.  This was a plan put into motion by someone with more intelligence than these howling beasts.  The goal tonight wasn't to slaughter anyone who came into their woods looking for the supposed child.  Tonight was about capturing the son of the king; he was never meant to be killed or for him to take down all these Fallen.  There will be no bites or lost body parts this time; there is only the finality that they wanted him for whatever reasons and now they have him.


"Claire, get out of here!" he screams just as another blasts goes off.  This one goes off very close and throws him off the ground and into a small group of Fallen who proceed to beat him.  Out of the corner of his eye he sees that it is Ibernian Witches throwing magical bombs. 


Drago screams so  primal that even the Fallen stand and stare for a minute.  In a last ditch effort to make time for Claire to escape, he starts throwing punches left and right.  He finally connects to one and releases his fingers to pull down on the demon's face.  Drago's nails scrap up flesh and bend and break to reach the throat.  Pushing in and pulling out as hard as he can, he rips the throat right out of it.  Another Fallen goes down after Drago digs his fingers into it's eye sockets and rips the skin off his face with a quick wrenching tear.


The crackling sound of the raging inferno covers up the screams of the girl who has always loved him.  Fallen continue to attack her; her concern for Drago is too high for her to care about defending herself as she tries to run at Drago, though she knows there is nothing she can do for him now.   She continues to scream as Fallen cut and slice her body.   Drago throws himself on top of her, hoping they will spare her by focusing their attacks on him instead. 


High above the sky, upon sticks made of severed arms of their past victims, the witches cackle in the moonlight.  The smoke swirls up and mixes in with their red eyes, creating a ghastly look.  Hovering in one place they appear as ghosts in the night.  Drago's memories flash back painfully to the time that one such witch captured his sister and started the downward spiral that became his own life.    


Emotionally and physically drained, he doesn't even try to get out of the way when they suddenly fly towards him but instead dodges from falling down accidently.   Xian McGregor and his fellow Knights are now in the forest, cutting Fallen as they go and jumping over flaming branches.  Xian reaches Drago first and picks him up but Bal-Rog hits him hard in the back, grabs him by the neck and holds him up in front of the other slayers.  


"I kill him if you come closer!" he snarls.  


The slayers all have their bows cast at him but dare not take a chance of hitting their leader.  


"Kill this son of a whore and get the Prince out of here!" Xian says. Upon hearing his mentor's voice, Drago gets a second wind and  suddenly lashes out with his sword  and cuts halfway into the neck of Bal-Rog, who drops Xian.  He falls and dunks out of the way  as a volley of a hundred arrows impale Bal-Rog.  In the sudden change of tide, no one notices the witches coming down from within the flames.  They throw out ropes of magic and bound Drago by his feet, hands, and neck.  They fly off suddenly, Drago hanging helplessly in the air.  He shouts Clair's name and she his.  On her knees and sobbing, the Fallen close in around them.  The Slayers struggle to fight them off and, Bal-Rog, who was barely hurt by the arrows, joins in the fight once more.  Many trees are falling now, scattering both human and Fallen.  Both sides decide to retreat but Xian's anger gets the best of him.  He attacks Bal-Rog alone with no weapons and suffers the price: Bal-Rog grabs him by the shoulders and swings him into a tree.  His legs hit and break instantly.  The huge demon runs off and Xian is pulled out of the all consuming flames...

Chapter Three


His sword crashes through the wooden book shelf.  It was a thick book full of tombs that were so dusty that  the original cover color has long since been lost.  The swing was powerful and true but the sword barely cuts through, leaving jagged edges and frayed ends on both the wood and the books. 


"Please Xian, I understand your frustration but we need to keep a level head," pleads the King.  Normally he wouldn't allow such a childishness display of rage but this night, above all others, is different.


"Level headed?   This is the Prince of our kingdom.  This is your damn son!" Xian screams and pushes the bookshelf over.  Various subordinates and other knights cast their heads down, unsure of what to do.  Some are feeling as mad as Xian but just too afraid to show it.  Others are scared because they are not used to seeing the leader of the Fallen Slayers so bent out of shape.  Then again, it was Drago that was taken only hours ago.  The knights can still feel the heat from the fire that threatened to engulf them all.


Hectic Mortimor, leader of the Knights of the Round Table, advances towards Xian.  His sword 

is in the hilt but his hand is upon the handle.  This is a subtle yet powerful gesture that Xian should back off.  


"You are out of line, solider!" Mortimor says sternly.  Other knights behind him also get ready to do battle.  They all like Xian but will not allow him to continue this farce.  Behind Xian, his own Knights lock eyes with their friends that could very soon become enemies.


Xian, perhaps realizing his rage will get him no where or maybe satisfied in his destruction, spits on the floor, throws his sword into the ground and speaks.  Everyone listens intently.  


Falling to one knee and bowing to his king he quietly says, "I implore you to do what needs to be done."


Everyone in the room holds their breath.  Eyes are wide with fear and wonderment.  Even the Queen places a lithe hand on her King's shoulder, as if to steady him from such a devious blow.  It is never the place of a Knight to question his king's orders or give them to him, even a knight respected as Xian McGregor.


In a display of equivocalness, something that no other king would do at this point, he bows down to Xian, eyes level with his as he sits on on knee as well.


"Xian, I love you as I have loved your father before you.  You are an invaluable asset to my court, my people, and my Kingdom.  However, what you ask I simply cannot give.  The Church is too harsh of an enemy to have battering down my gates, my friend," he say with an honest display of sad affection.


Xian, completely ignoring the respect that he didn't even deserve, hastily stands up and points a finger at the King's chest.


"You are a great king, the very best in all the Known Lands.  I serve you proudly but you need to grow a spine.  Forget the Church. They have no say in this."


Gasps ring out and a silence a thousand years wide hits the room like a ton of bricks.  Mortimor is about to say something but the King beats him to it.  With eyes flashing white hot rage, he screams.


This King, this gentle king that strives to be different that all other rulers, actually screams at one of his knights.   


"Xian McGregor, Son of Aso McGregor, and leader of my Fallen Slayers! I can respect a soldier's wishes but do not think of me as a fool.  I am not a weak old man and have done what is necessary to help my Kingdom a thousand times over.  But I will not and cannot have the forest burned down or touched in any way.  You are the one with no say over this.  Get out of my castle.  Come back only when you have respect for the man who has given you life itself!"


Mortimor walks calmly up to Xian and punches him in the face.  


"Leave me your sword and armor.  You do not deserve it," he says before turning to walk out.  Everyone, shocked by the events that have transpired, follows the court as well.  Only one loyal Fallen Slayer remains, Xian's best friend, Rick.


"Xian, let us get you home to your wife," he says calmly as he helps his friend up from Mortimor's gauntlet backed blow.  


His dreams are peaceful, for once.  But even the best of men have haunted dreams.  One can try  to show honor, valor, and even a genuinely good spirit but once you start killing, the dreams turn into nightmares and the blood never stops flowing.  Drago, despite his good natured personality, was not an exception to this rule.  Anyone who met the young lad instantly liked him.  They felt like they knew him his whole life and he felt the same way to any person he met, no matter who they were.  However, in the end, he was still a Knight.  Still a soldier.  He has taken many lives, especially for someone who is so young.  Since the death of his sister and claiming of his first kill, Drago's life changed and he became a warrior.  Despite the blood that would forever stain his hands, the blood that would continue to be added to it, he kept his will, body, mind, and soul in tact.  


The dreams, the nightmares, still came.  He would see the faces of the people he had killed 

every time he laid down to sleep.  Before he went to bed he would tell himself, right after his prayers to the One God, that he has killed for good.  He has killed to protect his Kingdom.  To protect his King and his family  But the nightmares still came.


  As he was taken away by the witches, his mind won't let him wake up.  He only knows he is enjoying the rare moment of peaceful bliss. 


Not until the smoke from the charred forest enters his nostrils does he wake up.  Unfortunately, the nightmare still unfolds for him and will for many years.  


It is a perfect day.  The sun is high in the sky, sending rays of light down upon the earth.  It is warm but not so warm as to ruin a nice stroll on an open field.  The field does look very inviting, thinks Drago.  It looks so inviting that he wishes he did not have to walk it alone.  This a day that more than one person should enjoy, he thinks.  He looks over and suddenly a small child is walking towards him.  He takes her hand and the two walk slowly through the field.  Her small giggles and skipping steps provide amusement for the both.  Yes, a very good day.  Suddenly the girl is very far away and crying.  She calls out Drago's name and he takes off running.  No matter how close he gets or how fast he runs, she still seems that much farther away.  


The sky is blackening and a thunder storm begins to rage.  He finally catches up to the girl just as it begins to rain hard upon them.  He shields her tiny body with his own, much like a shield would protect a knight in battle.   The rain is very warm and gets warmer.  Soon the rain is burning their clothes and their skin.  The girl starts crying and pushes away from Drago.  He tries to grab her back to shield her from the falling flames but it is futile.  She catches on fire, burning until there is nothing but ash.  A flash of thunder sounds and the face of a dark evil flashes in front of him and he screams.  A hellfire rages, explosions blow around him as the ground comes up beneath him.  He is thrown into the air as witches catch him and take him away. Below him he can see the Fallen following, mocking him with harsh words and gestures.


He suddenly wakes up from his mind's painful ordeal, covered in sweat.  Within seconds he remembers everything that happened in the forest and knows he must escape.  He is bound by a large magical rope; the thick, green energy surrounds in body in a coil that ends on the back of a witche's broom.   Next to her, on either side, are two more witches.  They must be taking him to the Fallen's lair.  Trying not to panic, Drago attempts to wrestle free as they fly over a group of thick trees.  He might not survive the fall but its a better chance than hitting clear ground.


He then realizes that his swords are not on their sheaths.  Of course, the Fallen would take them.  
Are they back in the forest?  If so, he will not be able to call them that long of a distance.  They came from a witch, who are tied in with the Fallen.  Could they be with the Fallen?  He strains his head to look down and he sees Fallen running below him; they are escorting the witches in case Drago should somehow escape.  As they hit a spot of moonlight, he sees something glistening on the back of one of the demons.  His swords, it must be.  Drago was trained by Xian McGregor himself to know everything there is about these evil Pitt spawn.  He knows that if those Fallen were powerful ones they would be flying with the witches.  They could be powerful but weakened after their fight with Drago in the forest not too long ago.  Either way, they shouldn't have any magical shields on the swords.  Drago breathes in and out before closing his eyes to concentrate.  The turbulence from the witches' flying keeps making his ride bumpy; he looses his concentration on the swords many times.  An hour passes and he finally gets a magical grip one of them.  With a mental yank bound by magic, the sword lets loose from the Fallen and flies through the air.  Having trouble controlling it fully due to an obvious concussion, the sword doesn't stop and impales Drago as it cuts through the magical rope.  It isn't a vital spot but that isn't on his mind at the moment.


Falling down towards the ground is his most pressing concern.

 Chapter Four


Portias RedDeath isn't a patient man; the longer he goes without killing something,  the more the urge to kill grows.  He isn't sure if its because of the accident he had years ago that makes his lust for killing so bad or if he was just born like that.  Either way, he doesn't care because he likes what he has become.  Growing up, he was  teetering on the edge of sanity.  Sometimes he would indulge his urges in killing animals and framing it on other kids in the church.   The only other child that could possibly match his cruelty was Dekken Crill.  The two became friends and when they got together usually nothing good became of it.  Unfortunately, Crill was the smarter of the two.  He excelled quicker and learned the basics of magic and used his first potion on his own friend.  Crill had told him the potion would make him stronger but he failed to mention he would be under Crill's control.    That night he was changed and the years of repressed blood lust bonded with his new body and mind.  It formed a dangerous but sick young man into the strong and brutal Portias RedDeath and he would forever kill for his friend.  


"Crill, I've been waiting for weeks.  That is longer that I've ever waited for anything," he says coldly.  His voice, ever since his transformation, has always been cold and devoid of emotion.  


"You've never waited for anything, Portias.  Your whole life has been giving yourself the instant pleasure of the kill," Crill says, not even looking up from his books.  


"Perhaps I should kill you, then and end the wait?" 


Not even the slightest bit alarmed, Crill sighs and closes the book.  He looks up at his friend and has to stop for a few seconds to marvel at his creation.   Though he is of average height for a male, he is a very imposing figure.  He has large, well shaped muscles and shoulders broad as a large door.  Most of his skin is red but for two thick sections of black skin that stretch from under his armpits, down his side and stop at his lower thigh.   His face is pure scornf, not even given the ability to smile.  Fangs and horns on top of his head round out the fearsome package; he looks very much like a demon. After the potion, Crill continued to study the Dark Arts and conjured up a demon to steal Portious' soul.  When he has first got into the dark arts, Crill did conjure up a demon to steal his soul.  But the bonding process of the soul to his friend didn't quite work as well as he had hoped.  As it stands, the demon's soul is inside but not melded well with Portia's mind.  Because of this, Portias is prone to random acts of violence, torn between himself and the demon inhabiting him.  


"You do that and you will never be whole again," begins Crill.  He walks up to his friend and gases into his lifeless eyes.  "I know you can feel it.  You can feel the constant struggle your soul and the demon is waging against each other.  You are both evil and think you can't live in the same body.  I know it hurts.  I know it makes you angry."


Portias goes comatose and spaces out for a few minutes.  Crill's demonic charm spell must be done several times a week for the loose bonding magic to hold.   Now, Portias is once again himself but 

no less dangerous.   


"Then let us hurry up.  You've been down here for weeks, surely you must be ready to begin by now?" he asks but really its more of a demand.    "I though you were the master of all magic?"


"It isn't that easy and you know it.  The church makes it hard to be secretive and I must still keep up my duties if I am to become Arch Priest one day," Crill says, extremely annoyed.  Portias can never understand and after the charm spell usually forgets the over all goal.  He wants short term results but the longterm is where Crill will truly become powerful.  


Because he was raised by the Church under one of its most powerful members, he has access to almost everything.  In recent times, the Church has made some effort to return to its godly roots, as a ruse to get people to join their cause, so the Inner Arcane Dark Sanctum has been off limits.  Crill makes his way down here several times a week but sometimes only for a few hours at a time.  His latest project is to raise a more powerful demon, to further test his bonding magic.  Where he failed with Portias, he will succeed.  


On himself.  


Taking off his armor was like taking off his skin.  He felt completely exposed without it.  It was as if everyone who saw him could see through to his very core.  Xian flees to a cliff to think.  He was married on the edge of his cliff and it has since become his favorite place to be when he needs some alone time.


"What the hell is happening to me?" he exclaims softly to himself.  Yes, Drago is like a brother to him but the King...well, he is the King.  He should, and does, have more respect for him than that.  He should go apologize but he still hasn't cooled off yet.  Respect doesn't mean he has to agree blindly, either.   


"He wasn't wrong, you know.  About giving you life, that is," his best friend says.  


"Yeah," is the only reply that Xian gives.  Too much is on his mind to speak at the moment. The king was right though, just like his friend say.  All those years ago, he was within his dying mother.  His father was too injured to do the birth but the King himself found them and delivered him on the spot.  But Xian still can't get over the fact that the king won't do what really needs to be done.  He knows, though, that he isn't just mad about all this over Drago.  Without a doubt, Xian cares for Drago and would sacrifice himself on a moment's notice to save his life.  Hell, he would even trade places with him.  He would much rather be at the clutches of the Fallen than have the young price be there instead, facing those unknown horrors.  


"The forest should be burned.  It should have been razed decades ago," Xian begins.  "If so, we might not have as bad of a problem with these cursed demons."


"Then we would have the Church and its minions beating down our castle's door," his friends replies. "Much of a problem as the Fallen so obvious are, the Church are tens times worse."


"I don't know about that but I have to agree with you," Xian says.  “Dealing with the Fallen is bad enough.  We wouldn't survive if we had to the Church to attend with either.”


He won't admit it outloud, his rage is just now starting to quell but still burns enough to keep certain truths to himself, but his friend is right.  The Diastone Church is the key to all of this.


The Church reign never really ended.  After all the kingdoms came together to destroy the oppressive religious regime, they did go away but were not completely destroyed.  The  Diastone religion is, at it's core, a peaceful thing that promotes wellness and a forgiving God.  However, the Diastone Church uses a much more corrupted version.  With an iron fist, they enforced their religion across the land and started many holy wars and brutal inquisitions.    


In recent years they have come back, perhaps even bigger because they have done so in secret.  Using their influence on all things political they have infested the laws of the land while becoming advisors on many a king's court.  Like a hot fog on a cold morning, their words flow over a King's ears and cloud up everything until no one can see; until no one can discern what is happening until, once again, the Church has control. 


Unlike other kingdoms, Dryefuss has a different history with the Church.  Dante can openly defy them because of the Fallen.  There isn't another kingdom that can fight them off like Dreyfuss so as long as the Fallen exists, so does Dryefuss' freedom but both sides know this uneasy truce will eventually break.  


"We still need a plan, Rick," Xian asks, eyes full of determination.  His friend has been with him through many a adventure.  Even if Xian has showed his ass, he will still stick by him. He knows Xian is a good man and everyone loses their temper on occasion. Besides, it isn't like the moment didn't warrant such an outburst.  The prince, the only son of the King and Queen, is missing and possibly dead.   Rick realizes he said that last part out loud.  


"No, I don't think he is dead.  If they wanted him dead then they would not have taken him.  In fact, the more I think about the more it becomes clear they wanted him specifically."


"That does make since, I suppose.  They didn't really seem like they were there to attack or kill us."


"And that is what makes me nervous.   When a creature who kills without mercy or question decides not to kill...well, that is when we really should be on our guard."


"Do you think I was too hard on him?"  The king says as he sits hunched over in his chair, while

rubbing his chin, a act of his when worried.  


The chamber he resides is without a doubt magnificent.  Its ceiling stretches so high that it is somewhat of a danger to go up there and make repairs, should the need arrive.  The floor is blood red marble with gold trim all around it.  The wide room has a large throne sitting against the back wall that over looks a large pulpit where he can speak to his followers or have war meetings.  Huge glass chandeliers kept lighted with magic hang everywhere, casting off almost any shadow that could find its way into the room.  It was designed like this on purpose.  A big room with no way to hide in the darkness will keep out any Fallen who make their way in or keep any would be assassin out of the way.  


"No, Sire, you were not.  Xian is a good man.  We all know this. But sometimes even the most loyal of subjects need to be reminded their place," she says tersely.


Drago's mother is quite the woman and a mirror opposite of the King, her husband of 30 years. Whereas as the King speaks softly and is gentle, she is of a more stubborn stock.  She always speaks her mind with a truthful clarity that is at once both refreshing and searing.    


"As always, you are right my love," he says.  He walks over to her, taking her hand and gently kissing the top of it.  "But come, it is time for my lady's sleep while me and the men talk of more violent things."


She bows her head, trying to hide her tears that she didn't ever want to show.


"Find our son, please.   I cannot go on without him," is all she says before running off to bed.  The king grabs her gently and pulls her close as she starts bawling loudly.  He brushes back her long auburn hear and quiets her.


"Now, now.  We have raised Drago to be a strong will and tough old boy.  It is more likely he will find us before we even get started on our journey!" he says, although he doesn't believe.  He looks into his queen's eyes and knows that she doesn't either.  


Drago was hoping on the vicious tendencies of the Fallen to save his own life once he cut himself free of the Witches' magic.  Well before he hits the ground, one of the fallen jumps up and catches him with open arms.  Even weak fallen are many times stronger than the average man so he decides to act quick.  After all, these demons may be weaker but they must be strong enough to guard  him, an obviously important package that they want alive for whatever reasons. He places his palms flat on the demon's chest, ignoring the cold sensation of death that exudes out of their very pores and pushes off hard, going into a body roll, hits the ground, jumps up with his powerful, well trained , legs and knees it hard in the chin.  Its head whips back and is severed when Drago swings his sword through its neck.  


The other two fallen were too surprised to attack quickly but have now formulated an attack.  One of them jumps straight up in the air while the other one tries to dive for the prince's legs.  They are either incredibly stupid or were never told about Drago's ability to mentally control his swords; his second sword flies away from the high jumping falling and enters into its back, coming out the heart and killing it before it even hits the ground.  The last Fallen lands face first into the forest floor after missing his tackle when Drago easily jumps up a couple feet off the ground.  He lands in the small of the demon's back and breaks his spine into pieces.  Another quick head severing seals the deal of death.  Drago's only thought is to get close to the Castle as possible.  The other knights, probably lead by Xian or Mortimor, are on their way to save him.  At least he hopes they are.  


Since the Fallen need him alive they will be more apprehensive when fighting him.  That is probably the reason the Witches captured him, as they would be less apt to kill him immediately.  In the excitement, he forgot about them.  His memory, however, quickly returns when bolts of white, red, and green energy start firing down upon him.  He runs zig zag to avoid the fire and dives into a thick row of bushes in front of a large group of trees. 


Confident that his friend's rage is over, Dekken Crill opens back his tome and reads for just a few minutes.  He pitches the book at RedDeath who catches it and just stares at it.


"Studying requires patience.  Let us begin," he finally says.


RedDeath gives something close to a smile as possible for him and tosses the book back down on the desk.  He watches Crill walk over to a pulley chain on the other side of the room.  As he pulls it a space in the floor opens up and an extremely large bird cage rises.  


"This girl will be the first test.  If it works then we can go from here.  Tonight," Crill says.  


The young woman looks like the most terrified person in the entire world.  Her skin has gone clammy and completely white.  She is shaking so loud that they can hear her teeth clattering together.  Her head and eyes dart around constantly and she has cried so much that the skin under her eyes is water damaged.


"Who is this girl?" asks RedDeath.


"Does it matter?" Crill replies harshly, even though he knows to him that it does.  RedDeath may be known for his fine ability to kill but he has a sense of honor.  He only kill those who directly impose him from reaching his goals.   It is how he has trained is blood lust.  He just  holds it on for a real opportunity to use it.   He would never go out into a village and take some random girl like Crill apparently has.  That would mean his blood lust would gain control over him and he would lose himself even further.  


"If we don't test the next soul capture on her then what if it goes wrong on you?  Do you want to be Portious DeadDeth?" Crill says sarcastically. "If you want to obtain your goal then you need to be whole again.  And you are going to need my power.  Not only will this test let us know if  we can fix you but it will also give me a good idea as to how far I am towards my own goals."


RedDeath nods slightly and Crill returns a huge smile.   


"How are you holding up, Claire?" asks Jen Woo.  She places a comforting hand on her friend and sits down beside her on a wood pile.  


Anyone who sees the two together couldn't find a more different pair of people.  Claire is wearing fine silk clothes.  The top is solid black with random patterns of white flowers.  The bottom matches it exactly, so much that it look like it is all one piece.  She doesn't like one pieces though because they hamper her mobility.  Her hair is put up into a bun in the back with ivory sticks to hold it in place.  In every sense of the word she looks like the kind of girl that wouldn't be caught dead in the city of peasants, much less talking to one.   Jen Wood is a stark contrast; her clothes, while definitely not ragged or moth eaten, do indeed look like second rate rags to her royal friend.  Her face is dirty from long hours cleaning various houses for money and her hair probably hasn't been combed in weeks.  She isn't an ugly girl and given the money that Claire has to her name she could probably be just as pretty, if not more so.


 "I'm sad, Jen," is all Claire can bother to say at this point.


"That is, of course, understandable to be sad after your boyfriend has disappeared," she says.


Claire suddenly snaps and venomously says to her friend, "I am not sad for myself.  I am sad for Drago.  And he has disappeared, Jen.  He was captured.  Stolen."


Jen looks like she is about to cry, the sensitive girl she is.  She gets up quickly to leave but Claire, feeling bad for an uncharacteristic outbursts, gently grabs her wrist and pulls her back down.  They embrace and Claire starts crying. She pulls away, trying her best to hide her tears. 


"I'm so sorry Jen, it's just that--" she begins to say but is cut off with a wave by Jen's hand.


"It is OK.  I understand.  It's OK," she repeats a few times.  "So do you and the Knights have a plan?"


Claire gets rid of the tears and quickly regains her composure.  Like Jen said, she is a knight.  She should be brave and strong for Drago, not a weak willed girl with nothing to do except cry.  Just because she dresses lady like when she is off the battlefield doesn't mean she has to act like a scared rich snob.


"We do.  Xian McGregor is arguing the point right now.  I'm honestly not sure what is going to happen with his plan."


"You sound as if you really don't care one way or the other, Claire," she says.


"I hope that Xian's plan does go well and if it does, I will be right there beside him for sure.  However, I am going to do something whether Xian gets the go ahead or not."   


"I see.  Is there anything anyone in the village can do?" she asks, clearly concerned.


Much like Drago, Claire would make it a point to visit the lower peasant villages below the cliff of the castle at least a couple times a week.  The king treats his people the very best that he can but a peasant is still a peasant.  They make their trade mostly through fishing but there are other things to do to make a living.  The King made it a point to never hire anyone to be a royal blacksmith just so the ones in the village could find work.  Most of them make highly crafted weapons and those usually find their way into the hands of many a knight. 


She smiles big at the girl and shakes her head politely.  "You have done enough by just talking and listening to me."  


"Just don't take it out on yourself.  None of this is your fault.  You fought bravely, that much I am sure of," Jen says.   


"I think maybe it is my fault.  My fault for the way I feel, anyway," she says.  


"However do you mean that?" she says gasping.  Jen has always looked up to the knights and is happy she has become best friends with one.  She just can't imagine Jen being at fault with what has happened to Drago.


"It's my fault because I fell in love with him.  My father told me not to," she says.  


With genuine shock the sweet but naive girl says, "Oh my goodness, he did?  I can't imagine anyone having problem with Lord Drago!  Such a sweet boy, even if he is a little violent."


Claire chuckles at that and replies, "Not because of who he is.  My father loves our King so much that he loved Drago the moment he was first born.  No, there is nothing but love for Drago.  My father didn't want me to get involved with him because we work so closely together, he thought it would just cause problems."


"And did it?"


"It did when I fell in love with him.  If I didn't love him so much then I guess none of this would matter.  I feel ashamed for only thinking of myself."


"It would still be about him, Claire.  He is Lord Drago!  Prince and only son to our King.  On top of all that he is also my commander.” 


"I suppose you are right.  Anyway, what are your plans for the day?" she asks her friend.


"Trying to get everyone around here to work.  Since Drago was captured everyone is too busy being worried about him.  Some of the villagers are even thinking about heading out into the forests themselves."


Surprised by that she grabs her friend by the hand and leads her to the village council.


"Come, girl.  We must speak with the leaders.  We cannot let anyone take this into their own hands.  Xian McGregor and the Knights will handle the search for Drago.


King Xzen sits among his subordinates.  They all watch him stuff his face while they get nothing except hungry bellies.  He usually gives them the leftovers....which is thin meat on hard bones.    He is a large, bulbous man whose girth is exceeded only by his appetite.  Unfortunately, his appetite doesn't stop at just food; he craves violence and torture.  He is much too lazy to ever physically do anything himself but he will definitely order killings and watch them with a evil twinkle in his eye.  Worse of all, he loves the Arena.  


Located in the bottom of an inactive volcano, the Arena is where Kings and Slavers come to place bets on their best warriors.   Arena fighting, for centuries, was a mainstream event.  At its peak  gathered thousands of people per event.  Eventually society pushed forward and it was banned.  However, it still very much exists in the underground.  Unscrupulous people from the world over come to watch great fighters kill each other for people's pleasure and bets.   Since it is now illegal, it also attracts quite a number of evil fighters, undesirables, and slaves who can't help themselves.  These people themselves attract prostitution, drugs, and  black market weapon trading.  


King Xzen is in the process of starting up a new event but he mostly just needs combatants.  He tends to run low on those because he keeps them in piss poor living quarters and beats them dozens of times a week. 


“Where are we with the searching for combatants?” he says while spittle and food fly out of his mouth.  Some of it hits his guests in the face but they dare not say anything.   He would not strike them for that requires reaching but he would be quick to order their execution from the armada of guards that sit behind him.  He is very paranoid man and will not go anywhere unprotected.  Several attempts have been made on his life; several of his soldiers have meet their death by sacrificing themselves.  Rumors abound that he has them under mind control but nothing can be proven. 


One of his people stands up, a sickly looking man with nervous body gestures.  


“Sir, we are in the process of sending out the summons right now.  We should hear back within the next couple of weeks,” he says and quickly sits down and adverts his eyes.


“Good.   How many people?” he asks again.


Someone else names off a long list of people that will be receiving the invites and King Xzen grunts his approval.


“You forgot one.  Make sure the Fallen are there.   They surely have the finest warriors as well,” he says.


“We will have to have the event at night time then,” someone says.


“Who said that?” Xzen belches.  


A tall man raises his hand and Xzen motions for one of his guards.   Without emotion or pause, the knight walks up to the man and guts him with his sword then walks back into place with the other guards without such a minor display of emotion. 


“I'm not an idiot! I know it must be a night. Leave me, everyone!” the king yells in yet another outburst that has left someone dead.  “When you find more warriors for me, hang this man's body in their living quarters so they might fear me.”

Chapter Five


Darken, King of the Fallen, stands in the middle of his cave.  A man was recently captured from the villages and his body was hollowed out.  In the center where his body dips down a crude mirror was placed so that Darken may talk to the Lord of Pitt.  The bad part?  The unfortunate man is still alive.  It seems the energy required to fuel the otherworldly contact between the two demons works best when it is transferred through the warm flesh of the living.


“Has Drago arrived yet?” Kalkus, the Lord of Pitt, asks.  His voice sounds like a thousand different beings at once.  His bent and twisted skeleton can be seen just below his skin, like a floating body can be seen under the water.  


“He is well on his way.  We had some trouble getting him but the plan did work.  Drago, soft as a lot of humans are, did indeed think the little girl he heard was real,” he says.


“That is good.  He may act the harden warrior but really he is not.  We will have to remedy that, dear Darken,” the voice says.  “Make him the killer he was always meant to be.”  


“Oh we will,” Darken replies.  A mouth full of fangs baring outwards above and below his lip.  “He will lose all hope, emotion, and humanity.  He will become so that killing is all that keeps him alive.”


“A pity to our enemies, then.  Well, not really,” the evil voice says before fading out.  


After the conversation is over, Darken rips the mirror out of the human, smashes it into his face and then starts drinking his blood.  Soon after he is finished, his skin will be peeled off and placed over the wall as another disturbing display.  His blood will give a fresh coat to his throne and his bones will be made into the finest of weapon to be used against more humans.  He smiles, something he rarely does, because he knows his greatest weapon will soon be here.   Soon, the Fallen will take that which is theirs by right.


Drago is mad at himself for being so stupid and careless.  He should have waited until he was over water to fall since a Witch's magic won't go through deep water, something The Fallen also tend to avoid.  He should have known that there would more than his initial escort waiting in the woods.  Fallen travel in packs and if they were mindful enough to bring along the Witches then they obviously want to protect what they see as precious cargo.


Why me?  This is the question that is on the forefront of his mind as he digs himself deeper into the forest, going as quickly as possible without making noise.  The Fallen have keen ears so he needs to be careful not to snap any twigs or hit large branches that will give away his location.  


He is a great warrior, having proved himself many times in unarmed and armed combat against humans and even Dragons.  However, he isn't much of a threat to the Fallen.  He knows to kill them but he is primarily a Dragon slayer.  So they definitely didn't take him because they see him as a threat.   Maybe it is about money?  The Fallen have no need for money but their humans might.  Greatly hindered by sunlight, the Fallen often hire humans (or enslave them) to work for them during the day, doing random tasks.  As a prince, Drago is worth a lot of money.  He forgoes that idea though because humans, bounty hunters probably, would be after him, not the Fallen.  He then hears the witches laughing wildly and throwing balls of light everywhere. Those balls can't cause physical harm but they will light up the area for the Fallen to see.  They can't go into light but for whatever reasons any spells the witches create involving light don't seem to hurt them.  Their magic continuing to work so well together just further pushes the idea that the Fallen must have a hidden history with the witches.   Neither of the two races tolerate anyone but their own kind and each other.    


Drago decides he should make a stand.  He might get killed but he would rather die fighting than taken off to their lair.   Soon as the next light flash hits, he stands up straight so the witches can see him clearly.  Soon as it it dark, which is only seconds before another light ball hits the ground, he disappears again but moves over slightly.  One of the witches flies down and moves to the exact spot where she last saw Drago.  Cleverly, Drago moved just outside of where he thought her peripheral vision would be.  This probably wouldn't have worked on the Fallen but witches physiology is similar to humans.  Some say they are human but cursed.  Drago doesn't care what they are; they die easy enough and that is all that matters.   


“You are dead!” he whispers.  The witch turns to her right but Drago isn't there. She gets a tap on her shoulder and turns to her left; she doesn't even have time to react.  Drago brings his sword down so hard on her broom that it knocks her into a flip.  Before she even hits the ground, her ugly head is severed from the shoulders.  The head hurtles forward and busts open against a tree.  Her body falls limply to the ground. The other two witches yell retribution and take off in opposite directions, attempting to flank him on either side.  Tired but given a sudden renewed sense of energy, he quickly decides how to take care of these last two.  He jams his swords halfway up a tree trunk and thrusts upward. He lets go of the handles just as he is at the maximum height his body will stretch.   He calls upon the swords and they fly into the trunk, just inches above his head.  He keeps doing it until he is at the top.  It only takes seconds, plenty of time for him to attack.  


He picked this tree on purpose.  While he was falling towards earth, he quickly scanned the area for anything he could use to his advantage.  That was the first rule of combat he was ever taught:  Don't just rely on your weapons or personal skills; use everything around you to win a battle, including the environment.  This particular tree produces large nuts about the size of a man's head.  They aren't edible for humans but certain animal species love them.  Fortunately, they are hard as a rock and make great throwing devices.  One can easily crack open a skull but he has other plans for it.  He waits for the witches to come at him and his quick mathematics once again save his life.  His tree is closer to the witch that is coming to the east, who also happens to be skinner than her counterpart.  Just as he planned, she gets there about two seconds before her friend. 


He throws the nut at her face and then points a sword tip at it.   Green magic glows over the blade and flies the tip.  It smashes into the large fruit and splatters it all over the witches face.  Temporarily blinded, she goes into a corkscrew and flies past Drago, who immediately swings down from the tree.  Soon as his legs are about to wrap around the trunk, he plants them onto the tree and jumps off.  He flies through the air, holding both sword straight out in front of him.  He impales the blinded witch just as she runs into her companion.  They are smashed and impaled together as they hit a tree trunk.  Drago lets go of the swords and falls to the floor.  Seconds later the swords appear in his hand.  He hears two thumps as the dead witches hit hard on the forest ground.  


He doesn't have time to savor his victory though as he hears cackling and high pitched screams from off in the distance.  Damn, they must have been coded he think.  Sometimes Fallen will implant telepathic tracking commands into another Fallen's head, or in this case a witch. This way they know if something happens to them.  They were probably all coded and had a secondary pack on standby.  Probably coming from a nearby cave.  


He doesn't have a lot of options.  Because he was unconscious for most his trip, he isn't exactly sure where he is at.  He thinks about shooting sword energy high up into the air in hopes that someone will see it but he might need that for later. It really takes a lot out of him to use it so it is usually just a last resort.  He scolds himself for using it with the fruit.  He was getting adrenaline from the battle and the excitement made the decision for him.  This is something he needs to curb. 


In the end, he decides he should just leave evidence of him being here instead.  When the Knights come and look for him they will at least have a better idea of where to look.  He knows the Fallen, for whatever reasons those may be, want him alive so he figures that taking out as many as he can before his second capture can't hurt anything. 


Thinking quickly, Drago cuts down several large trees.  He places a sword under two of them.  The third one he hides behind, waiting for his moment to strike once again.  Already the wheels within his brain are turning and he is working on what to do next.


After over an hour of debate, the King decided to reluctantly agree to Xian's plan.  However, he only did so if first Xian would try another way.  He also apologized for the way he acted but there was no need to because he knew the King would forgive him.  Before he even got back to the castle, a runner met him halfway and gave him his armor and weapons back.  Still, it is the mark of a great man to admit when he is wrong; It is the mark of a greater man to forgive.


Xian's plan was simple but confident it would work.  Xian decided he would go to the Outer Plains and scare up some information. The Outer Plains are actually not plains at all but just an area where kings have no control.  It is mostly crime ridden and filled with places that most people don't want to be caught dead.  It is a blessing that the Outer Plains are kept away from the more civilized lands by the world's largest mount range, Sherra Sera.  The mountains themselves are extremely dangerous as they are a host to hundreds of different kind of creatures, many of them who crave the taste of warm flesh.  Few who venture out there come back.  


Within the Outer Plains, anti-humans, humans who forsake mankind by pledging their loyalty to the Fallen, tend to gather in strength.  These people, in hopes of becoming one of the demons or at least having their protection, do anything and everything that is required during the daylight hours while the Fallen sleep.  A lot of them are spies and even more of them are hunters, helping the Fallen finding places to feed. Xian plans on going to search the Outer Plains for anti-humans so maybe he can found how why Drago has been taken and, more importantly at the moment, to where.  Dante was reluctant to agree to this plan since it wouldn't look good for the kingdom to have his Knights there.  It could definitely give away that something is wrong with the hated Kingdom and enemies could rise against them.  However, he is willing to do anything to save his son.


“How dangerous are the Outer Plains, Xian?” Claire asks.  She has seen her fair share of battle but has never ventured out that far.  The two are among other knights in the horse barn picking out the best animals and outfitting them with war gear.   


“It depends really.  For me, it isn't so dangerous because everyone knows who I am.  The anti-humans are scared of me.  I always confront them during the day so they don't have their masters to protect them,” Xian says.  


“I was asking mostly for myself,” she says.


Xian hands her a few different types of blades and says, “You better take a lot weapons with you and keep them hidden.  Women are seen as weak in those lands and your knighthood will offend them.”


“Then I'll cut them down with my hidden blades,” she says curtly.


Nothing to worry about, Xian thinks to himself.  


They go along with their tasks for awhile, neither of them saying a word.  Xian can be hot headed and he can definitely have fun but he always gets so serious on a mission.  The atmosphere too tense for her liking, she clears her throat.


Xian looks at her and sighs.  He holds his hands up in defeat and says, “Fine.  Go ahead and ask, girl.”


“Just go ahead and answer.  Be honest,” Claire says.  


“I don't know.”


“You don't know?  Xian, What the hell?”


“You wanted me to be honest, Claire.  I'm being so.  I just don't know.”


“And why don't you know?”


“If they wanted him dead they had their chance in the forest.  It seems to me it was a planned kidnapping.”


“But...?”


“But they are evil, Claire.  Who can really say what they want with him?  I've fought them my whole life and they always have the advantage of being unpredictable.  There is still a lot about them we just don't understand yet.  Maybe won't ever understand.”


At first, he thinks she is going to cry.  She is a tough girl - she has to be; being a female knight who slays Dragons isn't an easy task but she also wears her heart on her sleeve.  She loves him very much.  Even though she is barely an young adult, Xian can tell that their love is true and forever.  She doesn't cry though and just focuses on getting her horse ready for the long journey.  Claire's weapon of choice is a crossbow and she chose her best one for this journey, one  made of silver and reinforced with iron.  She doesn't take it out much but when she does it always proves its high worth.   


Claire was trained with Xian at the same time Drago was so she can more than hold her own in a fight.  She isn't anything compared to Drago though.  He is just in a class all by himself.  Quite simply, he was just born ready to fight, he took to the training so easy.  Moves and fighting styles that could almost kill you just by learning he could pull out as if it was nothing and move on to the next goal.  He never missed class and even did his own side training with other experts.  Sometimes she would think while watching him in competitions that he is more of a well oiled machine than a man.  His movements are often times so fluid that they almost don't seem real. Its as if you are in a dream or trapped in a daze when you watch him fight. That is what makes her so worried.  For these demons to overcome such a young but amazing warrior they must have been really hungry for his capture.


They will be really hungry to kill anyone that comes after him, too.  


The Wiorich have existed before men started the wars that lead to the formation of Kings and before any organized religion existed.   Some say they were the very first humans; others say they aren't human at all.  No one except Wiorich know for sure but one thing is certain: they are extremely powerful.  Their power in fact led to their self imposed exile underground.  Thousands of years ago, a warlord named Despond Artemos figured out a way to harness the Wiorich's innate abilities to conjure magic and went after them.  He enslaved thousands of them and, with their power, marched off to war.  He kill almost half the world's population before he was taken down by an assassin.   After this devastating event, the Wiorich were on the run from a lot of different factions that rose up after the Artemos' death.  Ultimately, they decided they were too dangerous and went into hiding underground.  
For a long time they stayed out of the issues of men and watched the world grow around them.  During this time they trained and learned to better control their magic but they also were afraid to come out again among the surface dwellers.   Then King Dante came and built Kingdom Dryefuss  They waited years more but decided that the King was someone they should watch out for and protect.  One day the King's Caravan was attacked by Fallen and the Wiorich saved him.  Every since then the two societies have had an unbreakable bond.   If Dryefuss keeps their location and very existence a secret then they will help defend the Kingdom, should it need help. 


Concerning the recent events with Drago, The Wiorich immediately went into motion.  They were not able to get to the forest battle in time but soon after they started tracking him.  They also sent a secret squad out, mandated by King Dante, to search for the Witches' home.  Dante has decided that they are just as dangerous and he wants to know why they are helping the vampires.  Dangerous as they are, a lot the Fallen's power comes from these damnable women.  For too long they have been left to walk free but Drago's capture was the last straw.    


The leader of this mission is a promising young mage, who has been top in his training class.   Dante didn't want such a young, inexperienced mage to lead this team but the Wiorich assured him he was extremely well trained, a natural at everything.  This reminded him of his own son so Dante let it be.  


To get a feel for his first mission and what he needs to do, he scopes out a cove that is known to hold bandits and highwaymen.  Not only is this his test run for his mission but it is also a sort of rite of passage to prove his worth, so to speak.    When they first start their magical studies, they have the option of choosing which path of studies they want to take.  There are dozens of options but Oasi Magern chose stealth.  As he hides out in the cove, he hopes his studies are not in vain.

Chapter Six


A group of bandits just pulled into the shore from a long night of stealing, raping, and killing.  Their ship is of average size but Oasi knows that bandits' ships tend to have multiple hidden storage compartments.  He waits in the shadows to see if anymore bandits come out from hiding.  Wearing solid black magicians robe he blends into the night's backdrop perfectly.  He chose to wear such an outfit so he didn't have to rely on his magic so much.  He often feels that the Wiorich rely too much on magic and no enough on physical prowess.  They dock and unload their stolen cargo and then sit around a large campfire talking about drinking.  Satisfied that all them are ashore, he begins to make his move.  Suddenly, he hears a girl screaming from inside the ship.  


“Someone go tell her to shut the fuck up,” a man who appears to be the lead bandit says.  One of the other criminals goes back to the ship and Oasi enters stealth mode.  He calls upon the magic energy cursing through his bodies and turns translucent.   In addition, he casts  a silent net that will hide the running of his feet.   It won't last but a few minutes but it will get him to the boat.  As he makes his way to the boat, he decides his best course of action.  He can't just walk away with the woman so he needs another way out as he is sure the bandits would find it strange to see a woman being carried away by nothing.  He doesn't yet know any water spells that would allow them to leave under the water so he decides he will stick to his original plan of killing the bandits after he checks on the woman.  He walks up the plank and onto the boat.  Once on the deck Oasi is surprised by what he sees.  The boat is both extremely well made and cleaned.   


All the wooden parts are of the finest wood.  Porcelain outlines the entire floor and is featured  around the handrails, just like the stern and wheel.  There doesn't appear to be a rotten piece on it and the sales are of the finest quality material.  Oasi's mind quickly realizes many things. The first of which is that this isn't  an ordinary bandit ship.  Perhaps they stole it and the woman was the owner?  But There is no way she could command a ship like by herself so they must have killed everyone else.    But why leave her alive?  Probably to have their way with her but he assumes they have done that already so why haven't they killed her?


Suddenly a man comes around from the back of the deck and walks  down below to a small office.  Oasi follows and  finally gets to see the woman when they walk into the small cabin office.  She is very beautiful, tall and slender with jet black hair.  Her skin is fair but it is clear she is under a lot of stress.  


“Oh so now that I'm here you shut up, huh?” He begins while unbuttoning his pants. “Well, I'm going to shove my dick in your mouth just to make sure you realize position you are in.”


Oasi's whole body goes rigid with pent up rage.  He will not sit by and watch this rape happen.  Killing this man now might give away his position but he must do something.  Soon as the man pulls  out his penis, Oasi stops his magic and suddenly appears in full view.


“What the hell?” the man says but it is too late for him to do anything.  Within a second, Oasi pulls out a short knife and slices off the man's crotch.  He immediately turns completely white and goes into shock.  Before he can collapse, his throat is slit.  Oasi quickly puts a hand over the woman's mouth who is now trying to scream.  


“Hush, lady.  I will not hurt you.  Have you ever heard of the Wiorich?” he says quickly.


She nods slightly and seems to calm down.


“I am one of the Wiorich.  I'm getting you out of here.  But I need you to trust me, can you do that?”


He takes his hand off her mouth.  


“Don't you want to know why I am here?”  she asks, still shaking.


“That does not matter now.  You are clearly in need and were about to be raped.  That is all that matters.”


“So you are noble then?”


“I try to be.  I need you to wait here.  I don't have a way to get your off the ship in a decent manner.  My chameleon spell will only work on me,” he says.


“Are you not a powerful mage, then?” she asks, almost bitterly.


“I am. But I lack experience. Today is the first day I have used my magic outside of training and practice,” he says.



“Wonderful,” she scoffs.


“Excuse me?  I just saved your life.  What is your problem, woman?” he says.  If there is one thing he hates then it is people not being appreciative. 


Going on the defense she says, “My problem is being on this boat for too damn long.  Please don't yell at me.  I've heard enough of that over the last few days.”


“Then stay here.  I'm going to go take out the rest of them.  I'll be back soon.”


“You don't need help?”


“If you help me and get hurt then all of this is for nothing!” he says and leaves.  He doesn't know why but he has always had a calling for helping the innocent.  He isn't sure how innocent this woman is but anyone who is bound in a ship and about to be raped must be in trouble.  At any rate, there will be plenty of time to talk to her after he has destroyed the bandits.  

Chapter Seven


Pontis Ulera is completely disgusted by where he has ended up.  These bandits are terrible people and deserve nothing but the blade of a sword.  He really should kill them right now but he must wait for the cargo to be delivered.  He wants to see his family again but going into a rage and killing the only people who can help him won't change anything.  He still finds it hard to believe that the only people he could find that would be use to him were these bandits.  He has been traveling with them for months now, earning their trust in terrible ways.  The blood on his hands can never be washed off but at least he will get to see his family again before he is eventually killed.  


“Pontis, go check on William.  He has been gone too long,” Brigs says.


Pontis winces.  He hates taking orders from these unscrupulous men.   In his homeland, he took orders only from one man.  And that man was just, fair and a true leader.  Brigs and his gang just care about money.   Pontis had money in his past but he didn't covet it or take it from other people.  It was his birthright and he used it modestly, more often than not giving it to people who needed it more than him.  


Suddenly, an arrow made of pure magic flies through the air and kills the guy sitting next to him.  The blood flows freely from the hole as the magical arrow disappears almost soon as it entered the bandit's flesh. 


“What the hell?” Pontis says.  He immediately dives for cover, crawling quickly across the ground to take shelter in a hollow log.   


Brigs immediately starts shouting orders and draws his cutlass.  Another barrage of arrows flies through the air; a few of them ring true into their targets.   He could stay here and possibly live but then his bandit “friends” might be killed; he still needs them greatly  Suddenly the arrows stop which means this mage isn't as powerful as he first seemed.  He crawls out of the log and takes off running.  Figuring he would now draw the most attention, he scoops up dirt off the ground and flings it through the air all around him.  Just as he planned, the dirt shows the outline of the mage who has now drawn his sword.  


“Stick with your magic, boy!” Pontis says and quickly kicks the sword out of the young man's hands.  The magic reaches into his pockets to throw something but Pontis twists his hand around and flips him over on his back.  


“Stand down and you will live!” Pontis said, his own sword drawn.


The mage is about to retort when, in typical Brigs fashion, pushes Pontis out of the way and lunges a sword down upon their downed enemy. Pontis is able to stop his hand at the last second.  Pontis looks at the mage and they exchange the briefest of glances; the mage is confused yet intrigued by what has just happened.  


“What are you doing, you fucking idiot?” Brigs screams.


“We don't know enough yet as to what is happening, we should question him.”


Truth be told, the mage might even be a decent guy.  He is slaughtering bandits after all; he just doesn't know that Pontis isn't actually one.  He would slay these bandits himself under any circumstances and then rescue the girl.


“The girl!” cries Pontis and takes off running towards the ship.  Behind him the battle rages on.


Gavin Mosts and Redrick Frostberg couldn't be more unlikely allies, despite the fact they both work for the same organization – the Diastone Church.  Frostberg is a mercenary who will take money from anyone no matter what it is that he asked to do.  He used to be different; he used to be a man of great honor.  However, the day his family died was the day he stopped caring.  He deserted his troops and went on his own.  He is wanted by many countries but people fear him a great deal which makes authorities reticent to to arrest.  It would be a good idea for them not to as many lawmen, bounty hunters, and other heroic types has lost their lives trying to reign him in.  


Gavin Mosts is a killer just the same but he does it for his Church.  He is a strict religious man who sees and experiences everything as if he himself has become a god.   He doesn't like the idea of teaming up with man who holds no allegiances to religion or anything for that matter.  This man only thinks of himself but Mosts thinks of things great than him.


Walking side by side in the market, everyone moves out of their way.  Although most people don't know who they are or what their purpose is, they do exude a certain fear and loathing about them.  If they knew what their mission was they would probably run away screaming.


“So the girl is here, in this town?”  Mosts ask.  He is wearing a solid black tunic with two gleaming silver swords sheathed on his back.  His right hand is a gauntlet adorned with many gems and jewels.  Everything about him is very neat and well kept; his read hair is slicked back with grease and there isn't a wrinkle on his tunic.  He stands up straight, tall, and moves like he is a robot.


Redrick is wearing dusty and dirty leather pants and shirt.  His mid length black hair is messy and  pulled into a crude pony tail.  He walks like he owns the place, a certain swagger that demands people to fuck with him so he has an excuse to kill them.


“That is what the bard said yesterday,” he says.  He keeps his conversation to a minimum when he is looking for someone.     


“This place smell like rotten fish.  Disgusting,” Mosts says, turning his nose up at the entire little port town.


“Smells like any other town with a marketplace and port.  If she knows we are after her then she is going to try and hide on of the boats,” he says with a nod towards the docks.


“She doesn't know.  I'm not sure why she would go this way.  Even if she was wise to use and tries to make good her escape but she can't possibly afford a voyage,” he says.


“Unless she ran in with some bandits.  Of course their price will be more drastic than a bag of coins,” he says distastefully.  


“Do I hear a hint of disgust, Redrick?” he asks, teasing.  He thinks all mercs are the same and gives him hell whenever he can.


“I have some standards, priest,” he says, mockingly.  He knows his travel companion is too evil to ever be something like a priest.  “Rape is for the weak.”


“Just being in it for the money?  You get fucked by the almighty dollar everyday.  It controls your life,” he says.


“And your religion controls yours.  Let us not argue, we have work to do,” he says.  


Port City is obviously a great name for it.  It is in something of a water formed cul de sac.  The entire city is built around onto the coast and wraps back onto itself.  The city isn't that big but it's port is insanely busy.   Merchants, traders, and adventures come to and from every hour of the day.  Most importantly, unscrupulous people of all types come and go as they please.  The city itself is safe enough since Knights always wonder about it but the large harbor is very dangerous if you don't know your way around.  If you are looking of trouble, however, then you will most definitely find it.  


The two men see the harbor master and ask him if they have seen the girl.  They give a detailed description but he didn't have any information.  Of course they didn't expect any...why would he know?  He sees so many people every day that they run together as one giant blur of skin.  


“Now what?  We came here for nothing?”  Mosts said.  He is damn pessimistic about everything.  


“No.  This is why I didn't want to work with someone from the religious sector.  You can fight, you can torture, and you can kill.  But you know nothing about the art of finding someone, the art of the hunt.  While you were asking him questions, I was scoping out his boat.”


“But you didn't even move!  Explain,” he says quickly in his usual impatient matter. 


“I have a great attention to detail and great use of my peripherals.  His boat is unguarded and it seems he lives on it.  We sneak in at night.”


“To do what?”


“Steal his ledger. Everyone who comes into this boat must sign the ledger.  She didn't know she was being followed so her name will be signed here.”


“What if she used a fake name just in case?”


“She's from a farming village.  She doesn't have the smarts for that.”


They both chuckle and head off into the city.  It is a long wait until dark but they can scare up some trouble until then.             


Drago is lucky that the Fallen that are now coming towards him are newer creations or else this plan might not work.  After the change fully happens a Fallen has many heightened senses that are far greater than anything a human could posses, even one in peak physical condition.  But a newer Fallen is still confused from his former human state.  His or her body isn't yet used to what is happening to it.  Randoms surges of strength and change of perception hit the mind all at once while the soul decays.  In short, it fills them with rage.    


The Fallen jump over the logs at the same time.  Using the last bit of energy available to move the swords, he concentrates and the first sword stabs up into the air.  It skewers one in the stomach but doesn't kill it.  However, in his early transformation stages it will be several hours before it gets back up.  The other two keep going without cause nor concern for their comrade.  They jump over again and the second sword goes up.  It enters up into the mouth and hits the brain, killing it before the last Fallen gets over the last log and Drago strikes.  His knifes are small but extremely sharp.  He turns is to the left, letting the knife in his right hand sink into the stomach of the demon.  He turns again, ripping open the skin.  There is a foul stench as the guts rip out and stomach entrails spill over the ground.  As he completes the next turn, the knife in his left hand stinks into temple.  Drago rips up, entering the brain and shredding it in half, and the creature  catches on fire, as they always do.  His brain and all its liquid arches up and become engulfed in flames.


Suddenly, the ground around him explodes.  Six fallen bursts from it, sending dirty, grit, and rock everywhere.  The Fallen love to hid in the ground, revealing in the chance to take the upper hand in a battle.  


“Come to me, demons!' yells Drago and goes into total thrash mode, a termed coined by Xian for when Drago gets really pissed off and focused.   He moves in an out while ducking, diving, jumping his way to victory. Within seconds his opponents are dead.  


A thick fog starts rolling in, covering everything around him.  Drago is an amazing fighter but he is only human.  The Fallen, however, can see perfectly in the dark and will have no problems hunting him.  It would be better and wait for his enemies to come to him than to run off blindly into the forest, he thinks.  


He has expended too much energy to light the way with his sword's energy.  He should have been more meticulous in his previous fights and held out to use his strength at the end.  The Fallen are howling and growling, their sounds betraying their location in the fog. Clearly they are not going in for the total kill.  If they wanted him dead they would have done it hours ago in the forest.  They mean to just wear him down, that is why they let the lower level monsters take him.  They knew he would escape and they knew they would send another wave.  It was always going to be this way because they are toying with him.


Out of the fog a literal army of Fallen come at him.  He fights as long as he can, as hard as he can.  But eventually the sheer number of the demons out numbers him.  One of them manages to latch onto Drago's back and wrestle him to the ground.  As he feels the painful bite of the Fallen, his world goes black and the face of Claire is the last memory he has before he leaves this world only to be reborn again as something else.


Xian and his team of knights race through the woods going as fast as they can.   They want to make sure they to get to the outer plains just as the sun comes up so they have a full day to get some information.  Soon as it gets dark the outer plains become a place for The Fallen to be so he rather not be there during the night.  He originally didn't want too many people going; looking for one person is hard enough.  Should anyone else go missing the prince would still be first person on the list.   He, of course, is taking seven of his best men but a few other knights from other divisions wanted to go.  He argued the point but then gave in.  Drago is loved by everyone and it wouldn't be fair to exclude them from his rescue.


Or potential rescue.  Xian hasn't mentioned it to anyone, especially Claire but they might need to accept the fact that they might never find him.  Most people who are taking by the blood sucking demons are never seen again.    For this reason, the Kingdom is heavily guarded at all times just to keep the Fallen out.   If they hadn't lured Drago out then they probably would never had got to him so easily.  Part of him wants to scold Drago for being so dumb and reckless but another part of him wants to beam with pride—most people, especially noblemen, wouldn't go out into the forest at night just to help a child.   Then again, he was never the typical noblemen.      


A few weeks after the journey to the Outer Plains, Xian, Claire, and the other Knights return home half dead and exhausted so much that they had to be put in the sick room of the castle.  A few of them didn't live and those who did, including Xian and Claire, never spoke about what happened.   What did happened was that the kingdom eventually moved on without Drago.  He was never forgotten but the Dryefuss had to continue on.   Years later when Xian McGregor happened upon a half dead Drago in a creek near the castle, the world stopped again and waited for his return.  Sadly, the Drago they knew never came back.

Epilogue  The Final Sacrifice 


Darken Creed and Merrick Jones run down the hill as fast their legs will carry them, struggling to keep from falling down the steep slope; should they fall, their enemies would rise.  However, in the back of their minds, both of them know the other would come back from him at all costs.  The two soldiers have been friends for a long time, since they joined the army, although their reasons are very different.   


The rough terrain is covered in rocks, stumps, and other debris from the huge storm that rolled in last night.  It wouldn't do at all for these two young men to fall and impale themselves on a random fallen tree branch.  Not only would that be embarrassing for two highly trained warriors but the creatures behind them would be upon them within seconds.


"I think there is a town a few miles from here, perhaps we can make a stand there," Creed says through hurried breath.


Running along side him, with just as much sweat coming down his forehead, Jones gives a quick look behind them and sees nothing.  However, his stride doesn't slow at all and he actually decides to run a little faster.


"No, my friend, they don't seem to be behind us which is means they are probably hanging back, waiting for us to go into the town.  In there it would be a shooting gallery against us; the demons could possess anyone and we would be surrounded instantly," replies Jones.


"Only potentially.  They can't possesses everyone at once.  Once they get someone, I'm sure they would be upon us quickly.  We just need to get into the town, find a defensible position and kill their new vessels as they approach us," Creed says with a determined voice.   


Managing a chuckle, Jones says, "Once again you want to use your sword and shield before brain.  No, it will be easier my friend to find a place to hide and take them out when they least suspect it!"


Creed shakes his head in disagreement but both he and his fellow solider know that he really agrees.  Between the two, Creed is the more "no guts, no glory" of the two, often heading into a situation just so he can fight his way out.  He is a great warrior but never looks at plans in the long run.  However, Jones is the voice of reason.  Although no slouch in the fighting department, he prefers to think situations through in his mind then act out accordingly.  With plans already in motion, he says it is easier to adjust them at a moment's notice if need be, he always says. 


The two very different styles of approach to fighting actually work in their favor because ever since joining the Oglithian Corps, the two have been inseparable.  Their superiors recognize their talents and how well they work together.    One thing they both have in common, however, is coming from absolutely nothing then rising to the top of their class.   As young men, they both grew up on the streets, a common thing among young men in the Blood Age.   With the worldwide jihad in full swing, many kids  grew up homeless after their parents were killed in battle.  Even adults who objected the idea of fighting were tracked by a religious sect and offered to join.   If they refuse, death was usually their only option.  


This happened to both Jones and Creed; their parents refused and were killed.  In most cases the kids are forced into slavery but the two managed to escape their captors.  They met on the streets soon after when Jones saved Creed from fanatics who had been tracking him for weeks.  They were part of a new religion called Diastone.  As a new religion in a world already full of them, it had to adopt some rather extreme techniques to get members to join.  Based upon the dark arts, the followers created spells that would turn nonbelievers into a zombie creature that would obey their every command.  After Jones saved Creed from this fate, the two became friends and made a pact to protect each other at all costs.


Eventually, they began taking out any religious groups that came near alleys they called home; it wasn't out of evilness but an essence to survive.  The less of them around then the less chance they would get caught.  It was as simple as that until the Oglithian Corps came into town.  
At first, the two young boys were preparing to attack should the Corps come too close to their home but they started noticing something was different about this particular group.  Obviously with the name of Oglithian in their title, most might assume there is some natural prestige about them but neither Creed or Jones felt that way.


The constant fighting over religions is what ended up taking a normal life from the both so they hated anything that had to do with the jihad.  The Oglithian religions may or may not be as peaceful as everyone says but they were the first religion so, in a roundabout way, they were really the first to start the jihad.


What they noticed first was the way these seemingly religious men dressed.  Most of the groups involved in the Jihad wore tattered clothes.  Holes, blood stains, faded areas with patches upon patches usually make up your average holy soldier, no matter their religious affiliation.  However, these  Oglithian Corps dressed more like Knights:  silver chain mail or armor polished to a bright shine made them stand out among the crowd, not to mention their long swords and banners they carried with them.  Shields on their backs and healthy horses rounded out what usually made the complete package of a band of heroes.  In fact, the more Jones and Creed looked at them the more they looked like valiant heroes of ages long past.


They didn't travel around like an angry mob either.  Instead of dozens of people they were only a group of eight.  When they walked around, they didn't use preying eyes but instead eyes that seemed to seek out, analyze, and decide.  One day these eyes led them to the young boys and they offered food and drink to them.  They were taken back by this since the anyone from the jihad only offered commodities to people to get members.   These Oglithian Corps offered nothing except good luck and went about their business, something the kids never even bothered to check out.  They were so caught up in their appearance and legend that neither of them could recall if they were just another jihad religious group or something else entirely.


In an effort to figure this out, the two followed them around the city all day and came to the conclusion that these Oglithian Corps were basically knights who were going from person to person offering what help they could.  However, they also seemed to be looking for something and helping people was just something they did to fill up their otherwise uneventful days.  As it turns out, they were looking for an ancient artifact called the Stone of Grimloche, but that is a story for another day. 


One faithful day, the Diastone forces had a chance meeting with Jones and Creed.  They immediately gave chase to the boys who fled from alley to alley.  They knew this city well but when the Diastone caused chaos, it seemed to effect everyone else.  People clashed together and the once familiar city became a blur.  They were about to be trapped at street's dead end but a rain of arrows from the Oglithian Corps saved them.  The leader of this particular regime, Williams Street, had lost his twin boys only a few years prior.  Seeing them inside these brave yet frightened young men, he took them in.  However, out of a desire to keep them from sharing the same fate as his own children, he wouldn't let them join the army.  Instead, they were educated by the finest teachers and grew up rather aristocratic.  Once they reached of age though, Jones leaped at a chance to finally join the army.   Creed who became a rich man, got married instead but then joined the army. 


Four years after that, the town they were all staying at was attacked and Creed's wife went missing. 


The Darkness Scout has searched for many years for a particular useful soul.  The demon isn't the boss of any other demons or misshapen monsters.  It isn't in any upper echelons that make up the hierarchy of Pit. However, its bestowed task makes him more important than the others.   


It can stay invisible at any time, providing he stays within the darkness.  The light shows it for what it really is but that has never been a problem.  Anyone who happens to see it dies horribly, for the human world must never know he exists.   Powerful as it is, it isn't the most powerful, and it can surely die.  With light being is weakness, a human could possibly find a way to kill it.  


It has been tracking a newly found soul for several weeks now.  The person's anger is just now starting to emerge but already The Darkness Scout can feel the future open up with possibilities.  


It hears the faint echoes of his prey's voice coming at him in the wind and he can't contain the sudden mixture of excitement and rage that swells up within.   Letting loose this new found energy lose, his huge body leaps out of the shadows and into the light.  His black, scaly body looks almost dark blue in the sunlight, as the rays of heat and light start the process of degrading his hide.  A large tail, longer than the rest of his body, is latched around a tree, ready to pull the demon back safely into the shadows.   His large bulbous head, without a neck, sits directly near the shoulders and contains a mouth full of razor sharp teeth.  His pointed ears reach for the sky, able to hear his prey even at such a long distance.  He lets out a might roar and that uproots trees and digs trenches into the ground.   Although the sun destroys his body, he can focus the pain into energy and during his moment of weakness he has the ability to become stronger and faster than before.  It can only last for a few minutes for if he doesn't return to the shadows then he will be dissolved by the sunlight.  He usually just needs a few seconds to catch his prey.  


“What the hell was that?” says Darken.   The two have been running for many miles without rest, trying to make it to town without the demons catching them.  Both are drenched with sweat, tired, and really don't feel like fighting.


“Darken, we don't have time for this.  We must get to town.  We can better defend ourselves there,” he says while looking back towards the howling.


“But that sound---” he says but Jones grabs him by the elbow and shakes him.


“Dammit, Darken.  What the hell do you think it is?  Its a demon.  The same ones that have been following us.  Are you daft, man?” he pleads.


“No, this one sounds..seems...different,” he says while looking at his friend.  Jones looks a little more closely and he notices that he isn't even looking at him; more like he is looking through him.  His eyes are glazed over and his pupils are shaking. 


“Let us go now!” Jones says and shoves him gently to get his friend moving.


“Don't touch me, Jones,” he cries and slams his fist into his nose.  Before Jones can even fall , Darken tackles him and the two roll down a large hill.   Darken's head hits a small piece of wood and it disorients him enough for Jones to gain the upper hand.  He is about to strike once more, with the intention of knocking him out.  He could carrying him to town by the time they beat each other up, he thinks.  Just as he is about to deliver the first strike, the Darkness Scout bursts out of a cluster of trees, sending them crashing through the air.  One of them rolls over the two men just as Jones dunks down.  He gets up and starts pulling on Darken's bloodied shirt to get him moving.


“Move!” Jones yells at his friend but he seems to be almost entranced by the creature.   Jones looks up and gets a good look at the demon and wishes he hadn't.  It roars, hot breath smelling like death knocks Jones back, literally, but it missed Darken who finally manages to break out of his trance and start running.  Jones knows that his friend never runs from a fight so he also prepares to help injure the best.  With the way it knocked over those trees like they were made of paper, there doesn't seem to a be a chance that either of them would make it should they choose to continue towards town.  The only thing left to do is fight and he resigns himself to it and hurtles forward. 


Just as he suspected Darken pulls off a move he has done a few times before but never to this degree.  After running straight up a tree's large trunk he then leaps and starts grabbing and pulling his way to the top and doing it rather quickly.  He has always been a great acrobatic and it has served him well.  He hopes it continues to do so as, after getting high as possible, does a backwards flip off and lands on the creatures back.  Simultaneously, Jones throws several daggers he keeps on his person. The daggers hit the demon in the eyes as Jones sheaths his sword and stabs  it in the base of the spine.


“It is injured, Darken.  We should leave now and get to town.  Surely there will be a law of some kind there that we can warn!” 


“No, we finish the job now.  This thing calls to me for whatever reasons and I want the screams to stop!” he cries. Before he can plunge his sword into the demon's flesh for a killer blow, the demon  explodes and chucks of flesh go everywhere.  The two soldiers are soaked in blood and a large piece hits Darken in the head.  Before he blacks out, he sees knights running up the hill from the town.  They are shouting and don't look welcoming.


“Thank the Gods you are here, my fellow lawmen.  I am Merrick Jones and my injured companion is Darken Creed.  We are knights from the The Oglithian Corps.  We were scouting for our troop and this demon suddenly attacked us,” he says.  Standing up as proudly as he can be while covered in blood, both his and the monsters, he does a strong salute. 



The twelve knights all draw their weapons with angry grunts. 


“By the order of the Diastone Church, I hereby command that you are under arrest!” one of them cries.  He comes out from the back and punches Jones in the stomach.  He doubles over with worry etched over his face.  Stupid, he thinks.  He just announced that he is their mortal enemies.


They were better off fighting the demon.


After being beaten by sword hilts, they are chained up and marched back into town.  It is a medium sized city made up mostly of vendors.  They sell their various wares with soldiers or pilgrims who pass through on duty.  Clearly, they are not used to The Oglithian Corps coming through.  It is also clear what they do to soldiers in such an alliance.  As they walk through the town, people stop and stare.   Now conscious again, Jones notices the looks are of hope under their apparent forlorn skies.  He knows the Corps are known throughout many lands but if Diastone forces are here then surely these people support them?  These people, he thinks, look as if they are at the end of their ropes.  


He must have stopped in his tracks somewhere in his thoughts because one of the soldiers tells him to move it right before hitting him in the back of the head.  Creed, who apparently has been awake but strangely quiet, suddenly screams and tries to charge at his friend's assailant.  He forgot he was bound and didn't get far before being jerked back by a solider.  After being slammed to the ground, he is repeatedly kicked.  There isn't much he can do with his shackled hands so he kicks out with his legs.  The bottoms of his hard boots managed to connect with his assailant’s knee caps.  It was wasted effort though because now the soldiers are doubling up on their beatings.  


A couple people that were watching on the street suddenly scream and run into the crowd of violent Diastone forces but are pushed away.  


“No, get back!” cries Jones, though is voice is muffled under dozens of boots. The brave citizens come back to help but this time they are stabbed and left for dead in the street.  As a few other people drag off the dead, the soldiers hustle the two Corps members down the street into a shack.   Once in, two chairs are placed down side by side.  Each of the beaten and bloodied men are chained to the chairs; their hands are behind their backs and their legs are crossed and also chained.  Without uttering a single words, the Diastone soldiers leave and the door is shut.  In complete blackness, their moans of pain break the silence.  


“We have to get out of here,” Jones says.  His long brown hair is matted down by sweat and blood.  He constantly has to shake his head to keep both from running down into his eyes and mouth.  He looks over and his friend isn't faring much better from the blood he can see in his hair but he is turned and he can't see his face. 


“We will not leave alive!” he screams and he startles Jones when he sees his face for the first time.  Creed's skin seems to be peeled back from his skull...as if it was overstretched onto his skull.  His eyes are rolled back into his head and saliva is pouring out of his mouth.  Out of instinct, Jones head butts him.  It was a little too hard, however, and his chair falls over and he falls over onto his side.  


Jones is about to try and talk is friend back into reality but suddenly the door opens and allows a beams of light to come through.  Before the door closes and a figure walks in, Jones gets a good look at his surroundings.  It is a standard old barn, probably used to for various animals.   It has a second floor that appears to be empty except for mounds of straw laying about.  The ceiling is supported with huge beams that look like the trunks of trees.  Jones realizes they are, in fact,  tree trunks.  The barn must have been around the trees.  Interesting, he thinks, because it gives him a plan to escape.  Most importantly, he sees several sharp tools standing up against the wall in the far corner.  If he can get to those, he can cut them loose.  Right before the figures fully step inside and close the door behind them, he gets a look at his friend.  


Creed doesn't look like he will be able to make it anywhere.  His face is red with fever and his skin is sweating like a pig.  He isn't sure what has happened but he fears it might be the sudden onset of a disease.  A lot of these forest outposts have rampant disease.  However, no one in the town looked sick...

 
Her voice is almost so quiet that he didn't hear her at first.  The second time she calls out he turns his attention back to her quickly.  No need to give his captures the impression that he is searching a way out of this place.


“Are you OK, men?” she asks in a voice that just drips dew from a crisp morning.


It isn't possible that she is involved in any of this.  Probably some random villager they threatened to kill if she didn't come in to check on them.  


“My lady, considering the circumstances, I suppose I'm doing well,” he says, trying to remain polite and calm as possible.


“Fuck you, we are not doing well at all.  Don't listen to him,” moans Creed who is still on the floor.  His hands and feet are being frayed from where his fever causes his body to struggle.


“Oh my, I must get you up!” she says.  Her voice is peppy but it is laced with weariness and fear.  She tries to lift him up but Creed tells her not to touch him.  She goes back to talking to Jones, who she views to be the most manageable one at the moment.


“I want...to thank you two for what you did back there,” she says, eyes downcast.


“We didn't do anything, ma'am.  Those people were killed because of us,” Jones says.  


She nods slightly and clears her through.  “All the same though.”


There is a odd moment of silence in the barn.  In the moment they can hear mice scurrying about in the hay above them.  Creaks and groans typical of old buildings make there way to the front and Jones hopes the barn does not fall on them.  


“Did you know them?” Jones asks, trying to clear the silence while continuing to study the girl.  He can't see that well in the darkness but she appears to be moderately attractive, if a bit young.  He can definitely see her milky white skin and the dark brown.  It is tied up into a large bun the back.  However, it is her clothes that make her look mundane; they are barely rags that are holding together a dress that clearly was made from very little scraps.  


She wipes away light tears with a tattered cloth, leaving dirt under her eyes.  


“They were my aunt and uncle,” she says.  “They are...were...so kind to the strangers that come into town.  Well, taken into town.”


Jones wants to console the young girl because he truly does feel bad for her.  He also feels bad for himself because he couldn't save the people.  They risked their lives for people they didn't know and now they dead.  She mentioned the possibility of more people here and that becomes the foremost thoughts in his head.   If there is more people here, it is part of his knight's creed to help them.


“Lass, are you saying there are more people here?  Captured like us?”  he asks.


“Just one left and she is going to be,” she starts to say but is cut off when she hears someone approaching the barn.


She takes off hiding in the darkest corners and says nothing when a guard walks in.  He is a large man with a very stern look upon his face.  And a very large sword grasped tightly in his hand.


“Who is in here? I heard someone talking,” he growls.


Jones motions to his Darken, who is on the ground mumbling something.  


“My friend, he is very sick.   He keeps talking about something I don't understand,” Jones says, hoping the guard will take that and leave.


“Tell him to keep it quiet or he will be very dead,” is all the guard says and walks out.  


The girl comes back, walking slowly to make sure the guard is gone.  When she is content that he isn't coming back, she unties Jones. He stops her from untying Creed.


“He isn't in any condition to come with us.  Leave him here and we will come back for him,” he says.


“So you will save us by yourself, then?  OK, long as you think you can do it we will come back for him,” the girl says with hope filled eyes.


Jones feels bad.  He does want to help her and whoever else in this town but he can't do anything until he figures out what is going on; he must also find out why his friend is very ill as well.


He takes her in one of the corners that has a little light coming out from a small crack in the wall.  For the first time he notices that her face has some light scars on it.  Whatever is happening to this town can't be a good thing, he thinks.


“Listen...I appreciate you wanting to help us.  I really do.  However, you need to tell me what is going on here.  I understand why me and my friend are here.  We are enemy soldiers.  But why does it seem that everyone in the town is scared?  If the guards were respected your family would still be alive and you wouldn't be sneaking about,” he says straight to the point.


“We are all trapped here.  These other soldiers...they do things to us sometimes,” she says.  Tears stream down her checks and she struggles to keep going.  “ This town used to be happy but the soldiers came and they won't let anyone leave.  Those who come in, even soldiers like you, must stay or or are never seen again.”


Jones considers this information.  When Diastone forces take siege over land or a community, they usually torture the citizens until they decree obeisance to the church or die.  He is sure that is what is happening here but maybe not.  They could be looking for something.  What?  Why?  This is barely a town.  He would be surprised is there were 3000 people in this little village, whatever they want isn't here or is well hidden.


“Listen...do you know how often the guards check on prisoners?”


“At midday they all go out into the forest for whatever reasons.  They leave behind two guards who choose the tallest buildings to watch over us. They are very good shots,” she says.


“OK...where are the towers at?”


“Both are at either end of the town.  However, this barn was built on the lowest area..the taller buildings around it mask it from the towers. 


“Sir...there isn't that many soldiers here.   All the ones there are brought you into town this morning, minus the rooftop guards,” she says.


Creed's fever, aches and pains are getting worse by the minute.  He isn't sure what is happening but it is as if a fog has washed over his mind.  He can't see anything other than smudges and blurs.  The only thing he can hear is his own pounding heartbeat.   Eventually it fades away into the background and he begins to hear things like never before.  The rustling of the leaves, bugs crawling around in the dirty barn, and conversations of people outside.  He hears all this but his brain isn't focusing on it.  Instead it is focusing on a force that is like a gentle whisper upon his mind.  It calls too him softly, by name and desires.  Ever since his wife was stolen by Diastone forces he has never been the same.  However, this hatred doesn't just stop for them; it has been growing for his own army as well.  They refuse to give him the resources he needs to help find her so why should he feel anything but contempt for them?   He thoughts suddenly go to Jones.  He is his one true friend in the whole army.  But now he is gone, he notices.   Surely he will come back?


No one came back for his wife.  Why would anyone come back for him?  With these thoughts he succumbs to the gentle whisper in his mind as it boils up to a roar.   He finds himself back in the forest, facing the demon that almost killed him.   Up top, sitting on him like a horse, sits a bright figure bathed in shining light.  He stretches out his hand and lights blasts forth at Creed.  As it comes towards him, it turns black as night then envelops his entire world.  He wakes up and bursts out of his chains.  Not able to contain his suddenly rage, he grabs the chair and smashes it into the wall of the barn and walks out the door.


Seeing all this, Jones calls out to his friend but he either doesn't hear him or ignores him completely.  Jones and the girl run outside after him but what they see horrifies them both to the bone.


“Stop right there, prisoner!” yells the large knight that has previously threatened him.  Creed calmly walks towards him as the knight draws his large sword.  Creed's skin has a darkened look to it that also manages to glow slightly.   The knight swings his sword and Creed dodges it with reflexes faster than Jones has ever seen him have.  After dodging underneath the blade, he goes into a roll and comes out with a swift sweep, knocking the knight down onto the ground.  Creed grabs the sword and stabs it into the knights gut.  

That is it.  

Finished.  The end.  


The battle is now over and there is nothing to do, no one else to hurt.  Normally, Creed would walk away.  Instead, he jumps onto the man's chest, reaches into the wound with his arm and starts tearing out guts.  Blood, entrails, and other random pieces of the body fly out in a cascade of red violence.  Within seconds, Creed is covered in blood.  


“What the hell are you doing?” shouts Jones.   Eyes now devoid of anything but pure red, Crill turns his head as if he just now realized someone else was there.  Covered in blood and holding a terrible grin onto his face, he now twisted image stares at his friend and the little girl.


In a deep, demonic voice he says, “You left me in there to die!” and he charges at his former friend.



Jones pushes the girl out of the way just as he is tackled to the ground.  With a  swift kick to the gut and a punch to the jaw, Jones manages to push him off his body.  He doesn't have any weapons but he readies his body for battle in a stance that will allow him to strike and defend.  He doesn't want to hurt his friend but won't lay down and die either.  


“Creed...I don't know know what is going on but you need to snap out of it.  We have to go.  Now,” he reasons.  Then he hears the too familiar whoosh of arrows and dives to the ground.  The damn soldiers have found them.  He looks around for the girl but she has already run off to hide.  Jones notices that Creed is back to normal, other than being covered in a person's guts.  He pulls him up off the ground and they run  back into the forest to find a hiding place of their own.  They see a small cove that might hide them but the demon that appears has other plans. For whatever reasons, Creed takes off running towards the demon.  Jones, of course, isn't willing to do that so he runs and dives into the body of the nearby cove.  He hears the Diastone forces shouting and he peaks his head out from the water but dives back under.  The demon is destroying them and it is too nasty to watch.  Even under the water he can hear the sickening crunch of bones and the tearing of flesh.  Cries are stifled by the drowning of soldiers choking on their own blood.  The sounds stop and Jones comes back up for air, only to find himself looking up at Creed.


“Sorry but my last gift as a human being is to save your life.  Goodbye, former friend,” he says.  With that, he hits Jones hard on the head with a large rock.  


Jones wakes up with a massive headache.  He feels dried blood upon his forehead  


“At least the bleeding as stopped,” he says out loud to himself.   He begins forging for some roots to avail his headache, eventually finding some Kizwoot root.  It is very chewy and alleviates pain.   Creed spent the bulk of his time in the army trying to find his wife and training his body to kill.  Jones, on the other hand, focuses more on survival strategies, like finding things in the wild to help out.  After his headache is cleared, he begins to think about the past day's events.   In the end he decides that the demon has somehow infected Creed and has taken over his body or controlling him somehow.  More likely the latter than the former since Creed did seem to revert back to his old self before the demon attacked again.  


Looking for clues, he goes to the spot of the battle and finds dozens of bodies that have been torn asunder.  It makes him sick to even be around this but he goes through the random parts of flesh the best he can and determines that Creed isn't among them.  He guesses Greed ran towards the demon on purpose and they are together in their darkness now.   


He considers his next course of action.  With the local Diastone forces now dead, he could easily just leave the forest and rendezvous with his garrison.  He doesn’t stand a chance fighting that demon and clearly Creed is in no danger from him either.  However, it isn't his style to leave a friend.  Maybe he can help him exert control of the beast.  Plus, he should go back for that girl and see if she or anyone else in the town needs help.  Satisfied with his decision he goes back into the woods and finds a well balanced tree branch.  The Diastone forces took their swords but they overlooked a hidden knife tucked down into his boot.  Using the knife, he starts to whittle out a decent staff with two pointed ends.  Entering the town he finds people wandering out in the streets.  He talks to various people, answering questions and getting answers to his own the best he can.   


After a little investigating, he finds out what happened to this place.  It was once a start up village and a potential hub for the Oglithian Corps operations on this side of the land.  After everyone moved in, it was learned that Diastone army was also near.  The Corps decided to pull out at the last second but failed to tell anyone.  Soon, the Diastone moved in and did their usual inquisitions.  Apparently they brought a group of captives from another recently hit town with them.  No one seems to able to tell him the name but everyone said the place was west of here.  Jones' heart is in his throat at the receiving of this news; there was a town out west called Moreleay and that is where his wife was at.  The town was also attacked years ago; Jones an Creed where there and it was also the last place his wife was seen alive. 


He then learns something even more disturbing; in a house up on a hill there have been screams going on all through the night, conforming Jones' suspicions he was unconscious all night.  Apparently, no one has investigated because the Diastone wiped out the town's law enforcement. With their absence there isn't anyone left to investigate, not that the religious soldier would have done so anyway.    


Five people are bound in the chairs so tightly that the ropes are already cutting into their bodies.  To make matters worse, they are facing towards the pile of bodies of previous victims.  Their hearts are racing and their nerves fried from the waiting of who will die next.


“I'm haven't decided who will be next,” preaches Creed. “If you give me information, I might decide it won't be you.”


The five people, three woman and two men, are all crying.  He won't ever understand, but they don't know anything or the location of the man's wife.  All they know is that for the past night and day he has captured people, interrogated them and then put them to death by beatings with a hammer.  At first he placed gags in their mouths until they were ready to talk but that didn't work out.  The smell and sight of these bodies caused several people to vomit, which lead to their drowning.  


“Tell me, dammit!” he screams and swings his hammer so hard part of a woman's head caves inward upon impact.  The skulls breaks under the pressure and bursts into the brain, sending brain matter splattering everywhere.  


Despite wanting to keep quiet, all of them are screaming and trying to get out of their seats.  Creed kicks them over onto the floor and steps on their heads they are bloody piles of pulp.


Ignoring the gore around him, he scoops up piece and after piece and spread them all over his body.  He must be covered in the blood of his victims to channel the demon.  It appears before him, translucent but still very much a commanding presence.  It cannot talk but it's master, Kalkus, can talk through it.  


“Did these people deserve to die?” he asks in a condescending tone.  He wants to bring out Creed's full hatred and must make Creed convince himself he has no other options to join him.    


“No one deserves to die, master.  There is only wants and need.  I wanted to kill them because  we need the stone.  These people are weak; my wife was here and they did nothing to help.  Even after the Diastone forces took them over they sat in the shadows like fucking dogs,” he says.  His tone is calm and without concern, a  sort of calming violence about him.  


Suddenly, Jones busts through the door with his staff in hand.  He sees the bodies of what used to be human beings on the floor and just shakes his head while slowly walking towards his old friend.


“In the name of all that is pure and holy, what have you done?” he says.  He almost doesn't want to look but he forces himself to.  He needs to believe what his friend has done in order to bring himself to put him down.  


“They killed my wife, Jones,” is all he says.  He isn't on the defensive yet but he is ready to strike if his friend doesn't listen to reason.  The demon in his head knows that he won't though.  “And now they are hiding the stone from us.”


So that is it, he think.   His wife was just randomly captured by one of the many raids the Diastone Church does all the time.  They occupied this place and brought her here while they continued to look for that stone.  The demon is just using Creed to find the stone for whatever reasons. 


“I knew it was you.  The moment I was told that screams were coming from this place...I just knew it was you.  They didn't kill your wife.  The Diastone forces did, my friend.”


“I think its safe to say we are no longer friends,” replies Creed with a venomous voice.   “And they did kill her.  The Diastone Church only brought her here.  The people in this village killed her by refusing to help her or themselves.  They waited for someone to save them, they waited for us, and now it is too late!”


Swallowing hard and trying one last time he says, “Come with me, Creed.  You need help.  Let me help you; come back with me.”


“There is no coming back.  Not from this.”


The two lost friends run at each other, reading to give their all but a blackness hits them and the world goes dark.  As they lose consciousness, evil laughter echoes in their thoughts.  


Creed wakes up on the shores of the beach.  Disoriented at first, the sound of the ocean eventually create an equilibrium within his body.  Stumblingly around to gain his footing he turns and sees the village in the background; it is aflame.  Even from the distance he can hear the screams and shouting. He can see winged creatures fly about, swooping down onto people.  He doesn't want to know what those demons are doing but he knows this is one evil that will always be necessary.  
He pears off into the distance to make sure any ships have not followed him.  The moonlight is bright but provides little ability to see.  After deciding instead to watch the water for any movement, he goes on a short hike.  


At last he comes to a cave.  The air coming up from inside is hot but somehow comforting.  He feels a dangerous energy engulfing him.  It is malevolent but it feels to him like he is finally at some inner peace.    In his mind, all the pain of his past is eased out of him as it enters the bodies of the innocent.  Soaked with sweat he brushes his air back and when he opens his eyes he is suddenly back at the beach's shoreline.


“Who are you?” he asks the man standing before him.


He is of moderate height and average build with a poor nobleman's lace shirt on.  However, his pitch black skin and white hair make him stand out from anyone he has ever seen.  If it wasn't for the two dark red eyes looking at him, he probably would only be able to make the flowing main of hair that goes down past his knees.


“Your savior.  The one that did this to your enemies,” he says.  The voice coming from the man is smooth but just stern enough to command attention.  Creed can't be sure but he feels as if this man commands great power.  A power that he is craving himself.   This man gestures to the land on the other side of the lake.  After looking once more at the flames, he turns back and meets the man eye to eye.  He feels restless doing so but he feels that he must.


“Kalkus?” is all he can manage to say.  His throat feels dry and his body has gone numb.


“Not what you expected?” he asks while moving towards him.


Creed swallows hard, unsure what to say at this point.  This whole time he wanted to be able to do something about his wife.   Obviously this man is powerful or Creed wouldn't be here but what is the point if, instead of sharing this power, he uses it to destroy him? 


 “You just don't look at all like I imagined,” he says. 


“True evil never shows.  It hides. It waits.  It comes out from within me.  From within you, puppet.  You don't look evil.  But you are.  Would a good person do what you have so recently accomplished?


“Then bring it out from me,” he says.  He doesn't even bother answering the question.  His mind is rotting and being replaced by a despair so dark that not even angels could light a path.  Everyone about this world now sickens him. 


“And what will you do with this power?  Will you serve me or will you try to rule me?”


“You have shown me the true path.  The only path.  I will do whatever it is you want just as long as you give me the power.”

Part Two:  The Present 

Chapter One



Not far from Castle Kardington, lies the Domain of Uther.  This area is a training ground for the knights, named so after the original Knight of the Round Table, Uther Stane.   It is a sprawling area that consists of several moats, stables, and many different kind of training equipment for the knights to practice on.  It is also where the Silver Oshotoms are kept, magically infused silver molds of people that are under a spell to defend against and attack trainers.  Everyday knights can be found here training against these magic silver molds.  


Each Oshotom has a different shade of color over it, indicating what kind of magic spell it is under.  Red colored Oshotoms attack once hit and don't stop until the sparer gives the order to.  Blue ones do nothing except defend and the black ones can do both.  They aren't designed to kill and will shut themselves down if they get too close to taking a life.  


On this day though all participating knights have taken to the sidelines to watch a warrior without peer spar with the magic silver. 


“Come on now, Drago!” playfully shouts a knight from the sidelines.  


Drago ignores the comment and instead shadow fights the air with swords.  He does this every time he gets ready to fight as it helps him loosen up.  In past days, he may have playfully teased the ground or purposely get them riled up.  However since the day  Fallen S

layer leader Xian McGregor found him broken and half drowned in a river, he has felt different from everyone else.  He doesn't talk about the day he was found or the day he was captured by Fallen and forced to live life as a slave for them and an assassin.  Since his return, all the nobles thought he would calm down and live the life he is expected to live but it was not so.  Even before his capture, Drago was always in one adventure or another.  The night his sister was killed, Drago changed and dedicated his life to helping others.  To everyone who knows him, it seems like sorrow and death now guide him instead.  

Chapter Two 


Scattered like leaves in the wind, the Fallen take flight through the night sky.  Weaving and diving their way around the arrows that slice through the warm air, they escape, leaving Drago and Xian McGregor helpless to follow.


"Damn it, we have been tracking them all night and once more they get away," cries Xian right before he kicks over a broken stump out of the ground.


"No," Drago says calmly and coldly.  "Not all of them get away."


In one fluid movement that can only be described as inhumanly fast, Drago puts his bow and arrows up on his back, grabs both swords from the sheaths on his back and scrambles up a tree.  The exact second before he would run out of momentum, he stabs his swords into the tree, outstretches his arms, and pushes himself up even higher.  He grabs hold to a branch and swings upwards, now several feet above the tree.  A Fallen flies a little too low, and Drago caches him by the feet and they both fall down.  Before he can fly back up, Drago punches him hard in the ribs and they continue their descent.  Just as they are only a few feet from the ground, Drago jumps off and does a roll to the other side next to Xian.  His mentor doesn't even have time to think before, by Drago's mental command, his swords fly out of the tree and into the knee caps of the demon and pin him to the ground.  Blood flows out of his legs and he curses their names in the ancient Fallen tongue. 


Xian isn't listening to the pointless rambles of the creature but instead is staring at the blood lust in his young friend's eyes.   Roan, he thinks, give Drago back his peace. It has only been a year since Xian found Drago's bloody and broken body lying in a shallow creek just beyond the boundaries of Castle Kardington.  The creek has run solid red with Drago's blood and Xian thought for sure that the son of his King was dead.   Xian and several other knights, including Claire Clairvoyant, were spending weeks at a time looking for the young Prince.  Finally, Dante, King of Dreyfuss, gave into his sorrow and declared his only son to be lost forever.


It was a very dark time for the Kingdom.  Throughout his years, he had demonstrated an unique aptitude for fighting.  Since he was nine years ago, his killing prowess had become a part of him; the normal duties of a prince moved away from him and he towards the life of a Dragon Slayer.  Simultaneously, he was trained by Xian McGregor to fight off the Fallen scourge.  There are very few precious beings in the kingdom that have the skill and aptitude to hunt these very dangerous, soulless creatures but Drago showed that he was one of them.  Fallen Slaying is an art that requires long hours and a rigorous schedule which lead to Drago and Xian becoming best of friend.  For all intents and purposes, they were like brothers.  Both were the only children of their respective families and both of them saw in the other a bond of blood that could never be broken, even if this new, darker Drago scares him sometime as there is now a darkness within him that no one who used to know Drago can ever ignore.      


From an early age, Drago demonstrated that he had an amazing talent for almost anything and a sharp mind.  Upon beginning his education as a prince, he finished his schooling several years early excelled at his warrior training. As a prince, he had to beg his royal family to let him train as a warrior.  They disapproved at first but Xian said he showed a clear talent with the art of sword play so they let him continue on.  After completing his training, Drago went on to become the leader of a division of knights called the Dragon Slayers. 


Dragons are very numerous creatures on this world.  There are hundreds of different kinds of these creatures, most of which are just roaming animals who follow their food around.  Some are even herbivores.  Unfortunately, several species exist that actively hunt and eat human flesh. These are the dragons that Drago and his team slay should they get too close to the Kingdom.  Although there are more herbivores and omnivores among dragons than the flesh eating kind, all dragons are ill tempered and capable of insane rages at a moments notice.   


Drago truly was a people's prince.  Then on fateful night, in an attempt to rescue a small child from the clutches of the Fallen, he was captured and not seen for many years.  Upon finding him half dead, Xian McGregor realized that he had changed and maybe not for the better.  His open hearted, laughing demeanor was replaced by a quiet, calculating, man who carried his weapons with him every where he went.  He rarely spoke unless spoken to, even towards his friends.  His prowess on the battlefield grew as well.  He continued to protect the kingdom from dragon threats but he also would often help the slayers fight the Fallen and he would even travel to other kingdoms to help out where he could.   He soon became the most talked about person in the Known Lands.


This new, edgier, distant Drago also came back with emotional problems.  He never talked about what happened while an assassin for the Fallen and his bottled emotions put a strain on everyone that he loved.  His girlfriend, and fellow Dragon Slayer, Claire Clairvoyant, tried to get close but he blocked her out, along with everyone else.  


Xian suddenly flashes back to the present and puts a gentle hand upon Drago's shoulder.  Drago jumps slightly as if such a kind touch has been lost upon him.  He looks at his mentor with confused eyes at first but after looking down upon the monster he has impaled he realizes his error-The Fallen are hard to kill, next to impossible, but they do feel pain. They won't learn anything while he is spitting out gibberish.

Chapter Three

The day started off a normal enough and ended just the same.  Although this kingdom has constant enemies at it's gates, the battlefield never reaches Keep Kardington.  This name actually isn't in reference to the Castle that sits on the hill overlooking the marketplace but it is rather the marketplace itself.  Upon passing through the moat you will walk into a large, sprawling area of merchants, traders, and travelers of all shapes, sizes, and ethnicity.  The floors that thousands of people walk on each day in the Keep are made of dark red marble that contrasts nicely with the dozens and dozens of trees that are lined down the street like soldiers awaiting orders for battle.    

The keep is open from 6 am to 6 pm each day for customers; vendors and merchants come in early to set up their shops and wares.  As you could imagine, this area is heavily guarded by Knights and under tight scrutiny.  Any merchandise that is illegal is not allowed in, such as drugs and certain kinds of weapons.  During the day, the hustle and bustle of people coming in and out creates a rhythmic flow of noise.  The various styles of all the different peoples mix together with the loud noises of talk to create a human storm.  During the night, it's even more crazy; traveling carnivals and magicians regularly stop by to amaze the public (and their wallets) with fire eaters, clowns, and disappearing acts of all kinds.  It is a sort of organized chaos that keeps the Kingdom's economy going.      

  Nothing is as carefully watched and guarded as the Main Gate.  At the very end of the  town there is a huge gate that sits in between both sides of the ending outer circle wall.  Past this gate is where Keep Kardington sits, where the king, his queen, their family and subjects reside.  This is where Drago is residing at the moment, not yet aware of the approaching.  He was having trouble sleeping this night and heard noises outside.  Drago doesn’t sleep much; he just finds no use for it.  Where a lot of the rich subjects will oversleep for hours, Drago sleeps only enough to be well rested.  When he gets his full, he gets up and usually goes to the sparring room to practice; to become even better than he was the days before.  In his eyes, one must never be complacent in preparing yourself for whatever may come.  If you want peace, prepare for war.  He is a prince, son of a king of a great Kingdom.  It is only a matter of time before war will be brought to their Main Gate.  

He ignores the noises for the moment and goes to his bath and looks in the mirror, something he hasn’t done for days because he isn’t very vain.    The first thing he notices is that he needs a hair cut; he likes his hair long but not too long as it tends to get in his way when he’s doing his martial arts.  He likes to keep the thick, light brown, hair even with his ears and now he notices it is almost to his shoulders.  He washes his face, getting the dirt and sweat from his eyes and walks off the pain in his body that he received from working out.  He should have practiced in something a little more loosely made this time, he thinks to himself. He is still wearing his green suit from the previous day.  He has made these clothes for himself since his mom, the Queen, first taught him to sew at the age of seven.  The one he is wearing now is his favorite and the one he usually wears. It’s designed similar to the black suit of a Ninja except it’s been upgraded and is dark jade green.  It’s more form fitting to his body than a typical ninja suit.  The sleeves don’t exist; his shoulders are covered and half of his forearm is.  His abs are exposed as well but his chest is covered with the green material.  With the exception of his shins, he legs are completely covered up.  What truly make his suit different is that underneath all the clothe sections is a light weight chain mail armor that protects his body.  

He has intricately sewn the clothes into the mail. Around his waist is alight weight brown utility belt that holds several things such as knives, daggers, and bandages.  On his back, are two sheathes where he puts his swords when not being carried by him.  Rounding out his unique get up is a helmet made from lightweight armor.  

It’s not as loose and bulky as a typical night’s helmet and the top is open to allow his hair to come down.  Like the rest of his uniform, it too is dark green.

He looks out the window of the sparing room he was practicing in just moments ago and sees at least six small dragons outside in the streets of the castle's inner town.  Drago is glad that his father has done differently with his power by having the main shopping and trading center inside the castle walls, built right through the center with the actual castle wings and towers surrounding it.  At least this way, the dragons probably won’t be able to get into town unless they fly out, which is probably how they got in the first place.  Red dragons are a curious creature and will probably stay in these surroundings.  Unfortunately, they are also a vicious and deadly creature.  He opens the closet in the sparring room and grabs his swords.  When he picks them up, images of passed away sister flood his memories.  For a moment, he can do nothing except mourn the loss of his sweet, little sister who died so long ago.  Every time he grabs his swords, she races through his mind.  Casting the thoughts out for the moment, Drago runs through the castle, awaking a few of his fellow dragon slayers.  The castle has several floors to it and Drago resides on this top floor.  On this top floor with him are several of the other dragon slayers, one in particular he is looking for.   He gets to Claire's room and knocks loudly and hurriedly.  A few seconds later he hears the rummaging of keys and the door opens up a little bit.  He can see part of Claire's face through the crack.  She notices it is Drago and lets him in.  

“Drago, not to be rude but it's three am in the morning,” she says with sleepy eyes.

Cutting right to the point he says, “Get your weapons and awaken whatever dragon slayers sleep on this hall, we don't have time to run around the castle getting everyone,” he says. 

“Drago, what's going on?” she asks but he's already out of the room.  “Why are you dressed for battle?  Did you stay up all night again?” 

She was referring to the fact that it isn't uncommon for Drago to train throughout the night instead of sleeping.   Some say he is obsessed with being the perfect fighter but that isn't it at all.  Every since his capture by the Fallen, his dreams are only nightmares.  For whatever reasons, if he trains before he sleep then his mind rests easy.   

“Meet me outside in the Inner Town,” he shouts back.


He keeps running, swords in hand.  He doesn’t look back to see if anyone is following him; he knows Clair will come with help.  He gets to the Main Gate and sees a few dragons running down the street.  Oh man, thinks Drago, these are not just red dragons, these are also Rock dragons!  This is not a good thing.  Rock dragons, named so because of their rocky skin and dull color, are small but very violent dragons.  Fast and able to jump very high for their size, they are an animal not be to be taken lightly.  

Throw in the fact that they have poisonous (not lethal but can give you a drunken feeling) on their very sharp claws, you have a deadly creature to deal with.  And they eat nothing but flesh and bones.  They are about twenty four feet in length, with their tails making up half that length.  They have short, stubby necks, and very large heads full of razor sharp teeth.  Their wings are incredibly large for their size; when their wings are folded down, you can only see the tail and the head sticking out from either end.  Their wings are very tough and this makes a great shield for them.  Drago watches in horror as one of the dragons grabs a dog by the head and then another one grabs it by the back end and they pull it apart, each eating a half.  Drago decides to get past the gate.  If they see him, they could charge the gate and reach the castle and they would be no good at all.  Rather than risk making too much noise opening the squeaky gates, he climbs a gargoyle that is nearby and stands on the outer wall, looking down upon 

Drago taps his swords on the ground, getting their attention; they immediately charge.  

Off in the distance, he can hear more of them making their grunting sounds.  The other slayers better get here quick, he thinks.  I don't need to take anymore on by myself. These two will be more than enough.  He jumps in the air when they get to him but one of them does the same as their potential meal.  Using it’s short but powerful hind legs, it leaps straight up in the air and knocks Drago in the chest with its head.  He flips over in the air but keeps his hands outstretched and lands with palms against the ground.  They charge again, and Drago rolls out of the way and gets back up.  He's now behind them and throws a sword at one.  It hits on its hard back and bounces off.  The dragon gets angry and turns around, knocking the other dragon out of the way.  It jumps when it gets halfway to Drago and he puts his remaining sword in both hands and thrusts up.  His sword goes through its stomach.  He can't hold the dragon up so he lets go of the sword handle.  It falls and hits the ground, pushing the blade all the way out of the other side of the monster.  The other one is now running full speed ahead and Drago doesn't have anymore weapons.  His mind races, trying to figure out what to do before he is ran over and ate but he doesn't have too worry.  With the sound of air being cut ,an arrow flies through the air and hits the beast in the eye.  Then two more nail it in the side.  Not dead but hurt a little, it runs off the opposite direction to sulk.  Drago looks over and sees Claire walking out of a side alley, bow and arrows, her weapon of choice, in hand.

“Are the others coming?” he says.

“Yes, they are on the other side, fighting off four more. I figured you were here by yourself taking the rest. I heard some grunting and then heard a sword hitting the ground,” she says.  

She helps him turn the dead dragon over and he pulls out his sword.  They take off through the alley she came from and walk into the streets where the other slayers are already engaged in battle with the little hellion dragons.  Their mutual best friend, David, is being chased by one. He jumps on a small fish selling booth and stands on the top while the dragon crashes into it.  David falls onto it and he grips its rocky sides as it turns around in circles trying to get at him.  He shakes him loose and he falls to the ground.  The dragon rises up on its hind legs to crush him but Matthew, a very large dragon slayer, comes running behind it and stabs it in the back with his large battle ax.  The dragon screams and David slices its throat open with his sword.  Three more come barreling out of a dried meat shop and stop in front of them with throats growling.  Drago and Claire join the two other men and the opposing sides face each other.  

The dragons are stomping the ground and lots of saliva is coming from their mouth, forming small puddles on the ground.

Chapter Four

“Strength in numbers,” says Drago.  “We do not yield.”

“If they get to close with their charge then it would be foolish not to,” says David, tired of Drago's apparent death wish.

“We fight or we die!” Drago snaps back at him.  David's eyes cast to the ground, afraid of what he might see in Drago's own.  


Swords start glowing bright green with a powerful energy, Drago swings them back and forth.  It scares the dragons a little and they back off while the four young dragon slayers approach them.  Suddenly, there is someone yelling high above and they hear glass shattering and a bookcase comes falling out of a window, down towards them.  

“Look out!” yells Matthew and they run back.  

The dragons hate sudden movement and they charge after them.  But the bookcase falls on one and knocks it out; the other two scatter away out of eyesight.  Then they see Daniel jump out the window, grabbing hold of a clothesline that hangs between two castle towers.  He is hanging on to it, shouting.  Out of all the dragon slayers, Daniel is the most energetic and rambunctious one.  Sometimes Drago thinks he isn’t serious enough but he is a good warrior.  

“Look out! Another dragon comes!” he yells.  

No sooner than he says that, the last dragon jumps out the window, hitting the clothesline and breaking it.  The dragon hits the ground and Daniel hangs on for dear life as he swings down on the line into a tree.  The other dragon starts grunting very loud, calling the other three back.  They come running around a corner towards the four young people.  Then the last dragon runs at the tree.  Daniel scampers up it just as the impact from the dragon's head ramming it causes it to fall.  It lands on the dragon, pinning it down.  Daniel reaches down to the belt on his sleeping robe and pulls out two sais.  He stabs them on either side of the dragon's temple and it dies almost instantly.  Meanwhile, one is after Claire.  She runs towards an unhorsed drawn buggy and opens the door, comes out the other side and hides underneath.  The beastly dragon comes up to it slowly and pears inside, big head sticking through the opening.  He looks to the left, then to the right.  When he turns back to the middle, he sees Claire aiming an arrow at its head.  It growls at her, mouth open wide to reveal rows and rows of razor sharp teeth.

“That's a pretty smile,” she says and she fires her arrow.  It goes down its throat, killing it.  

“Back off, beast!” says Matthew. 

He's backed up in a corner by a dragon so he swings his ax back and forth.  The dragon grabs the ax with his tail pulls it out of his hands and starts swinging it at Matthew!  Matthew dunks it and the ax head goes into the brick.  He's a big man (6 foot 11 and 400 pounds) and uses his strength to pull the ax out.  Still held by the dragon, he forces the ax into the monster's chest, cutting it.  The dragon drops the ax.  Matthew picks is it up and brings it down on his head, severing it's spine and killing it.  The friends gather in the middle of the town and looks around for Drago.

“Where is he? And where is the last dragon” asks Claire. 

 Then hear a horrible dragon scream and they all think Drago is being eaten.  They run towards a dark alley where the noise came from. Before the get there, Drago comes walking out. He's covered in blood and dragging the last of the dragon's head by its long tongue.

The entire entourage take a step back.  Any of them being covered in blood is a common.  Dragon, because of their obviously large bodies, tend to have a lot of blood and the slayer is almost always in close proximity.  But the look in Drago's eyes is what scares them.  It is a deep, transfixed look, as if he is reveling in the blood that covers him. His face shows a determination and lust for his kill that reaches beyond simple pride and honor.  As his gaze meets all of theirs, none of them are sure if he can see them as his friends or as other potential kills.  

 They always wondered if any of the Fallen's love for blood rubbed off on him.  Now they wish they never knew the answer.   Amongst themselves when Drago was not around, they quietly pondered if the Fallen ever made him eat flesh or drink blood.  Claire always quickly dismissed that notion but now she isn't so sure.  

Noticing his friends scared looks, he tries his best to play it off with a big smile and a shake of his head.  

“Guess I need a shower,” is the only thing he can say but they have already turned around, with glances behind them.  


“It’s over, Drago.  Let’s just clean this up so it looks good for the market tomorrow,” Claire says. “And yes, take a shower.”


The class stares at the man before them who is speaking, Xian McGregor, with wide eyes.  They have all heard about Xian before and know of his exploits.  He’s the world famous Fallen slaying knight who is a living legend, despite the fact he isn’t even close to senior years.  Most of those in the room have seen him at various functions or festivals but few have actually spoken to him.  Now here they are in his classroom, learning from the legend himself!  One of these knights was his son, Xian McGregor.  Xian has become the most well trained, deadly, and feared knight across the land.  He has become the new leader of the Slayers, after the death of his father and continues the training his father passed down to him by giving it to others in a school he set up inside the Castle Keep, where, like now, he trains people to fight the demonic beasts.


“OK, students, I’m going to dig right in with the truths and false legends with the Fallen.  I am supposed to tell you that this course will be rigorous, cost lots of money, and most of you won’t live through it but let’s not be mundane here.  You have the money since most of you come from Noble blood.  The ones that do not, the money has been arranged for them through our generous King.  You know it will be a dangerous class and, if you survive, a dangerous life or else you wouldn’t be here at all.  This isn’t the type of class one walks into blind.   So in short, good luck and all that jolly stuff.  Now, onto the reasons why we are all here: the Fallen.”

  When its time for business, Xian is nothing but.  He doesn’t smile, he rarely blinks, and he commands a huge presence.  His voice is loud, punctual and he speaks clearly.  In short, he is very much the soldier when the time is right.  Xian Gregor is thirty two years old and has been slaying Fallen since he was twelve.  His dad, a legendary Knight named Aso,  was massacred by them and he followed the demons to their lair but was captured for torture.  Another Fallen slayer named Knox Fillmore, an older gentleman, rescued him and taught him how to fight properly.  By the time he was thirteen, his hands were considered deadly weapons.  During a mission, Fillmore was turned into the very creatures he hunted and Xian was forced to kill him.

By this time, Xian was ready to lead the slayers.  He took Drago under his wing, despite  their relativity close years of age,  and became the brother he never had.  He even trained both Drago and Claire in the art of Fallen hunting and slaying, something that most non-Fallen slaying knights never learn.  

Xian isn’t a large man but he is muscular and lean with a presence that cannot be denied.  To look into his eyes is to see much pain and regret but it’s also to know that this man is wise beyond his years and must be listened too.  He has long, jet black hair and only wears black armor under a huge black leather coat.  Combine this with his smooth, milky white skin and it’s ironic that he looks just like the monsters he has sworn to kill until he himself falls in battle.  

The room is an average size sparring room that was converted into a make shift classroom with a dozen wooden chairs lined up with four in each roll.  The classroom is nothing flashy; white painted walls with nothing on them except paintings of various Fallen.  Xian is pacing back and forth in front of a medium size desk that has a large, leather bag sitting top it.  Behind the desk on either front corner of the room are two more Fallen slayers.  

One is Xian’s second in command Damien and the other is a female known only as Heart.  Xian figured it would do well to have a female in the room, to show the two females in his class that even they can learn to slay the demons.  

“The best way to begin this is to have you, the Pages, asks questions.  I will answer any you have, as long as they are serious.   The Fallen have a very rich history, albeit an evil one, so please, leave no stone unturned.  OK, you in the back.  State your name and your question, please,” Xian says.

“My name is Jason Creedy.  Why are The Fallen considered to be immortal?”

“A very good question, Mr. Creedy.  Fallen are considered to be immortal because of basic myth and lore about them and because they don’t age like us.  Basically, a Fallen can live forever, providing they are not killed.  They don’t get tired under conventional means, they don’t stress, and they don’t get sick or get any diseases.   You see these paintings on the wall of Fallen behind me and I’m sure you have noticed that there are a few that picture old men.  

The more blood a Fallen drinks the longer he has lived, makes them more powerful.  If they want, they can use this power, their life energy, to retain their youthful appearance.  However, they sacrifice a great deal of power to keep themselves young.  A Fallen that looks old is even more deadly that one that retains the youth of a man in his twenties.  This is very important for you to remember and one day it will save your life.”

He pauses long enough for the class to take notes and then asks for another question.  A young lady with bright red hair raises her hand speaks up.

“I am Lady Dane of Northwest.  What kills Fallen?  What are the best weapons to use or not to use?”

Xian makes a mental note to keep an eye out for this girl.  Her perky voice, her intense eyes on him at all times, and a multiple part question about how to kill them rather than what to learn about them give her away that she want to be the ultimate hunter.  She will be a good student, he thinks.

“Excellent questions, my lady.  The most obvious weapon against a Fallen is sunlight.  Direct sunlight on a Fallen’s skin will cause it to burn and crack.   If held long enough over the area in question, it will shrivel away and explode.  If a large amount of sunlight is exposed over the heart or head for several seconds, the Fallen will surely die.  Now, do not think that because a Fallen can’t go outside that he can’t be deadly.  A Fallen can be inside a house during the daylight, for example.  He will be greatly weakened but so long as no direct sun rays hit his skin, then he will be in no danger of dying.  Generally though, Fallen do not come out at all during the daylight although there are exceptions to this and every rule.  

We, of course, have no way to harness the power of the sun to use in our hands so lets move on to weapons.  Silver is the most important component to any weapon for killing a Fallen.  If you have silver tipped arrows, a strike with one through it’s heart or head will kill instantly.  By the same token, if it’s just a regular arrow then the Fallen will be hurt but it will not be killed.  Make no mistake, anything that is used to strike and the brain or heart on a Fallen must be silver.  Nothing else will do, no bones about it.  But do not think you are safe with silver and become lax with using it.  If a Fallen is attacking you and you stab it with a silver knife or any other type of silver weapon and you don’t hit it in the heart or head, then the Fallen will not die.  

It will greatly injure him and most likely allow running or looking for another way to fight but, I repeat, it will not die.  If you can get a Fallen to swallow silver, that will kill him but not instantly, it may take a minute to several minutes.  Moving on from silver, the next best weapon is garlic. We don’t know why, yet, but garlic is of great poison to the undead blood sucker.  Just being around it can make it sick or go into seizures.  

Being sick isn’t the end of the world for a Fallen so even if you have several garlic pieces on you, do not assume you cannot be hurt.  The Fallen could still get close enough for one quick strike or just simply pull the herb off of you.  However, it will be a Fallen hesitant to attack and just might give you the edge you need to win the fight.”

“What about religious artifacts, such as crosses, Sir McGregor?” speaks up another student.  “Oh, my name is Dar Kendle.

“Yet another good question.  I must say, you are a bright bunch,” he says with a quick smile before going stern once more.

“The only religious artifact that will work is a cross and even that has limitations.  A bible will not help you nor will a golden goblet you have obtained from a church.  A preacher or priest will not help either.  Only a cross that has been blessed by a certain member of a certain religious group will help.  Due to security measures requested by our King, I cannot give you the names or location of these holy men.  If you want a blessed cross, you must ask but they are in limited quantity so use wisely.  With a blessed cross, just showing it to a Fallen will not work.  You must be within several feet before the holy aural it puts out will cause a Fallen to recoil in fear.  If a Fallen has energy blasts or telepathy, the cross will not have any harm come to use from these weapons.  Also, stabbing a Fallen with a cross in the right place will kill it whether the blessed cross is silver, wood, or anything else.  

Since we are still on the subject of all how to kill a Fallen, I will mention fire.  Fire can be a great weapon against these unholy monsters but it can also spell your doom.  If you can create a hot enough fire to catch the whole Fallen aflame, it can consume him and it will keep him dead.  However, it takes awhile for a Fallen to burn so one that is lit aflame could still attack you or just come later when it has put his fire out.”

Another student asks if hand to hand fighting is good against Fallen.  Xian is about to answer when one of his men, Merrick, bursts through the door.

“Sir Xian!  Women were just stolen from the village and reports say Fallen were the ones that did the kidnapping,” he says quickly with sweat all over his brow.

“Class dismissed, we will resume tomorrow night.  Men, follow me,” Xian says harshly.  

Damien, Heart, and Merrick all follow him out in a huge hurry.  On the way out, Xian grabbed his leather bag from the table.  The students look at each other, worried and excited all at the same time.

  On the way to gather their weapons and some more men, Merrick explains what has been going on.  Apparently, one of the peasant towns was having a square dance when suddenly several Fallen bursts through the doors and started attacking people at random.  In the end, five girls were stolen and witnesses say the Fallen carried them off into the woods.   He was also told that dragons just attacked.   

Xian decides that a small party would be better for this hunt than a larger force of an army so he, Heart, Merrick, Damien, Jackson, Bowman, and Horace would go after the weapon.  On their horses, they ride through the Keep and encounter Drago and his slayers.

“Xian, we just heard.  Do you need any help?” asks Drago thoughtfully.

“Nyet, my friend.  You must stay here in case more of these dragons come back.  I appreciate your bravery but we don’t know what we are going to meet in those woods.”

With that said, Xian and the other six slayers ride fast and hard down the hill into the valley below that holds the cities under the King’s leadership.  People are out in the streets, some crying, others bleeding from the still recent attack.  Upon seeing the Fallen slaying knights riding so heroically upon their horses to help them, cheers echo though the night.  Under his breath, Xian mutters curses and hopes he doesn’t fail these people tonight.  Within minutes, they get to the edge of the woods and Xian finds blood all over the low lying branches of trees and other foliage.  

“They did indeed come through here,” Xian says as he touches the blood.  “And it wasn’t too long ago, this blood is very warm.  Come, men!  There is hope.  They ride through the forest going as fast as they can while guiding their horses through the dense forest before them.  There is a suddenly bright flash of dark energy that comes at them in a huge, thick wave in the air.  There attempts to turn the horses around and outrun it fail.  They are hit with it hard and knocked from their horses.  The scared animals take of running, some deeper into the woods.  The slayers stand back up, weapons drawn and ready for everything.  Another surprise comes too fast when Fallen seem to bursts out from all around the and close in for the attack.   Screaming, Xian and his men all charge outward after forming a tight circle.  It allows them to find a target, spread out, and keep all the demons from attacking at once.  Xian impales one in the heart right off the bat and dunks down to avoid getting hit with a spike club that is being swung by an extremely large Fallen.  He brings the spiked club down on Xian again but he rolls out of the way and crawls quickly inside of a hollow log.

“Get out of there, human!” yells the huge Fallen.  His veins ripple out along his huge muscles and his eyes bulge out from his head.  If he catches this slayer, then hell will be to pay.    

He slams his fist down upon the hollow log that the human Fallen slayer is hiding in. His hand busts through it and tries to grab the man but Xian McGregor flattens himself down as much as possible and grabs the demon's hand and breaks it.  The demon yells and gets really mad, shoving his face over the hole, bring its tongue coming down into it.  It's flapping around on the inside.  Xian cuts the reeking and drooling thing off with a knife then crawls out the other side.  He gets out and the Fallen is on the ground in a lot of pain.

Xian pulls a cross made of pure silver and stabs him in the heart. The Fallen bursts into flames and dies.  Xian looks around him to find someone that needs help and succeeds when he sees a female Fallen chasing his best friend Damien through the woods.  Xian throws his cross but the Fallen flies upward, avoiding it.  It flies back down and is kicked in the face when Damien grabs a hold of a tree branch and swings himself off the ground.  He lands and pulls out a sliver stake and jams it in her head. 

“Xian, Damien, more are on the way!” shouts Merrick Jones.

They look ahead and see more dark figures running at them through the woods, some with weapons in hands.  

“Heart!  Jackson!  Do a fall out trap!” Xian yells while kicking a close Fallen down to the ground before killing it with his cross.

Jackson and Heart, both having swords in their hands, run full speed towards the fast moving Fallen and then suddenly pretend to fall just as they get to them.  

The Fallen, moving too fast, run right past them, and when they turn around they are cut down by the advancing warriors that were at their backs now.

Bowman, who just happens to be an expert bowman, quickly climbed a tree and started shooting at the Fallen from up high.  Audry Horace, one of the few female Fallen slayers, is using spiked gloves and punches the demons right in the face.  The silver spikes blind the Fallen long enough so she can kick them in the heart with her silver spiked combat boots.   

They here wretched screams coming from deep within the woods followed by another blast of purple energy.  Xian assumes it is telekinetic energy being used against them because his head is hurting very badly.  That means there is a very powerful Fallen out in the woods and he must be doing something to those poor women but what exactly is it doing?  

But the last blast of TK energy messed up all their co ordinations.  It knocked Bowman out of the tree and before he hit the ground, a Fallen fly by and caught him.  Into the woods he went, followed by one who has Horace.  Weeks earlier, she received a concussion and the TK energy must have used it has a weak spot.   Damien, Merrick, Heart, Xian, and Jackson are now the only ones left but they find themselves surrounded no longer.  Soon, they hear their comrades screaming for help far off into a patch of woods.  They are not about to leave them to die so with no other choice, the five remaining slayers follow them deeper into the woods.


Drago runs through the forest shouting the names of his friends, yelling at them to get ready.  Adrenaline surges through is body propelling his muscles and tendons to go beyond their limits.  
Sometimes he feels as if this energy is different from what other people have.  He noticed that he seems to be faster and stronger at the height of battle then he is normally.  He first realized this when he was under the Fallen's control.  He thought it was some augmentation they had put in place.  However, he know is beginning to understand it himself.  As the oldest and only son of King Dante and many people cannot see why he would risk his life for fighting dragons when he does not have to.  However, the nobles from across the continent may look down upon disgust but the peasants in Dryefuss love him for it.  A nobleman living like they do and doing some good while he is at.  He is the people’s hero in so many ways and has never let them down in their eyes.   Though he is the highest royalty other than the King and Queen,  he chooses to spend his days outside, mostly hunting dragons  who threaten the Kingdom.  One of the things Dante changed for his kingdom was more protection for it.  Rather than have just the standard knights like other kingdoms on far away lands, he had three divisions of knights formed.  

There is the knights of Valor, who enforce the laws of the land and hunt criminals and other such tasks.  The second group is the Fallen slayers.  Ever since man has walked the earth, Fallen have been a constant threat to humanity.  A Fallen slayer’s job is to hunt and destroy Fallen and make sure the kingdom isn’t infiltrated by them.  The last, but not least, group of knights is the dragon slayers.  Their job is to kill any dragons that are a vital threat to the kingdom o Dryefuss.  Drago is the leader of this particular group of knights.


Not all dragons are evil beasts who kill at random.  A lot of them are just like any other animal: living out their days as nature meant them to do.  But then again, a lot of dragons are out to destroy and kill.  When not killing dragons, Drago and his fellow slayers study them and find out more about them everyday.  They also hunt them as game, to keep the population down.


“Now, my friends!” yells Drago. 

 
He runs out of the forest with a small but deadly dragon not far behind him. No sooner than Drago climbs a tree of medium height, the forest erupts in disturbance with trees literally uprooting and flying through the air.  The dragon sees young Drago as he jumps to another higher tree, out of range from its extended neck.  Before the dragon can jump from its hind legs, two more slayers, Claire Clairvoyant and David Rogers, run out from some foliage, each grasping the end of a heavy rope.  They run straight towards it’s hind legs and pull tight when they get there.  The dragon jumps forward and falls onto the forest floor, stomach down.  Claire and Rogers quickly climb upon its back.  Rogers uses two small daggers to lift up a scaly plate, revealing soft skin.  On this kind of dragon, paralyzing or hurting this portion of its body will keep it from using it's fiery breath.  Claire fires an arrow into the small section of exposed skin and the dragon screams and jumps up, knocking them off.  

While the arrow doesn’t do any damage to the dragon, it does stop its ability to shoot fire out of its throat.  But its muscular body, coupled with it’s large talons, make it no less deadly without it’s fire. Drago jumps from his tree, two swords out with the blades down towards the ground.  He lands on it’s back, the swords scratching it.  He continues to slash away but it’s not making anything more than small cuts.     The hide is just too scaly.  Before Drago can try to figure out what to do next, the dragon’s tale whips around and grabs Drago with its tail, wrapping it around his waist.  Drago screams for help below.

“It’s going to crush him!” says Claire. 

She fires another arrow from her trusty bow.  It whips through the air and hits the tail.  The dragon drops Drago and he falls to the ground hard.  The dragon turns his neck around towards Drago and tries to bite him.  Drago jumps back but drops his swords during the quick snap at him.  David runs up to Drago and pushes him out of the way and stabs his small daggers into the dragon's face, one in its eyeball and the other in the left nostril.  Blood rains down upon Drago from the wounds David inflicted as he runs underneath the underbelly of the monster.  It tries to stop him with it’s huge feet but Claire fires arrows at it’s feet when it tries to stomp, making it’s feet hit next to Drago rather than upon him.  

“It’s jumping too much! I can’t get a good slice with my swords.  Make him stop moving!” says Drago. 

David goes into motion and runs to get his rope.  He comes back.  He makes a lasso and manages to get it around the dragon's horns.  He hangs on for dear life when the dragon lowers his head down, sending David flying.  He lands on the dragon’s upper half of the neck and pulls tight on the rope.  Much like a bull, the dragon rears up on its hind legs.  David stops pulling and the dragon falls back down.  That’s when Drago’s sword start glowing bright green and he slices through the underbelly of the dragon.  He manages to roll out of the way before entrails of guts fall on him.  The dragon rolls on its back and dies. 

Chapter Five

The three dragon slayers walk back towards Dryefuss, their home and haven.  The wind is blowing a small breeze and it blows through Claire’s hair gently.  With her bright red hair and fair skin, she is easily one of the most beautiful girls in the kingdom and many think she should be a queen one day instead of spending her days killing dragons.  However, she loves what she does and wouldn’t have it any other way.  Plus, she’s around her two best friends’ all day.  She looks at Drago and David who are on either side of her and smiles.  She’s been with them both since they were little kids and together and they have saved each others lives countless times and protected the kingdom just cause.

“You were right Drago, just us three handled the dragon rather well,” says David, the tallest of the dragon slayers.  

His boyish face and brown curly hair give him a much younger appearance than his fellow slayers but he is in fact the oldest and one of the most deadly of them all.  He’s the only dragon slayer (other than Drago and Claire) who is equally good at fighting Fallen and also killing them, although he was never trained officially by Xian.  

“Good thing I was, or we wouldn’t be bragging about it now, eh?” says Drago with a coy smile. 
Though not a hulk by any means but he is tone and defined with medium height, Drago is built perfectly for any kind of battle and is one of the best and most honored fighters in all the land. With his long brown hair and long swords, he looks more like an assassin than the son of a great king.  Unlike most people at his age of 20, he is extremely headstrong.  He knows he is the son of a great king but does not show it off.  Even after paying for his years of training, he continues to use his riches and resources of his family name only to buy more weapons to protect the kingdom with.  Many a time, he can be found down in the villages of the peasants, helping them do their daily tasks, even giving them money out of his own allowance.  

The only thing that he seems to not be able to do is stay out of trouble.  His fault or not, he always finds himself in a tight situation.   


Years ago, Drago’s baby sister got lost in a cave down by the Old River.  Going after her in the darkness of the caverns, Drago ended up encountering a witch and fighting her.  Though it almost cost him his life and the lives of several knights (and, in the end, the life of his small sister) from all the divisions, he ended up killing the witch himself and taking her swords as a trophy.  Though he always used swords since growing up, he used to experiment with other weapons even more. But after learning of the swords’ power, he started practicing with them until he became a swords master, better than most.  At his mental command, his swords can start glowing bright with a green energy around the blades.  With this glowing energy, the swords can cut through anything.  This makes the swords very useful when needing to cut the tough hide of a dragon.  Only problem is, after using this energy from the swords, Drago seems to be a little drained of energy himself so he only uses it when absolutely the most.  


The three best friends continue walking until they reach the kingdom gates, guarded by four knights.  With a few hellos and nods toward their fellow knights, the gates open and the heroes walk in the through the kingdom.  Their next job is to find enough horses to pull the big dead dragon carcass over to the Edge of Death, a canyon where they throw any dead dragon carcass down.  Over time, the bodies rot, leaving skeleton.  Though the knights use all parts of the dragon when hunted for game, the kingdom’s wizard says using the meat and bones of slain evil dragon is bad luck so any dragon’s killed because of their wicked deeds are thrown down into Edge of Death.


Suddenly, the extremely high watchtower bell rings as a knight shakes it and yells, “Sir Xian and his fellow knights make their way!”  

The quite hustle and bustle of the Castle Keep turns to an uproar in cheers. Drago’s eyes grow wide with anticipation and he runs back out towards the gate, onto the field that separates the forest from the Castle Keep.  

“Drago, we must get horses to pull the dragon!” says David but he knows it falls upon deaf ears at the moment.


“Aw, come on, there is plenty of time to move that carcass!” says Claire. 

The two of them take off running towards the tree line, where the rolling field gives away to the forest.  Drago is already way ahead of them and is shouting Xian’s name. Xian McGregor is Drago’s mentor and is like the brother he never had.  About a decade older than Drago, Xian has thought him everything he knows.  From the smallest of weapons to the greatest of fighting skills, Drago learned everything from Xian.  He is the leader of the Fallen slayers and has spent most of his life slaying them.  He goes on many missions for the King, sometimes alone if he has to.  A few nights ago, five women from one of the peasant villages were stolen in the night by Fallen.  The very same night, Xian and six other Fallen slayers set off to find them or do their best trying.  Apparently, they found them but not without causalities Drago notices. He bounds a small hill on the field and sees the Fallen slayers before them.  Out of seven slayers, only four have made it back.  Thankfully though, all the women that were stolen have survived as they are carried under arm by the slayers, Xian doing his best to shoulder two of them.  


“Drago, young lad, you and your friends take some of these women,” says Xian with a tired voice.  From the looks of them, the slayers had a tough time getting them back.  Their clothes are dirty, ragged, and torn.  Various cuts scrapes and holes adorn their bodies and there are bags underneath their eyes. 

“Men, give your women to these dragon slayers and run ahead to get yourselves cleaned up.  Visit your wives and children who must be worried sick about you by now,” says Xian.   “Have the King send a courier to get the families of these poor women.”

 Clair and David each get a woman in their arms and they hurry off to the town to find the kingdom doctor.  The rest of the slayers take the other women and weapons they brought back and go home.  Drago stays behind with Xian and the two men walk slowly.


“It appears you had some difficulty..” says Drago.  Xian looks at him and nods solemnly. 


“Jackson, Heart, and Merrick were killed by Fallen.  Merrick was turned and I had to kill him myself,” says Xian in a sad voice.


“My god, I’m so sorry.  May the Lord have mercy on their souls,” says Drago.

“Merrick won’t get any mercy,” is all Xian says. 

It’s clear enough to Drago that there is something even more troubling going on here but the death with Merrick is pretty bad because it’s common knowledge that those turned into Fallen, cannot enter the Kingdom Of Heaven.  

“Drago..something is wrong, my young friend.  Me, you, and Hectic need to get together and figure something out quickly,” says Xian in a troubled voice.

“What’s wrong, Xian?” asks Drago.


Xian stops walking and says to Drago, “Despite our appearance, we didn’t encounter as much Fallen resistance that I thought we would when we rescued the girls,” says Xian. 


“What do you mean? Isn't that a good thing?” asks Drago. 

“We had a few small fights with them.  It’s a long story but in the end, the Fallen practically handed over the women.  Despite being very tired, there seems to be nothing wrong with them.  It’s like they took them for no reason, other than to get a few slayers killed,” Xian says.


“Somehow I think there is more to it than that,” says Drago with a worried voice.   Xian closes his eyes and nods gently.

Chapter Six


Christoph, along with the Inner Council, sit within the ivory halls of their main communications chamber, often used as a war room.  The ceiling stretches upwards over 200 feet.  It is adorned with incredibly detailed paintings of the Diastone Church's history.  This is the only area that has any color.  The rest of the room, from the floor to the walls, is ivory white.  In each corner of the room engraved pillars stand for support.  The floor is marble with nothing on it except a large table.  At the head sits Christoph and going down the left and right sides are the Inner Council of priests.  On the opposite end of Christoph is the speakers chair.  They are about to meet with Dekken Crill, someone that Christoph can't stand to even mention out loud, much less be around.   He will take the chair and talk about something he deemed so important that he called a mandatory meeting about. 


Christoph, much like Crill, cares about power more than anything.  After all is said and done, history will write of Christoph as much of an evil as Crill himself.  However, how they go about their evil deeds is what sets them apart.  Christoph appears, on the outside looking in,  to be a very calm and laid back man.  While that may be true enough, underneath his quite exterior is an intensity that can burn as hot as flames.   He rules the church with an iron hand but is more subtle about it.  He likes things to go at a slow but progressive and steady rate.  The power he has acquired he has done so through careful planning and strict discipline.  


He wants to like Crill because the man's tastes for power rivals his own.  However, he is just the exact opposite.  He is loud and often bombastic, much like the clothing he wears.  He parades around the Church's grounds like he owns the place.  Mostly, Christoph doesn't like the way he does business.  Without a doubt, Christoph punish his subordinates who need it and crushes his enemies.  Be headings, hangings, and other tortures are very common things to be ordered out his mouth.  Sometimes the people who receive these things really don't even deserve it.  Crill, though, takes too much pleasure and pride from it all.  Stealing souls, making slaves, and the other aspects of dark arts that he works with are not the subtle methods Christoph likes.  


In the end, Crill is very valuable.  His methods are questionable but his results are not.  Because of him, Christoph has gained much of what he has.  


None of this means he has to like him.


A young messenger comes in and announces Crill's arrival.  Christoph roles his eyes at the spectacle.  Half the time, he doesn't even bother with a messenger.  As the messenger turns to leave, Crill is seen coming up from the hallway behind him.  He is wearing a dark purple velvet robe, the trim made up of pure gold.  His black hair has been washed to a bright shine and pulled back tight into a ponytail.  He certainly doesn't look evil but, as the messenger boy is about to learn, looks are almost always deceiving.  The council is jolted out their seats from pure shock, as electrical energy surges out of his fingertips and into the young man's body.  Foam pours out of his mouth and then mixed with the blood that starts coming right behind it.  As he shakes, his skin turns black and blacker until it falls off his body as flakes, leaving bloody spots showing all over him.  Within seconds, he is reduced to a burnt shell.


The council members look at each other, unsure what to do or say.  Some are even throwing up.  Each of them are murderers and vile men in their own way but they condone violence in the pursuit of power; none of them have the taste to kill for pleasure or in such distasteful ways.


“Goddamn, Crill.   Speak your words and take care of that bloody stump laying on the ground,” Christoph says.  He turns to his seat with the other members following his actions.  “Now, please.”


Crill doesn't sit down, preferring to tower over his fellow men while he speaks.


“As you all know, I have been studying the dark arts for quite some time.  There are many types of magic with the dark arts but black magic is my personal favorite.  As you can see, I have become quite proficient with it,” he says with his surprisingly mild mannered voice.  


“Your point?” asks an irritated Christoph.


“My point is that as powerful as I am, I am not all powerful.  I am not a god nor a demi god.  To accomplish our goals, we need a certain alliance to be formed,” he says with a cruel smile forming at the ends of his lips.


“Fellow councilmen, leave us.  Now.” 


With that order, the council leave immediately.  Although all powerful, Christoph is the supreme leader and they hang upon his every word.  He also has a habit of keeping them in the dark about some things, especially plans that require a more direct approach to their goals.


After they leave, Crill sits down across from Christoph.  


“I thought I told you no, concerning your proposal with forming an alliance with The fallen?”


“You said we didn't need it because you wanted to wait and see what I can accomplish. I gave you a taste but I can assure you, it won't be enough to over take King Dante,” Crill says.


“What?  Overthrow?  What the hell are you getting at, Darken Crill?” Christoph says.


“Why did you think I wanted the alliance with Fallen?  King Dante will not fall without their help.  Or did you think I wanted the Fallen's help just to make your own empire fatter?” he says mockingly.


Crill has pushed Christoph to the boiling point a little too quickly.   


“That is right.  My own fucking empire, Crill. Not yours.  Do not mistake me for a fool.  I said no the first time and I meant it.   You're come in here trying to sneak another plan in on me?  What the fuck are you wanting to do, Crill?”


Crill considers taking down Christoph right now.  But he knows it would be a bad move; Christoph obviously commands ultimate power around here.  If murdered, Crill wouldn't even make it out of the city before he was hunted down.   Although he is on the council, none of the members have as much power as their leader.  Besides that, Crill is already a black sheep among the other members mostly because of his more deranged ways of dealing with things.  


He quickly regains his composer, slicks back his hair into place and clears his throat.  


“I have figured out a way to take possession of Kalkus,” Crill says firmly.


Christoph sits down for that one.  Out of all of Crill's crazy ideas, taking control of Kalkus is the one thing that he figured would be something actually worth the Church's time.  


“Yes, Christoph.  That is what I have been working on.   I know you always liked the idea of that so I figured you have done your research on the importance of this?”


“As a demigod, you would be able to control time itself,” he says, very hopeful he is right.


“That is correct.  But there is a problem.  Time isn't Kalkus' domain so he cannot travel there.  I need someway to get there.”


“So the fallen have a way to do this?”


“I need the Fallen to get to the person who has the way to do this.  This person,” Crill begins with a smile because he knows Christoph will be glad to hear it, “is Drago.


“Prince Drago?” he asks.  “Do what you need to get the Fallen to help.  Give me up to the minute updates.  

Chapter Seven


Deep within the Fallen cave, Dekken Crill walks upright and unafraid. Other than a few torches hanging on the walls, there is very little light as him and a Fallen walk toward the inner chamber of  Sethias Darken, Lord of the Fallen.   In the true honor of Fallen's sick views on humanity, the wall of the caves is covered in human flesh.  These skins were pulled off layer by layer from thousand of victims over several hundred years.   Their screams were probably something like the ones that Crill hears now, emanating from the lairs many dungeons hidden in twisting dark tunnels.    Millions of bones cover the entire cave floor and even Crill is disgusted by the sickening crunches underneath his feet.  

To anyone else, this would be a nightmare dark enough to drive someone mad.   Crill has spent the bulk of his like studying the dark arts, getting to know darkness so he can face it.  Even after putting a calming spell on himself, he is still a little uneasy.  A certain evil lives here, something that is beyond Crill and those like him.  However, he  knows that the Fallen dare not attack him. If they want  an unending supply of human cattle, they will not lay one claw on his body. 

His guide, a shriveled up white old demon with long fangs, stops suddenly and holds out his hands.  He says a few words in the ancient Fallen tongue and blood starts pouring down a wall in front of them.  It looks like a bloody dead end, put the blood fades away to reveal an open space.  Crill steps through and the blood forms again, behind him, and making a wall there.  He’s trapped for now.  In case he pulls something, the Fallen want to make sure he cannot get out so easily.

It’s a large oval shaped room.  In the center of the floor is a large pentagram made out of the bones of children.  In the center of the pentagram, sites a large thrown.  And on that throne is the king of Fallen, covered by shadows.  There is some sort of artificial light in this room and Crill isn't sure where it is coming from.  Darken steps out into it and Crill has to hold himself in composure to not look startled.  Darken's skin is bleach white, pulled back so tight his bones can be seen poking out underneath him.  His hair is matted with blood  that is dripping down upon his face.  His huge mouth is is stuck in a perpetual and creepy grin.  Large fangs cluster in it, poking out from behind the lips as if he is full to bursting with them.  He speaks only telepathically and his mouth never moves.  


“Sir Crill.  Welcome,”is all he says.


“I figured the Fallen king would have his room much more decorated, rather than these plane cave walls” says Crill mockingly.


“To be sure, to be sure.  But I cleaned it up for you a little, Crill.  Wouldn’t want you to be….frightened in front of me,” says the Fallen King.


“Let’s get to the point, wretched Demon,” says Crill in a bored voice but Darken can sense the tremble over the false bravado.

The shadows go away as the Fallen king stands up and then jumps straight up into the air.  He lands in front of Crill and notices the human is a little jumpy at his demon appearance.  His white skins as a sickish green shade to it and his over stretchy arms nearly drag the grown.  Going up and down his arms are large spikes, two of which are also sticking out of his head.  His fangs are almost as long.  Couple this with his blood red eyes, he truly is scary.


“To what do I owe the honor?” he says in a whispering but hissing toned voice.


Crill swallows hard and tries to hide his uneasiness and manages to belt out, “Just came to check up on you and your fellow demons.  To make sure things are in certain order,” he says.


“Ah yes, order…the plan.  The plan is in order, Dekken Crill.  The women returned today.  Soon things will be in our favor.”


“How soon?”


“Just a few days.  The kingdom is rather far away from this place so it’s going to be a few days for my telepaths to map out the kingdom.”


“Fair enough,” is all Crill says.


“And what about your plan? Don’t think I forgot about you, human” he says in a rude voice.


“In a few hours, the large red dragon will be ready for our control.  And tomorrow it will be ready for attack.,” says Crill.


Back at Dreyfuss Kingdom, the five girls have been laid down in the doctor’s office.  Each of hem are laying on a cot with warm rags on their heads.  The personal doctor of King Dante himself is checking upon them.  


“Doctor, are they hurt?” asks the king.


“No..physically they seem to be fine.  A little roughed up but that’s to be expected after their ordeal.”


“Very well.  Anything else?”


“While I trust Xian’s word that they were not bitten or turned already, I would like Merlin down here just in case to look at them.  They need to stay here a few days to rest and to be protected in case their kidnappers come back,” he says.

“As you wish, Doctor.  In the meantime, I will leave you two guards to stay here for the night.  And I will have a few more knights and Fallen slayers down in the villages tonight”

Drago walks into the room and the doctor bows down, just as he did for the king when we can earlier. 

“Thank you doctor but looking after these women will be fine, pay no attention to me.  I’m just here for father,” he says.


“My young Drago, I hear you finished off that dragon.

“Yes, father, the dragon slayers are having it pulled back now.  But I’m not here on dragon business,” he says.


“Oh? What’s troubling you, my son?” the king asks.

“We need your courtship tonight for a meeting.  Xian requested it.  It seems something about his journey to get these women has been troubling him and he thinks the kingdom cold be in trouble,” Drago says.


“Xian has never steered us wrong before.  If he’s concerned then it must be important.  We will have our meeting tonight, after the funereal and festivals.  

To celebrate the safe return, the kingdom will be honoring Xian and his fellow Fallen slaying knights with a large festival. 

Due to a few knights not returning, there will be funereal for them, before the festival.  Though Dante knows that nothing will bring the fallen knights back to their loved ones, honoring them and their sacrifice is the best thing to do.  And he’s hoping the festival will help bring some joy back into their lives.  

Drago excuses himself and goes back into the woods to help get the dragon carcass out.   The king leaves to bring word to Merlin that he needs to check with his spells that the women have not been tainted in anyway in their spirits by the Fallen. Meanwhile Xian, is checking upon his men that survived and telling the wives and children the bad news of their loved ones not returning but assuring them they fought bravely and died with the most important honor of having defended their kingdom and saving the lives of the innocent and destroying those who would wreck havoc upon them all, the Demon scourge known as Fallen.


Little does he know that the festival will be rained up by blood from their own people and soon…everything will change and a kingdom’s hope will lay in those brave certain few.

Chapter Eight


The day starts early with plans to end late at night, perhaps even at first dawn of the following day.  First, the funerals begin.  Jackson, Heart, and Merrick each had a burial.  In place of their bodies (Xian and his fellow slayers tried to recover them but could not), family placed large portraits over empty mounds.  Each of these three men was knights, and as such were treated well.  Each soldier had at least one painting of himself done sometime during their years on earth.  

They were each laid in their earth mounds, uncovered as each onlooker said their respects. In front of their mounds, were pictures of them.  With the knights themselves, they were buried with their swords.  After everyone said their goodbyes, any Fallen slayer who wanted gave a speech about them.  After that was over, each leader of the knights were called up front to speak about the afterlife and dying with honor.  Xian spoke about the situation they were in when they died and how they used their honor to help everyone get back home.  He went on to say that each of the fallen will watch over his loved ones and will be there to protect from evil spirits.

Hectic Mortomer and Drago said similar thing.  No one wanted to be rude about this situation but they were glad to get over with.  Both of them have seen many a knight fall for whatever reasons and, in the end, what can you say about one that you cannot say about others? They were knights so they all fought bravely and died with much honor.  After everyone said their words, the bodies were torched as a funeral pyre.  After the flames consumed the flesh, the Priest sprinkled Holy water on them. This is customary at anyone's funeral but these there were killed by Fallen, therefore Holy water was even more special.  Xian did clear their bodies untainted by the demon scourge but why take the chance?  

Finally, the closest family members throw small amounts of dirt of the ash bodies and then the knights bury them while somber music is played and the Priest reads out prayers.  Now it's time for the after wake festivities.  Drago has never understood why after a death, there is a party. It should be a time for remembrance, not playful amusement.  Drago does attend the parties but only because he is expected too.  As the son of the king, he attends every major even.  Usually, the king doesn't mind if Drago doesn't dress like the noble he is but on special occasions he is dressed fully as a prince.  And he hates it.  He would much rather be out with his friends, killing dragons or doing some sort of afternoon battle. But there are two sides to every coin as it is said.  He may not like dressing up but he knows the ladies do.  He's hoping that he may get Claire's attention.  At the very least, she will be surprised to see him dressed up considering most of the time they are together they are covered dirt and/or dragon's blood.  

The time as come for the Royal Family to make their appearance and King Dante, Queen Dana, and Prince Drago appear on the lowest balcony of the great castle, waving and smiling.  The King gives a small speech and cheers are made.  Dana goes back down to Merlin's clinic to look after the women while Dante himself joins Hectic at a table with the commoners and eats a modest but hardy meal. Drago isn't too hungry to he goes about to find Claire.  He fails in doing so, the crowd getting so big.  Getting too hot in this pathetic prince suit, he runs back to his room and changes into a simple white silk shirt and puts his hair in a pony tail. Claire often comments how much she loves his hair in a pony tail.

Leader of the Knights of the Round Table, Hectic Mortomer, is sitting next to King Dante.  

Wearing brand new chain mail, pants and cloth shirt, he looks like he’s never seen a day of battle but he’s easily the most battled hardened out of all the knights, divisions included.  

He looks over at his King and asks where the women are at, in reference to the five women who were captured by the Fallen earlier.  They attended the funeral of their heroes but quickly went back to bed.

“They are being looked after by Merlin and the Queen.  I assure you, they are being watched carefully though we are all convinced they have not be tainted by the blood sucking demons.

“I’m not surprised Merlin refuses to be out here.  Old bastard doesn’t believe in taking a day off.  But what about Queen Dana?  She is usually out here smiling, saying hello to all the peasant children,” Hectic says.  

“Ah, remember my brave knight that she raised two of those girls from their birth pretty much.  She feels she should be at their sides until they are well enough to do their womanly duties,” replies the King.  

Just then, a young Maiden manages to steal Hectic away, leaving the King to be the judge on the upcoming Children Sword Fight competition.  He chuckles at the though of kids play fighting with short wooden sticks, far too young to be using real swords. 

Drago barely remembers being that young.  After his capture, he has had trouble remembering his past.  He can think about it but its as if there is thick fog over it, obscuring certain parts to him.  Most of the time it greatly discourages him.  If he could look upon his own past and he could escape a lot of his pain.  For a person to only remember the bad in his life, it is, at time, almost unbearable to not have a friendly crutch to lean on.  All of his friends have seemed to have abandoned him but now his memories have as well.


Watching the kids before him, Drago imagines himself in their place; himself and his dragon  slaying friends when they were little with no cares in the world.  They would play everyday in the fields together, dreaming of what it would be like to be brave and valiant knights.  If any of them realized all the pain that would eventually come, would they still pretend to be such people?  Drago knows the answer to that one, at least for his friends.  Of course they would.  But would he?  After everything he has done...after all the destruction and death he has caused then no.  He would not.  
After the funerals, everyone went off to get ready for the festivals.  Although a time for celebration, it was also a time for opportunity for merchants, traders, and shop owners to buy, trade, and sell goods.  All across the castle courtyard, blacksmiths set up shop, showing off their various products and explained to potential buyers on what they did and how best to use them.  Farmers and gardeners sold their vegetables and farm animals while children, who welcomed a day off from toiling in fields and going to school, played in the streets pretending to be brave knights, defending the kingdom, killing evil Fallen and fighting off large monstrous dragons.  

A trio of violinists creates a nice mid paced dance and every man grabs their lady and starts dancing.  Drago and one of his fellow slayers are standing with their backs to a booth, drinking rum and watching the couples dance.  

“Ah to be young and in love!” says Daniel Pugert.  

Out of all the dragon slayers, he is the most cheerful.  Always with a smile on his face and upbeat, anyone in the whole kingdom would be hard pressed to find him in a bad mood.  Drago cares for him deeply, as he does all his knights, but he tries too hard.  Since Drago's dark side has come outward, Daniel tries almost constantly to get him riled up.  As of yet, Drago hasn't take the bait.  

Both young men turn and see Lady Jessica coming down towards the party from the door of the castle.  Looking beautiful, as ever thinks Drago. He wishes his friend well as he runs off to dance with his new lady friend.

Taking another sip of the rum, Drago's thoughts become dark.  When will I find someone to love and provide for?  There is Claire...but she doesn't understand me anymore.  No one does.  I don't either.  

Even around those he cares for, I always feels alone.  I feel cold, as if those demons did indeed turn me.  Perhaps in a way they did, for I am violent like they are.   The only place I truly feel comfortable is on the battle field.  Whether he’s fighting other men, the Fallen scourge, or flame spitting dragons, I am at ease fighting and killing. It’s the only time I truly feel alive.  For the life, of me I can't decided if I should be scared of this or not.  

Then he sees Claire Clairvoyant walking toward him and all his thoughts go out the window.  He has loved her since the day he could feel such things.  He grew up right beside her and his love for her grew as well.   Before he was taken by the Fallen, they had a most deep and passionate love.  On or off the battlefield they were inseparable. However, they have not been that for many years.  Drago's inability to handle things as well now put a chasm between the two.  When Claire dates other men to get over her lost love, it only deepens the gap.  

Claire gives him a small smile and a simple hello.  As usual, she is waiting for her former lover to open up.  She wants him badly; some days her urges just to be near him are so strong that she purposely stays away from him.  She knows he will continue to disappoint her.  In many ways, she feels bad.  She knows he went through a lot but she is a human being.  She has desires, urges, dreams.  How long is she supposed to wait?


Drago gives her a small nod and adverts his eyes from her, conforming her answer.


“Just a little longer,” she says out loud to herself.  She grabs some cider and hastily walks away. 


With sudden gusto, Drago yells her name and grabs her gently by the arm, turning her around to face him.  


“Wait, Claire..I,” he begins to say.  He has stared to long into her eyes now and can't find the words to speak.  Her beauty is a ray of light that pierces through the dark that clouds his mind, that has clouded his mind for so long.  Unfortunately, the light leaves him blind and speechless.  


Being this close to him shocks her.  All the memories of their past together suddenly evade her senses, immobilizing her.  His masculine smell fills her nostrils as she finally lets her self breath.  Those green eyes that she found attractive the first day she looked into him locks on her gaze.  She leans in tries to kiss.


“I..wait. I'm sorry but--” Drago says and pushers her back slightly.  She of course can't see what he does but flashes of a fair skinned girl, much like Claire, appear in his mind's eye.  Her pretty face begins to break open and blood pours out until her skin eventually rots away.  Tears already in her eyes, she tries to leave but Drago grabs her.  This time it is more forceful.  


“Get away from me, Drago!  I don't understand why you act this way sometimes,” she screams through tears.


No longer able to control his emotions, he yells back.  “You don't understand.  And that is the fucking problem!”


  Slamming down his drink onto the table so hard that I breaks off into his hand, he whispers to himself, “No one understands.  I can't understand.”

Chapter Nine



Drago's immediate regret flowed over him after Claire stomps off somewhere to hide her tears.  Drago wants to blame it all on her. Blame it on her being a women with too many sensitive strings attached.  His subconscious, however, reminds him that it was all his fault...just like it was his fault he killed all those innocent.   It is his fault that, in the Fallen's gladiator games, he killed the other warriors.  They didn't stand a change; it didn't matter how big they were or how much battle they had seen.  In the end, none of could ever hope to defeat him.  It isn't fair that he came home as a hero and those other men came home in pieces.     


His current mood of sulk and despair almost makes him miss Reeve Jooken ask Claire for a dance—and her agreeing.   Jooken is a great knight—strong, fast, and made of pure bravery.       


He does have a couple of black marks; first is that he is a terrible person.   He is strong, fast, and braver than almost anyone else just to say that he is.   Being in love with Claire is his other black mark.   Drago honestly doubts it is love though.  Knowing Jooken, she is probably just next on his list of vixens to lay.   Fortunately, Claire isn't such a vixen but that just makes Jooken try all the more.  Since Drago and Claire problems have become very public, so has his so called affection for her.  


Drago hears some loud cackling and looks over to see Xian and his wife, Denise, racing to see who finished a giant mug of ale the quickest.  After Xian wins (barely, much to the surprise of Drago), they slam their glasses down on a nearby table and belch, to the disgust of a few young maidens who happened to be walking by at the same time. Though nothing but a soldier through and through when it comes to partying and having a good time, no one is Xian’s equal.  Often asked on how he can have such dueling personalities, he always said that to offset the horrible things he sees, he must have as much fun as possible during his down time. 

Lady Denise McGregor is always a riot.  Though she has the body and features of a fragile maiden, in spirit she is “one of the guys”, as Xian is fond of saying.  She can outfight, out drink, and out run many a man.  Sometimes, she even helps Xian on his Fallen adventures, much to the worry of King Dante because she isn’t officially a knight and is afraid she will get hurt.  Xian then takes his wife by the hand and they start dancing and the yell for Damien to join them.  Soon enough, all three are doing this weird dance drunken tango.   Knowing Xian, there is something more potent in those goblets than just cider rum. Seeing Xian and Denise acting so condiment and smooth around each other, gives Drago his own confidence to ask Claire to dance.

Jooken and Claire have already started dancing, although it seems to be rather difficult for her since Jooken towers over her.  At well over six feet, he towers over almost anyone he is around.    Because of this, he intimates almost anyone he meets.  Except Drago, of course.  Despite his dislike for the man, he decides not to interrupt their session.   She could even be enjoying herself, Drago thinks.  He almost decides to walk away entirely but the dance is over by that time.  Drago walks up slowly.  Jooken gives him a look of pure disdain.

“Oh, you.  The prodigal son,” he says with a sneer.  Drago can think of about twelve different ways to break his turned up nose into tiny pieces but refrains from doing so.  Claire's look of pure horror during the tension filled moment is enough to make him back down.  She isn't sure how Drago will react to such a comment.  The old Drago, she could be sure.  He would just laugh it off, perhaps with his own sarcastic comment.  The new Drago?  Hell, he could cut his head off and not think twice about it.   

Choosing to ignore him by not even looking him in the eyes, Drago holds out his hand and ask for Claire's hand.  She is in total shock right now but she numbly agrees.  Suddenly enraged, Jooken pushes Drago's hand out of the way and grabs Claire by her elbow.  With a quick jerk of his large arms, she is pulled back against him.  Drago glares at him, a stare so hard that Claire even closes her eyes in anticipation of the bloodshed that is about to come.  It takes every ounce of inner strength but Drago manages to keep calm.  He finally found something human inside himself, something akin to the old Drago.  Silly as it may seem, this dance could be a defining moment on his road to recovering, at least recovery with Claire. So he keeps calm.

Until Jooken opens his mouth.

“Watch out, prince.  This was my dance.”

“I respectfully waited until it is over.  Claire is free to dance with whomever she pleases.” 

“This dance is mine.  She is mine.”

Clearly getting furious, Drago says through clenched teeth, “She doesn't belong to anyone.  Leave her be.”

In an attempt to maybe distract the men and get away before one of them, mostly likely Jooken, dies,she tries to wiggle free.  Jooken grabs her wrist tight and swings her out of the way so hard that she falls against the table.  Upon hearing the crash, everyone turns to stare.  Gasps of shock are heard throughout the area as everyone's conversations come to an abrupt stop.   Time seems to go in slow motion for the next few seconds.  Coming back around from his swing, his nose meets up with Drago's fist and is cracked into three different places.  The sickening crunch echo through out the now quiet crowd.  Jooken's head whips back so hard that he gets whiplash and blood pours out down his silk shirt like a fountain.  

In initial burst of blood hits Drago's own shirt and the flashbacks start.  Suddenly, he is transported back to years ago, to his first kill as a puppet of the Fallen.  His first victim was a little girl, the same age as his sister when she died.  Drago always thought they chose her as a slap in the face.  She died quickly but very messy.  Drago never knew such a small body could contain so much blood.  His past mixes with the present and he goes blood drunk.  

Two random knights tried to subdue him before it escalates but their mistake will bring pain.  Xian, running over as quick as he can, shouts for them to not touch him but it is too late.   Soon as they grab him, Drago lashes out.  His left foot wraps around one's right food and he turns swiftly.  The knight's foot breaks and he falls to the floor.  Drago grabs the other one by the throat, throws him upwards.  Before he can hit the ground, Drago kicks him hard in the ribs.  Half of them break before he even lands on the table behind him. 

Xian leaps into the air and tackles his young friend to the ground.  With a hard hit to the temple, Drago is knocked out cold.  It was a risk of killing him but it was the only way to stop him.  Xian has seen this happen before with Drago and he would have killed those two knight—possibly more people as well.  

The part stopped for quite some time but King Dante personally came down and assured everyone that things will be OK.  It took awhile, but the party eventually went back to normal.  Beforehand, everyone was arguing on what to do with Drago.  The two injured Knights wanted him in chains at the bottom of a dungeon.  Others were wanting other types of punishments.  Public interest in Drago has turned from famous to infamous.  People tend to either talk about him in hushed whispers or avoid him altogether.  They often forget he is their prince.  Xian can't blame them for that, even he realizes that things have changed.  On the other hand, that decent person is still in there somewhere, even if they can't see it.  They don't understand, Xian thinks.  Most of the people who talk trash about him have never even picked up a sword.  If any of the fat, rich noblemen or rich well to do families went through half the shit Drago has been through, they would even be alive.  

 
After a couple of hours, Drago cools off and goes to watch the children play again.  Lady Denise McGregor comes over and the two of them watch Drago playfully interact with the children, waiting for something bad to happen.  They don't think he would ever hurt a child but if one of them accidentally hits him or something he could loose.  However,  it all goes well.  Actually, within minutes Drago is inside their play ring and both parties are laughing to their heart's content.  The kids are climbing all over Drago and cutting up as he tries to teach them their basics.   Claire is touched.  


Denise looks at Claire, noticing her happiness that Drago is happy for once.  


“Claire, despite recent events...Drago is still that boy we knew so long ago.”


Suddenly, Drago goes completely rigid.  He is so unmoving that he almost looks like a cardboard cut out.  The children look around, some of them tugging on his tunic or calling his name.  


Then she hears it too.  Neither her or Drago could ever miss that noise.  Or any dragon slayer, for that matter.  She stops dancing and looks over and Drago, eyes wide.  


Denise is talking to Claire, trying to figure out what is wrong.   At first, it is as if she doesn’t hear them.  Then she looks at her and says, “Get down!” 


“Everybody down on the ground now!” Drago says while covering as much trouble as possible with his body.    


A sudden wave of heat rushes through the air and the crackling noise is very loud now and people can start to feel the heat of a fire and the smell of acid and brimstone. After everyone sees Drago getting down, the party quickly shuts down with people screaming and literally falling to the ground as a huge ball of fire races across the sky.  Drago and Claire both knew instantly what is was by just the noise of it: the fire ball of a giant green dragon. Giant green dragons are therefore named because of their huge size and dark, almost black, green color to their skin.  They are massive, almost as big as a three story house.  Their huge ball of fire is actually their vomit.  They cough  up their food and it mixes with chemicals in the lining of their throat that all comes to a focal point in a place in their throat called the Gullet.  There it brews until it's ready to come out and then they shoot out huge fireballs at their prey or in their own defense.  Because of their mass, they aren’t very quiet animals, therefore they watch their pretty from a good distance away and then throw the fireball at it.  They time everything perfect and if the prey moves out of the way, the fireball will obviously miss.


Seconds after hearing the noise, Drago knew that if it was targeting people, then having everyone on the ground would get them out of the way.   Drago, still on top of the kids begins to stand up, and notices that everyone around him isn’t moving one inch.  Claire runs over, along with David and a few other knights.  


“Drago…why is a green dragon attacking us?”  asks Claire in a worried voice.


Green dragons have never been known to attack humans without warning.  The only time they attack is when they feel threatened or if they are hungry.  But there is plenty of food in the huge, thick, woods surrounding Dreyfuss.


“I’m not sure but--,” he cuts himself off in mid sentence.

  
They begin to hear loud running, something heavy running towards them.  The giant green dragon is coming at them.  


Hectic Mortomer rushes over, swording hand with a couple of other Round Table knights trailing beside him.  “Drago…what is going on?”


He is the leader of the main army of the knights and is never at a loss for words in what to do during a battle or an attack but a dragon is definitely Drago’s territory.


The running is getting loud and louder as the dragon gets closer and closer.  Drago looks at Hectic and says, “Get my parents out of here and get everyone inside somewhere safe!” he says as he runs off to get his swords.


“Dragon slayers, go fetch your weapons.  And hurry!” shouts Claire and she herself runs off to get her bow and arrows.


People are running everywhere, screaming shouting.  Kids are crying and dogs and cats are going wild.  It’s total chaos as the Knights Of The Round Table try to herd everybody away.  Xian, who has really sobered up in a few seconds, takes a base of action.  


“Damien, take two more men and go guard those women!” he says hurriedly as he goes running off to get his own weapons.


“But shouldn’t we be helping to fight that dragon, when it gets here?” he asks.


Xian turns around while running and says, “Just trust me, my friend!”

The running gets louder and louder and the giant green dragon bursts through the castle moat door and screams and throws another fireball.  It slams into a medium sized brick building that’s next to the castle, the Weapons Cache House, where the Fallen slayers keep their entire Fallen fighting gear.  Knights rush over with buckets water but stop.  They aren’t sure whether they are too attack the dragon or put out this fire.

Drago comes back with swords in hand and says, “Get that fire out! Me and my slayers will deal with the dragon!”

Claire, Daniel, and David come running over.  Claire has her bow and arrow, Daniel has his daggers, and David swords.  A few second later, Matthew Picling comes running over with his huge but trusty battle ax.  He is a large guy with a personality to match.  As they all run towards Drago, they shout at him to get out of the way when they just see him standing still as the dragon runs right at him!

“Drago, get out of the damn way!” yells Daniel.  

But Drago doesn’t seem to hear and the dragon is almost to him.  Then suddenly with a flash of steel glistening from the moonlight, Drago’s swords are unsheathed and he twirls, bringing one sword down and one sword up at the dragon who is right on him.  The swords slash away at his head, leaving big gashes and it turns, swinging it’s tail with him.  It almost hits Drago, but he jumps at the last second and grabs onto the tail and hangs on for dear life.  The dragon turns a quick full circle, almost knocking him off and he head straight towards the Fallen cache.

“STOP HIM!” shouts Xian and he comes back with a cross bow.  

He fires multiple shots at the dragon’s head but it keeps going.  Other slayers and knights are on top of roofs, firing their fire arrows at it.  But it just keeps going.  It’s not even bothering to attack it’s would be killers…

“Something isn’t right with this dragon,” says Matthew.  

None of the dragon slayers can do anything (except for Claire who is busy firing arrows as well) except watch it run around.  It’s almost at the cache when someone screams loud and hard. Everyone stops firing and looks over to see Hectic and several knights running towards the dragon, holding a large piece of tree trunk.  They scream their battle cries and ram the tree into the side of the dragon.  The dragon rears back on hind legs and they ram again, toppling it over.  Drago jumps out of the way as it falls on it’s back and he runs on it’s belly, fixing to slice it open but stops when the dragon suddenly coughs loud.  Drago jumps off the stomach and hits the ground hard, rolling.  Then a fire ball comes flying out of it’s mouth and it shoots across the sky, happening to hit a building, catching it on fire by the thatch roof.  Knights scatter off of it and more come back with water, trying their best to keep the fires from spreading over.

“Drago, are you OK?”asks Claire and she helps him up slowly.  

Ignoring her question he says, “What in hell hole is going on? That’s a green dragon! It shouldn’t be here!” 

“I don’t know, but there isn’t any time for asking questions! Let’s be done with it!” says Matthew.   

He runs towards the dragon with his ax carried high.  The green giant is still on it’s back, wiggling around and trying to get back upright.  Matthew gets there and swings is ax down just as the dragon manages to get upright.  Doing so, it swings it’s tail at Matthew but he just holds his ax in front of him and the tail gets stuck by the blade sinking in.  Matthew then uses all his strength and brings his battle ax down, severing the tail from the dragon.  It howls in pain and blood splatters across the entire section of the courtyard.  The last of the people are in their houses.  The fire arrows that stuck in the dragon but where later knocked out, have hit the ground and started small fires.  

Then the dragon starts to cough again.


“Look out, men!” yells Hectic.  


But instead of shooting a fire ball at them, it aims it’s head towards the ground and fires one right there onto the ground.  It then dips it’s bleeding stump into the fire ball, cauterizing the wound.  Then it swings it’s tail (what’s left anyway) at the ball of fire, sending it rolling fast across the ground.  Everyone scatters out of the way, except Lady McGregor.  She must have never went inside, choosing to stay and fight instead! 

“Denise!” screams Xian and runs at her, grabbing her by the waste and flipping them both to the ground.  

Drago screams at them to look out as the dragon swings its tail again.  Xian pushes his wife out the way but the tail hits him, nailing him right across the chest.  He goes flying against the front side of the cache and slumps down, groaning.

“Xian!” says Drago and he runs over to his falling friend and mentor. 

 By the time he gets him over his shoulder, the dragon is taking off towards them!  Everyone fires arrows and throws swords but it keeps on coming.  Drago gets them out of the way but it keeps racing towards the building.  It was never after anyone, thinks Drago.

“Throw your sword into it’s back, hard as you can!” says Claire.  

Drago knows from years of experience that Claire is pretty crafty and will have a plan before she ever chooses to give orders.  Drago does as he is told and the dragon stops running, turns its head around and opens it’s mouth, ready to grab the sword.  But Claire reaches back on her bow hard and fires an arrow straight into its mouth.  It goes right down into this throat.  It screams bloody murder and starts coughing up smoke rings.  

“Now! Everyone attack!”

Drago, Claire, Daniel, Davidian, Matt, Xian, and Hectic (along with several more knights) run at it and start literally hacking it to death.  

Back in the doctor’s Keep in the lower part of the castle, Damien and two Fallen slayers are watching the women just like their leader told them to do.  Everything was normal up until they looked out a window and saw all the knights stabbing that dragon to death.  Now the girls are shaking like mad, burning up with fever, and moaning.  

“Hold the women down!” he orders then beckons for a house servant to get some cool clothes.  He needs to get their temperatures down. 

While holding them still, saying things to comfort them, he glances out the window and sees that the battle with the dragon isn’t going as well as he first though.

Everybody was stabbing the dragon but it’s so tall that no one could get past his hips and all they did was make it mad.  But it’s not trying to get away.  Something is wrong; it’s acting like its not sure what to do.  Then it puffs a huge cloud of smoke on them, blinding them and filling their throats up.  They all start hacking and coughing and run out of the cloud.  It takes off running one last time towards the cache.  Drago has had enough and gets into a nearby catapult.  He tells someone to cut the rope and he goes flying across the sky.  He aims his swords down and he impales the dragon and just starts slashing up and down his back over and over.  The dragon is still running.  So Drago stabs the thing in the head and then it stops in mid stride, almost knocking Drago off.  There is a slight pause and then it goes insane and takes running past the cache towards the gates of the castle keep that lead into the castle ground itself.

Hectat says, “We have to slow it down before it gets to the gates, I need some time to get archers on the roof!”  

He then starts gathering knights and giving the orders to go up the surrounding steps and up on top of the moat and get ready to fire with everything they got.

“How are we going to slow him down?” asks Xian.  

They look over at the dragon who is racing towards the gate.  With his increasing speed and massive bulk, he could easily crash through it, no problem at all.  And Drago is still on it, hanging on by the swords that are still in it’s head.

“Catapult, it’s the only thing we got that can go that far a distance with a good impact,” says Xian’s wife.

“But what about Drago…?” asks Claire.  

“He knows the risk of dragon slaying; he is your leader after all.  I don’t want to see the lad hurt but that dragon cannot get through to the castle, not even for a second,” says Hectat.

She nods.  He is right, of course.  She just hopes Drago will be alright…

The catapults fire and fire away.  Most they give way to the air black hardened balls of tar, some on fire some not.  

To try and do their best to save Drago, knights fired the balls mostly at its feet, trying to trip it up.  Finally, they decide to fire four at once, all at the feet.  And it works.  The dragon falls, rolls into a ball and hits a tree.  Drago jumped off seconds before, swords still in its head.  He watches the rolled up ball fly into a group of trees, taking them out then the dragon itself stopping once it nails a large rock.  It gets out of its little coiled self and roars extremely loud.  For the first time since it crashed the festival, it seems to be mad and hungry for death.  It charges at Drago.  Claire, Xian, and the other Fallen and dragon slayers on the scene take off running to help him in any way they can.  

Fortunately, by now the archers are on the roof.  The dragon is almost at Drago and slams his neck down, with mouth opened toward Drago.  Just as it’s going to bite him, a hail of arrows flies at its neck and face, some is sticking in its eyeball. Drago grabs one of the arrows and shoves it in even farther into its eye and while it’s stunned for a moment, he reaches up, and yanks his swords down from the head to its nose, ripping him open.  The dragon is mad now and is slashing his claws at Drago.  Using fancy feet work and quick blocks with his sword and lots of jumps and dunks, Drago evades the clawing and then let’s loose his own attack.  He swings one sword across and another sword down, cutting off its fingers on its right hand and severing the left hand completely.  

It starts to step back a little bit and Drago thinks he has it on the run when suddenly the dragon head butts him, sending him flying into the nearby pond.  The dragon takes one gigantic leap and lands in the pond too!  Everyone runs over to the pond, shouting Drago’s name and cussing to high heavens.  For about a minute, nothing is happening.  The water is still as can be.  Then there is blood on the surface.  Then more.  Soon the whole top of the pond is covered in it.  Claire is crying.  Then there are some bubbles and Drago’s hand reaches up above the water holding the dragon's head.

Chapter Ten

The next morning, everyone gets up and cleans up the courtyard.  Other than the dragon, no one was hurt thankfully.  After it was all cleaned up (everything from the damage made by the dragon to the festivals and funerals), Drago, Xian, Hectic, and King Dante all had a meeting in one of the basement rooms of the castle, where they keep wine.  All of them are sitting on crates, looking at the King who is standing in front of them.

“So Xian, Drago tells me that you wanted to have a meeting.  And after yesterday’s events, he wanted to have one too,” says the King sternly.

“Yes, my Lord,” says Xian, standing up.  “As I was telling Drago when we first came back, something about the women and the whole situation with them isn’t right at all.”

“Go on, Xian,” says the king with intense interest.


“Well, we had a decent fight with the Fallen.  But it was like they were holding back.  I know three of us got killed…but the situation we were in could have or should have been a lot worse.  When we got the women they just practically let us go,” says Xian in a very serious voice.


“Not to be rude Sir Xian…but how important is this? We got the ladies back, isn’t that all that matters?” asks Hectic.


“True, Hectic but the dragon attack yesterday has made things come to light I think,” says Xian.


With a perplexed look on his face, the king says, “Xian, I’m sorry but I just don’t understand what’s going on,” says King Dante.


“I’m not entirely sure myself, sir, but I bet my life it’s got something to do with those fucking Fallen,” says Xian and he stands up to continue talking.  “They gave us those women for a reason.  Not sure what, but it can’t be good.  Think about it.  I talked to Damien after Drago killed the dragon and he said those girls got really sick and crazy when the dragon was there, right after Drago stabbed him in the head.


“What? What in God’s name did they do to them?” says Hectic.


“Fallen? Did Fallen send a dragon after us? Can they even turn a dragon into a Fallen?”


“I’ve been fighting Fallen since I was 12 Lord Dante and never in my life have I seen a Fallen dragon.  I’ve seen Fallen dogs but never a dragon.  It didn’t give off any vampiric qualities.  And I wouldn’t think they had any way to control an animals mind.  But they can control a human’s mind, without turning them.  


“When Drago stabbed that dragon in his head, the girls went crazy.  Like whoever was controlling them lost control.  I think whoever was controlling them had the dragon too and when I stabbed it, whoever it was lost a little of the hold on the girls and the dragon because it went crazy too and started running towards the door,” speaks up Drago.


“This makes no sense.  Xian, you just said that a Fallen couldn’t control a animal but a human.  So how could the same person, if it’s a Fallen, do both?” asks Hectic. 


“The Fallen could be controlling the girls with his or her mind and controlling the animal with some sort of magic power,” says Xian.


And with that remark, all four men look at each other with jaws wide.  


“The Stone of Grimloche,” Drago says coldly and softly.


“Are you sure this is where you buried her?” asks David.


“I’m sure, Rogers.  There is no way I could ever forget what happened that night,” says Drago with a chill in his voice.


Within the Kingdom, Knights are treated with the utmost of respect.  They risk their lives for everyone in the kingdom, from the lowest pleasant to the king.  As such, Sir is always said before their actual name.  Once upon, Drago would do the same.  After killing so many people under the Fallen's influence, he realizes that no one is better than anyone else.  In the end, everyone turns to meat then to dust.  With his current attitude and mental state, no one has the nerve to say anything.


With her body, he buried her stone.  The stone previously wasn’t her and legend says it was around eons before it was lot.  Believers in the legend tried to find it but never could.  Marsh had it the whole time but she was a recluse and very rarely left her hidden cave.  Sometimes he wishes he had buried his swords with her too.  Both blades have magical properties and it probably is dark in nature since it came from a witch.  Most witches deal in the art of black magic, an art that is based upon the deeds of the devil himself.  They didn’t display their magic properties though until Drago first touched the Stone Of Grimloche.  It was rumored it could control animals but he never heard of it affecting anything else.   Although they haven't caused any problems, Drago can sometimes feel a presence in his swords...as if they are alive with a mind of their own.  And after using them with the green energy, it really drains him of energy.  But he will never get rid of them.  First, they are a reminder of what happened to his sister and who he became because of her death.  From that moment on, Drago changed and became the fighter of all fighters.  In a way, Drago thinks of the swords as a memory of who he was before he killed the witch and who he became.  The Fallen changed him a great deal but he was a warrior way before.   Secondary, the swords seem to indestructible.  At least, Drago has found nothing, man nor beast, that can damage or break the blades.  


There is also the advantage of them working only with Drago. No one else has figured out how to make them use their magic and if someone else grabs them, such as an enemy, Drago can make them glow with energy that curses through their body very painfully.  


“It's not here,” says Drago with a worried voice.


They all look down in the hole and find that the stone is indeed gone.  

Chapter Eleven


Drago, David, Claire, and Xian stand outside, all digging the rather deep grave where the witch’s body was buried; the body is long gone and the bones partial dust but the stone will still be there.  The rain is coming down harder now.  In response to this, and wanting to get back inside as soon as possible, the four people dig faster and faster.  While digging, David looks around at the other three.  Out of all the knights put together, none have a stronger bond between them than the four here tonight in all the rainy mess.  Then he looks at Claire and he notices that she is looking intently at Drago, not really digging for a minute.  What is she thinking? Probably something about Drago, thinks David.  Though neither of them have actually realized it, nor at the very least admitted it, there is an attraction growing between the two dragon slayers again.  And how could there not be? Drago is a handsome and very brave young knight, any girl would be lucky to have him.  Strong minded, determined and a holder of high values make him a worthy mate for any woman to court.  


Even now with his damaged brain, he shows a lot   Since he was first old enough to pick up a sword, everyone knew he would be the one person in the entire kingdom who would stand for something and be a hero to all.  Someone for even the most little and forgotten people to look up to.  And since the day he had his first kill (the witch), battle and tragedy have been his name.  


Then he looks over to Lady Claire.  Even with her being his cousin, thinks David, he can still recognize her radiant beauty.  Even in the mess out here, wet from rain and sweat from digging, any man would say she is stunning.   She probably doesn’t even notice how bad it is out here, or what it will mean if the stone is gone.  Even through the most trying situations, Claire always seems to be upbeat with a great outlook.  Often times, she is the only sane mind in the midst of chaos itself.  She is always willing to see the greater good and looks deep inside very situation.  So many times, he and the others would be dead if not for her quick wit and fast reflexes.  And after all she’s been through, it’s amazing she is as strong as she is.  Her parents were brutally murdered before her eyes when she was young and the family that ended up taking her were abusive alcoholics and beat her almost daily.  She fought her way up to the dredges of society and become a highly skilled fighter and an amazing knight.  


And then he centers his attention on Sir Xian McGregor,  Out of anyone in the land, his job is defiantly the most deadly of all.  Unlike the other knights, he and the other Fallen slayers face down darkness itself on a daily basis.  Fallen are evil beyond imagination; they torture, kill, and destroy any life in their way.  Xian has killed so many of them and he keeps on pushing himself to go that much longer.  Fighting them, even being captured by them before, he has seen unimaginable horrors and it’s amazing he’s so good natured.  Everyone likes to think of him as a big kid; a big one that has the stones to kill creatures that would eat him alive if they had the chance.  Many say Xian has extreme potential to be a King one day but as long as Fallen still stalk the lands of this earth, he will never rest.  A crusade against darkness can never hide in the shadows. 


And what of me?  As he thinks about himself, he realizes that since day one he has been in constant trouble.  He smiles at the thought, some of at list.    During his early youth, he was always terrorizing the villages, getting into one thing after another. A good kid but just too much horse playing.  


As he got older, he got more and more rebellious. It got so bad that at one point he even got put into jail when he was 15.  He didn’t care about anyone or anything, he just lived for himself.  He lived to defy the law and do things no one else would even dare attempt.  Who cares who got hurt along the way, as long as he had fun? And for some reason, Drago and Claire hanged out with him anyway.  But he ended up hurting them and soon enough they never talked to him for a long time.   His life changed when one night when slave traders came calling and took him prisoner in one of their dark prison camps. He saw pain, suffering, and death upon death there.    It was a terrible time but he met someone there that he actually grew fondness for, a girl named Elise.  Together, the two fought their way out of enslavement.  After hearing what happened, Drago and Claire found it in their hearts to forgive him.  Together, they found and saved him but his friend Elise died.  Since then, David changed his ways and he gained Drago and Claire’s trust again and never looked back.  


He is brought back to the present when Xian says, “We did it, my friends!”.   They look down into the hole and see a coffin.  Xian jumps down in the hole and throws open the coffin and there lies the witches bones.  Even after all the years, he swears to himself that he can still feel the evil from her.  It's as if her body is dead but her spirit refused to let go of the bones.  He ignores the bad memories it brings and notices the stone is gone.

“Drago, get down here.  Where did you put that stone?” he asks.  Drago gets down there.  And he closes his eyes and shakes his head.  


“Xian, I remember the day I buried this witch like it happened just an hour ago.  I didn’t do anything with it.  I cut a whole in her stomach and shoved the stone in there,” says Drago.


“Then obviously someone has taken it,” he says.  He looks at Drago and nods his head.  “And we know who took it.  After all, he was here in this very spot just a few days ago.”


During the night, eight Fallen rise up from the sea.  They blend in with the dark shadows cast upon the water by the moon’s light.   Reaching the land, they all stand diagonally from each other, several feet away.  They raise their hands up high and look up into the sky.  Putting their combined telekinetic abilities together, their bodies start glowing bright purple, surrounded by their energy.  Then their bodies sink underneath the sand.  It is here that they wait for their chance to strike.


After finding out the stone is gone, Drago and his friends put every inch of dirt back over the grave.  Xian thinks it will be okay to keep regular guard watch tonight for the kingdom but first thing in the morning, he will go talk to Dante and see what they should do.  They could step up guard duty but that would worry the peasants and the entire kingdom.  Things are peaceful in Dreyefuss and one bad thing could knock Dante’s plan for a perfect kingdom off.  Other kingdoms scoff at the way he runs things, but none of them have challenged him yet for everything seems to be working, or more importantly, the Fallen are not attacking in great number.  

If they see things are not in order, all the other kings could get together and try to have him dethroned, and it could result in his death and his people would be under the control of a king who, more than likely, would not care for them as much as he does.  


On the way back to the castle, Drago and Claire take the long way home to stop by the beach.   It’s now as dark as it’s going to get and the moonlight guides the  way.  The ocean waves are gently breaking upon the shore and the sound of crickets adds to the peaceful nature of the night.    


“Oh, I love the beach so much, Drago.  I want to live by the beach one day,” she says sweetly.   “I mean, that was our plan before...”


She trails off at the end but Drago gets her meaning.  They walk in silence again for a long time.  Drago wants to say something because this is a rare moment where the two have nothing crazy going on but he can't think of anything to say.  He wants to blame it on the stress of recent events but he knows it is really because he has forgotten, in many ways, how to talk to people on an emotional level.  


“Drago, did you love me?” Claire asks suddenly.  She spits it out so fast that Drago was going to play it off as being something he didn't hear right but he knows he wouldn't get away from it.  



“Claire, I love you now,” he says, almost choking the words out.


“Then why don't you show it more?  Sometimes you just seem to distant.  Like another person or someone that I knew once years ago.”


“I'm trying, Claire.  It is just hard for me.  I know it sounds like I'm making excuses but I'm not.  I just need...more time to get things together in my head.”


“You really scared me today.  I mean, with Jooken.  You could have killed him.” 


Drago glares at her and lets out a long sigh.  He pushes himself away from her.


“Don't tell me you are taking up for that swine?”


“I'm not, Drago.  But I don't think he deserved to have his nose broken.”


“He will live.  I've had worse and walked away.”


“That doesn't give you the right to hurt people, dammit!” she screams and hustles off.  That is when the Fallen attack.  Rising out of the sand, they quickly surround the two, with one of them commenting that their master's truth seeker was right they would find them here.  Years of practice has been her a professional fighter of the high caliber.  All of her tension with Drago disappears and she become Claire the Knight.  She jumps into Drago arms, feet resting on his hands that are balled into a fist one on top of the other.  He shoves up, launching her in the air and she lands on the outside of the circle, the formation the Fallen are closing in as.  She yells a battle cry and kicks one of them hard in the small of its back, grabs its sword and starts swinging.  She isn’t the best sword fighter.  But Drago makes up for it clearly, when the rest of them run at him and he does a split kick in the air, coming down with swords slashing on one of them, killing him into a cloud of smoke, blood, and ash.


Two more Fallen come runny and Claire, and she swings her sword but one of them dunks and other one tackles her to the ground.  She does a role, sending him flying off of her.  She gets up, does a backwards flip, landing her feet right on his chest. She frowns, steps down hard, breaking his rib cage.  The next Fallen punches her in the face, turning her head downs toward the ground.  He tries to swing again, but she bends down and sweeps him back, then jumps up with a high leg kick to his face.  His head falls back, and she picks up a sea shell and slams it into his forehead.  It barely fazes him, and he pushes her on top of the Fallen with the broken chest.  He grabs her, clearly healed already or ignoring the pain very well, and stands up, gripping her in a bare hug.  He throws her into the sea and both he and the other demon run after her.  She has no where to go now.


Meanwhile, Drago is fighting the Fallen with the sword.  It swings at his head, Drago dunks while turning behind to his right, letting his sword hang out.  It slices opens his opponents stomach, his guts spilling out all over the sand.  Drago forces his arm up in the hole, grabs a rib, snaps it off and throws it to Claire.  She catches it and Drago decapitates the Fallen, who is in extreme pain already.


Both Fallen are closing in on Claire.  She decides to brave it, and walks up to them calmly and when they pick up speed and try to grab her, she grabs their arms and swings them into each other.  Their heads butt together and she slams the ribcage the eyeball of one.  He screams and steps back.  Claire tries to kick the other one away and run around him, back onto the sand but he grabs her by the leg and literally slams her down like a hammer, underneath the water.  Her head hits hard, busting on a rock.  She almost falls unconscious but is picked up by Drago, before the water fills her lungs.  She wonders what happened to her would be killers then sees their bodies wither away around swords through their hearts.  Drago sits her down on the edge of the beach line and says, “When they over take me, go run and get help.  If they are all concentrating on me, they are less likely to go after you,” he says.


The Fallen are running towards them.   Fast.


“Drago, I’m not leaving you,” she says worriedly.


“Just go! Please, we will both die if you stay here, I can’t protect you and fight them off at the same time, just too many of them and I’m not that expert of a Fallen fighter,” he says.  And with that she runs off to go get help soon as all the Fallen start to converge on Drago.  


“Come on!  Let’s have at you, demons!” he yells and holds out his hands.  His swords fly from the sand and go right into his hands and they glow bright green.  He’s hoping he can swing them wildly, letting the green energy sweep down and kill them all.  But clearly this will not work, as the entire Fallen jump into the air and land on him.  They are all over him, kicking and hitting.  They are holding back, thinks Drago or he wold be dead by now.  He wonders why at first then realizes it doesn’t matter right now and makes his attempt to take them down.  


He takes out a small knife he keeps hidden in his boot and shoves it in the throat of one Fallen and then shoves it in the head of another one.  They spread off to avoid further attack and he gets back up.  His clothes are torn and he’s bleeding out of his mouth and there is a small scratch on his face. 


“Thanks for holding back.  You will not get another chance, you blood sucking bastards!” he says wildly and drop kicks two of them.  He grabs one by the wrist, breaks.  The first thing Xian ever taught him about fighting Fallen that although they can’t be killed by conventional means, they do feel pain and can be hurt, slowed down.  He shoves those two Fallen out of the way and two kick him at once.  He stumbles back a little, and turns, elbowing them in the face.  He grabs them by the hair and slams their heads together and then sends a knife through their connected skulls.


He hears high pitched screams and looks in the air and sees about a dozen more Fallen flying down….but then one of them falls…then another.  


“Kill ‘em all!” yells Xian as him, Claire, Damien, David, come running down the beach.  Claire is firing at the Fallen in the air with her bow and  Damien is nailing the grounded ones with his cross bow.  With this bladed edged bow staff, David is slicing and dicing and Xian runs over to Drago, stopping by to shove stakes through four Fallen hearts on his way.


“I saw your green glow of your swords when I was out on my balcony.  I came running with help and met Claire,” he says.   Together, they all fight them down to the last one, who Drago has dead cornered, against a rock with his sword to his throat.


“Told you that you wouldn’t get another chance.  When you get to hell, tell Satan I said to fuck himself,” and he impales him. 

Chapter Twelve


The following morning, security is stepped up at the kingdom.  Xian sends out Fallen slayers to find any information they can about what the Fallen may be up to. Drago and his friends spend all day out in the forests, making sure no other dragons go insane.  The knights of the round table make sure all catapults work and that ever major member of the royal family has at least two body guards.  And they also go down to the towns, explaining to the peasants that something may be wrong.  


Back in the Royal Dining Room, Hectat and Drago are eating with him.  They are trying to find out who could be behind all this.  Sure, the Fallen hate all humans but why would they risk attacking Drago and Claire last night?   Other than killing the son of a king, what would they gain? Royalty and the politics that come with it mean nothing to those demons; so what is going on? What about the dragon?  Is someone in league with the Fallen?


Back at Crill’s keep, he has just heard the news about the Fallen attack at the beach.  That was not discussed between him and Darken. They were supposed to attack and try to take Drago the next time he was in the peasant villages,  away from all other Knights  Is this his way of getting back at Crill for the unsuccessful dragon attack?  Or do those damned demons have something else deeper planned?  Crill wants to go use his power and kill the Fallen lord.  But he would have to go to his Fallen chamber to do that, and he would never get out alive with Darken’s blood on his hands.  He could invite him over and do it…but they would come after him surely.  The wheels in Crill’s insane brain start turning, he has to figure out a way to keep his pact with the Fallen until the kingdom falls then take care of them forever at the same time.

Several days pass and things calm down greatly.  The king has put security down to normal as things go about their normal pace.  Even the five women that were captured have reentered their daily lives once more.  


There is a knock on Drago’s bedroom door and he shouts, “Come on in!”.   


Xian walks in through the door and says, “I’ve been thinking about the dragon incident a lot more since it happened..”


“But…. says Drago.


Xian laughs and continues, “But don’t you think that the dragon spent most of his energy trying to get to the Fallen cache?”


Drago’s eyes light up and he says, “Now that you mention it, yes.  And I he didn’t seem to really pay attention to us, until I severed whatever connection by stabbing his brain.”


“Well…we also know who has that stone,” says Xian angrily.


“The night we dug up that grave…I told father and said he would invite him after things calmed down.  But I’m thinking things have calmed down enough, Xian.” says Drago.


“I concur,” Xian says and the two of them walk out of the room, towards the private sanction of King Dante.


When they get there, two guards are standing at the door, but they let them pass.  Xian and Drago are already living legends, two of the best knights under Dante’s service and also with Drago being the son of the king, no one would dare keep them from entering his chambers. 


The king sees them as they enter and says, “Ah, my good men, what can I do you for?”


“Father, Crill needs to come here now,” he says.  Then Xian explains what him and Drago discussed just minutes ago.


“I will send out a carrier immediately,” he says.


“No, let us go. I don’t want him here.   We will talk to him,” says Drago.  Xian looks at him, then nods to the king.


“Very well, I will not deny my only son such a request.  However, leave your weapons here.  We are only guessing he did take the stone.  This will be a nice, mellow, meeting,” the king orders.


Drago isn't sure if his dad is being diplomatic or if he just doesn't trust his son's feelings.  Either way, he has good reason for such a decision. 


 “I'm taking weapons.  I have extras in my carriage,” Xian says with a sly look.  He knows Drago isn't going to care if he disobeys a no weapon order, even if it from his father.  


“ We know Crill to be a danger.  I am not going to walk into in blindly, either” Drago says, while pulling his two swords from under his tunic.  

Chapter Thirteen


Drago and Xian take a horse a buggy, driven by the king’s personal servant, to Crill’s Keep, high on a mountain of winding roads.  As the king requested, neither Drago nor Xian brought any weapons but both are really living weapons.  Xian traveled to the orient years ago and is trained as a samurai and he has taught Drago every thing he knows.  Out of the whole world, there are probably very few people who could actually fight better than them.


The coach gets up to his driveway and the two men step out.  “Wait here, we will be back, Jarvis,” says Xian.   


They walk up to the door but guards on the roof with arrows tell them to freeze.  They do so and a dozen heavily armored guards with large swords walk down to them and surround them.


“What is your business here, peasants?” says one of them that appears to be the only leader.


“We are knights under King Dante, brute.  I am Sir Xian Gregor and this is Prince Drago,” says Xian proudly.


“Ah yes.  The famed Fallen slayer and the equally famed dragon slayer.  Heard of yous, first time I’ve seen both of ya.  Don’t look like much,” says the gruff leader.


 “You’re about to not see very much,” says Drago and raises his hands but they put swords up to his neck and waists.


“You were saying, young jackal?” he says. 


 Drago gives him a stern look.  None of these armored guards could stand a chance against Drago.  He could think of many ways to render this guy speechless, only half of which would allow him to keep his head. 


Xian intrudes, getting them to put their weapons down. “We just need to speak with Crill,” he says.


“Lord Dekken Crill!” they shout.

“Sure, my apologies,” says Xian.  The guards tell them to follow and they walk up the many steps to the entrance.  

They get there and are told to wait.  One guard is left.  It’s there way to insult them without being direct.  They think one guard is enough for both of them, should they try to do something stupid.


Drago and Xian walk around, under the watchful eye of the guard.  This house is overly lavish.  Where is Crill getting all the money to pay for this?  Several pieces of furniture are gold plated.  Busts and statues of various natures are scattered throughout the room and even the ceiling is painted with lavish artwork.


“Crill thinks he is a lord!” Drago says with laughter.


The guard shouts sternly and shortly, “He is a lord!”


Drago and Xian look at each other and shake their heads with goofy smiles of their faces.  


Suddenly, on the far side of the room, Dekken Crill comes out, walking like he owns the world.  Clearly, this guy’s ego is huge, thinks Drago.


“Ah, Sir Xian and Sir Drago.  To what do I owe the pleasure?” he says nicely.


Drago is in this house, right now.  I can almost feel his power.  If it wasn’t for Xian standing here or the fact that the time is not quite there yet, I would take him prisoner now and take what is mine! Time itself!


“Don’t suppose you heard about our little dragon attack, eh Crill?” asks Xian.


“Talk of the seven kingdoms,” says Crill.  


Surely they haven’t figured it out, have they? My plans are so close to being completed.  Even if they do know, they can’t prove anything unless they find that stone.  Which I do not have where they can see.


“Let’s cut the filth, here,” says Drago.  “We know you took that stone, Crill.”


“I see. I guess I can’t escape or live down my past, huh little Drago?”


“Forgive me for not forgetting about getting exiled over attempted murder and rape.  And the night before you did all that, we saw you near where we buried the stone.  Did you want it to help you do what you couldn’t by yourself? ,” says Drago.


“Talk of the seven kingdoms,” says Xian with a smile towards Crill.


Soon there will be no seven kingdoms, demon slayer.  Soon there will only be me, atop your dead corpses


“What would I get out of destroying your little kingdom? It’s a known fact that you have the best Fallen slayers in the world.  If you were gone, who would protect me or my brother as we both live very close to the Fallen.  Why would you even think I’m the one who has the stone?,” says Crill.


“Maybe your in league with the blood suckers,” says Drago. “After all, the dragon did seem to want to take out our Fallen cache.  As for the stone, you already tried to take it once as I just said, plus you do hate our kingdom, even if you wouldn’t destroy it”


“Did you bother to think that maybe the Fallen did this?” says Crill, ignoring the comment about the Stone.


“Don’t even think about going there.  You know nothing about the living dead.  I hunt them for a living, while you cower away at night.  I know everything abut them.  And one of those things it that they can’t control any animals without biting them.  And as far as I know, dragons are a little too much for them,” says Xian.


“Then,” says Crill, clearly annoyed now, “maybe you should be talking to a Fallen.  You know, ask questions then kill them, Xian.”


“Don’t tell me how to do my job,” says Xian angrily.


“So..what was the point of you two stopping by?” asks Crill, wanting to get rid of them.


Drago walks up to Crill, up close to them.  The guard starts to walk.  Xian looks at him and shakes his head. The guard stops and looks at Crill, unsure what to do.  Crill nods towards him and the guard steps back, but still ready to fight if need be.


“Just to warn you that me and Xian know you’re up to something. And it’s got something to do with the Fallen too.  We can’t prove it, but that won’t stop us from killing you.  Sooner or later, you have to strike.  And we will be ready, Crill,” says Drago.


I very much doubt that.


And before Crill can say anything, Drago and Xian turn and leave.  The guards try to escort them out, but they shove them out of the way.  Crill scowls and walks back to his chambers.  He has to act now.  He immediately leaves toward the Fallen caves.  


Back at Kingdom Dreyfuss, the five women are complaining that their heads are hurting, throwing up a lot, and having dreams while they are awake.  The doctor takes them and looks at them the best he can and sends them home.  


Something about it troubles him but he can’t wait for Xian and Drago to come back. It will take at least two hours for them to come back.  


Claire goes out into the woods to collect firewood for poor kids and hears horse hoofs.  They are coming home!  She drops the firewood when she sees several men running through the forest.  They aren’t knights.  She shouts at them and runs off after them.


Crill is in the Fallen chamber with Darken.  They are in the middle of discussing plans.


“You think we should attack two days from now?  Why today? Won’t they be ready for us?” says Darken.


“No, my spies were just in the woods, though chased off by some knight, they did get to see that the kingdom defenses are down back to their usual normal perimeters.  They think something is up but they know for sure.  And since King Dante didn’t show up himself this morning, I’m sure Drago and Xian are of the few who have pieced something together,” says Crill.


“I see.  But since your little talk with those two, they may up security again now.  They are two of the most influential people in Dante’s kingdom,” says Darken.  “We need a plan.”


“Hmm…do you still have those…things with you?” says Crill, with a cruel sparkle in his eyes.


“Ah,” says Darken with surprise.  This human has some guts.  “Those things are dangerous.  Sure you want to unleash them?”


“Yes,” Crill says. “We can just kill them when we attack Dreyefuss.  I think we will only need one, anyway.”


Crill is referring to Shape shifters from the 3rd circle of hell.  They have no natural forms for they were burned in hell so bad and for so long that they are just gobbling masses of decayed flesh, with teeth sticking out every which way.  They only take shape after using energy from Hell to change form.  The Fallen discovered them a millennial ago when they accidentally ended up on Earth.  More powerful Fallen keep them under constant mind control and only use them when they really need to be used.  The Shape Shifters are very dangerous, and will kill at random.  Sometimes they eat their victims alive, other times they injury them and come back to eat them later when the victim has finally bled to death.  


Crill goes on to explain to Darken that they need to convince the kingdom that Crill is dead.  He proposes that they get a shifter to take the form of beaten and bloody form of Crill and have a Fallen drop him off near the kingdom.  That way it will look like the Fallen’s killed Crill.  So they do this.  They drag out a shifter from the dungeon and, using their mind control with their best trained Fallen telepaths, they force it to turn into Crill then they beat the hell out of it.  After hurting it badly and therefore ramping up its rage, they carve this following message into its chest with their own claws:


We found this human lurking near our caves.  I hope it was someone you loved, Dante.  This is what happens when you toy with the stalkers of the night.


A Fallen then takes him off to Dreyfuss.  Wrapped in chains, the Fallen keeps him under tight control until he pounds on the kingdom courtyard gates and runs off, leaving the beaten body of “Crill” right outside.  The Fallen runs off into the woods, and hides up in a tree to keep the beast under control.  Everything has to be perfect.

Part Three: A Kingdom's Fall

Chapter One 


The next morning, they find “Crill’s” body and they immediately bring it to the King’s attention.   All through the day, everyone from Drago to the lowest peasant is talking about Crill’s death.  Drago, or anybody else for that matter, has no idea that the shifters even exist.  So far, everyone believes this is the real thing.  Over the next day, everything goes back to normal.  

 The peasants are paying taxes or getting the king’s permission for something. Others are working the in the fields, tending to animals or fishing in the nearby ocean.  The knights are doing their usual day to day activities.  Some are on rotating guard shifts.  Others are training to recruits and other knights are practicing their skills in the kingdom’s Battle Yard.  

The King’s wife and various midwives are in the doctor’s office, taking care of the five women.  They all started complaining that their stomachs are hurting and they are throwing up.  Xian was suspicious and sent them over there to the office.  


Then without warning the lady’s eyes start glowing.  Literally, beams of light are coming out of their eyes, then they start floating in the air, surrounding by a dark purple energy.  Then they open their mouths and start screaming in an ancient language: the Fallen language.  The midwifes and the queen have no idea what’s going on though so they run out into the open, screaming at whoever will listen.

Xian hears their concerns and runs over to them.  The queen grabs him my his collar and shouts hysterically, “Xian, the ladies..are flying..and glowing!”

Xian gives her an odd look and then he runs off with them to wear the women are.  He walks in and immediately knows that the Fallen are in on this, soon as he hears them shouting the ancient language that only a few humans alive know about.  He tells the midwifes to get to safety and tells the queen to tell the guard to sound the alarm, high above in the watch tower.  Xian runs outside and starts yelling just as the tower starts ringing the giant warning bell.

“Women and children get in your homes right now!” Xian says.  Chaos starts right away, and everyone starts screaming and running.  He sees Drago in the crowds and their eyes lock hard.  Drago knows right then that his best course of action is to gather his swords and his fellow dragon slayers…and find his parents.  


Already immediately thinking back to just a few seconds ago, Xian wonders if shouting everyone to leave was the best course of action.  But as he sees dozens upon dozens of Fallen flying in the air, he realizes that there is no time to get everyone safe all nice and in order.  Now is the time to throw down.  The King And Queen must be protected at all costs.


Drago curses himself as he runs all the way back to Claire’s room.  It’s in the right wing of the castle, a good hundred yards away.  Damn it, Drago curses to himself. Why didn’t he have his swords with him this morning? When he got up, something told him to bring his swords but he didn’t listen! Maybe it was just ignorance or the fact that when he rolled over out of bed, he sees clear bright pretty face lying on his pillow.  He thinks of the passionate times they spent together in the past weeks.  

Finally, they are more than friends and everything is so perfect.  The last thing on his mind was swords and battle.

But he quickly jolted back to the reality at hand when he sees Fallen after Fallen after Fallen landing everywhere, attacking people at random.  One of them lands on a small child and tries to fly him up with him but Drago grabs the Fallen’s foot and pulls him back hard to the ground and stomps on the back of his head, cracking the skull open instantly. It won’t kill him, thinks Drago, but it will slow him down.  He picks up the crying kid and carries him to his arms.  He will stop to get his swords, and take this kid to the king and queen, they will keep the small child safe.  On the way, to his swords, he kicks and stomps on Fallen, being careful not to drop the small child.  He gets to his swords and as he is leaving Claire’s room, he comes across a crowd of knights running quickly.  He notices his parents in the middle of them and they all stop when they run past him.

“Lord Drago! We are taking your parents to the bottom cellar of the castle!” says Hectat.  

“Take this child with you, mom.  I don’t have time to look for it’s parents, they are probably already dead.  Things are very bad.  Do not leave your hidden place for any reason.  Stay there for at least six hours or until I come back to get you, whichever comes first,” he says then turns to take off to join the defense of the kingdom.  But Hectat grabs him by the arm and shakes his head.


“My friend, I am sorry. Brave and capable as you are in battle, I cannot allow you to go. You are the King’s only son, the only heir to his throne.  You can’t be allowed to be hurt right now, if the kingdom should fall they will need all the help they can get to pick up the pieces,” says Hectat.  


“The hell I can’t fight,” says Drago.  “The more Fallen I kill, that’s less that could help take us down, man!” 


“My son is right.  He has always fought and defended us…now should be no different,” says the King.


“I understand that, Lord, but…” says Hectat.


“No buts…that’s an order!” says the King sternly.  He nods and gives Drago Godspeed.


“I will come back to aid you, once the king and queen are safe, Drago!” says Hectat.  


The Drago can feel something tugging at the back of his mind.  For some reason, he thinks of Crill and the grave where he's buried.  He was given a simple burial the previous day.  Drago races to the grave site and sees that his resting place is dug up.  Where is Crill, thinks Drago?  Then from behind him he hears an unearthly scream and he sees the shifter.


“What in the name of gentle Jesus is that?” Drago says out loud.  The burnt mold of flesh with a body full of displaced teeth comes towards him, sort of just wobbling around.  As it advances, Drago walks backwards.  He is disgusted with this thing that he doesn't pay attention to where he is going and falls backwards into the grave.  Out of instinct, he turn over in mid-fall before hitting the ground and lands with his hands outstretched.  Before he can push himself up, the shape shifter falls into the grave with him and lands directly on top of his back. It immediately starts to vibrate and move around, making the teeth dig into Drago's back.  Then it starts wobbling all over his body, trying to smother Drago's face.  As the young hero struggles to knock the thing off of him, the teeth are cutting Drago's clothes and puncturing his skin.  


Drago manages to impale it with his sword but it slides right off it up through the middle.  Drago realizes that actually fighting is futile so he stands up and tries to crawl out of the grave.   It jumps on his legs, teeth digging it so it can hitch a ride.  Drago gets to the top and is about to be pulled back down from the weight of the monster when Hectat grabs his hand and pulls him up.  He kicks the thing off of Drago and it stands up, coming towards them again.  


“I stabbed it with my sword and it didn't do anything to it,” Drago says with amazement..  


“You have to know where to stab them,” Hectact says. 


He runs around it quickly and stabs it right in the back.  It falls and dies.  Hectat tells Drago he got his parents safe and to follow him.  They race towards the bridge.  The villages below are on flat land that slowly rises up hill to then levels into a giant hollow with a river going through it.   Connecting the river to the other side is a large wooden bridge. After the bride, it goes back to steep hill where the castle resides a few yards away.  


“How did you kill that thing?” asks Drago as they run down towards the hill.


“I heard about those creatures but never actually seen one.  Legend has it that each one of those things has a off color white tooth.  Directly behind that tooth is where the heart lays.  I happen to notice the different tooth on it's back when I was pulling you up,” he says.


The men get to the wear the land starts to fall into the hill down towards the hollow below.  Drago can see many knights just ahead of them, helping other knights fight the Fallen as they try to get down the hill.  Down into the village, other Fallen are already attacking every human they see.  


“Drago, those knights that just went down there are with me.  You and me are going to clear a path so we can all get down there to the villages.  The other knights already fighting will stay there and make sure nothing comes in behind us,” says Hectat.  One of the worse things about this attack is that no one can use horses.  For some reason, horses are terrified of Fallen.  They either freeze in place or go insane.  So all the knights have to run on foot in their armor so by the time they get to wear they are going they are tired more times than not.  But neither Hectat nor Drago where heavy armor.  They have thick pants and sleeves on with light chain mail over their chests so they are able to run and fight a lot faster.  They get to the hollow and immediately start picking out targets, killing it, and moving on to the next one.  A knight goes down after a Fallen steals his sword.  The devil spawn brings it down but the blade is block by Drago's own and he swings to the side, knocking it from the demon's hand.  The Fallen hisses at him and lunges at the hero. Drago side steps and knocks the creature in the back of his head, splitting it open.  It rushes towards Drago with its brain sticking out from it's torn open head, gurgling out blood.  With one smooth swish in the air, the sword decapitated the unholy beast and it dies.  


Hectat impales one and says, “Drago, look out behind you!”


Drago turns and sees two Fallen rearing up on him.  He quickly dunks down and sweeps his leg around, tripping one.  Soon as Drago dunked out the other way, Hectat threw a small ax he picked up from the battle at the other Fallen.  It dries up and blows up just like all the rest.  They are on the edge of the hollow where it goes into the river.  Hectat stays to the edge of the river and fights alongside some men over there while Drago goes to the bridge with some knights following him.    


Hectat follows a Fallen into the river after stabbing him and attempts to drawn him by holding his head underneath the water.  Behind him he can hear the sounds of battle raging on so he should have been paying more attention.  But he didn't and another Fallen grabs a hold of him from behind.  It digs his claws into his chest but is stopped by the chain mail.


“Hold him still and I'll rip his guts out!” cries the Fallen after getting up from the water and advancing towards him quickly.


“I think not, demon spawn,” Hectat replies.  He kicks him back with his legs pushing off of his chest.  Then he manages to reach down so he grabs the Fallen holding him by the ankles and pulls up with all his strength.  They fall backwards and the Fallen lets him go, shoving him into the other one as they fall.  Hectic is crafty and uses the momentum to his advantage and plows into him with his fist.  Grabbing him by the arm, he swings him into the other Fallen and then draws his small sword from a sheath and slices them both down to dust.


Meanwhile, Drago is fighting on top of the bridge, slicing his way through hordes of Fallen who are trying to block his advance into the town.  Two of the demons have swords and manage to get on either side of the young knight.  Drago turns sideways and uses his peripheral vision and quick wrist reflexes to fight them both at the same time.


“You can't take two of us,” one of them says, snarling.


“Then I'll kill you one at a time!” says Drago.


He brings the sword into the Fallen's thigh and kicks him over then quickly turns back to the other one and knocks him back.  He then goes back to the one that's pulling out the sword and Drago does it for him, and then proceeds to stab him in the brain with it.  


“Ah, much easier,” says Drago while looking at the other Fallen, who looks rather worried at this moment.  


Drago easily decapitate this one.  With so many knights down here with them, they quickly cut down all the Fallen.


“Men, half go with me and Drago to the towns.  The other half will go back and defend your homeland!” shouts Hectat as he scalps a Fallen.  


Though having the rest of the knights going back will leave the bridge behind them unguarded, there is simply not enough knights to go around and cover the whole kingdom.  The two heroes walk across the bridge and into the village.  Everything is quiet when they get there.  Nothing.  No noises at all.  


“Where is everything?  The people?” says Hectat.  Drago shakes his head and looks around.  Surely the Fallen came down here...where is all the damage?  Not a stone is unturned.  No burning of houses or corpses laying across the fields.  No animals or kids running around.  Nothing.  Then the sound of of faint crying can be heard nearby in one of the small stone houses.


“Listen, Hectat! I hear a kid crying,” says Drago in a concerned voice.  They walk closer and they don't have to go searching for it as it gets louder and louder.  They come to a house with a wooden door that  is locked.  They can hear the small girl crying on the other side.


Drago makes his swords glow green with the energy and he slices through the door.  Both knights immediately run into the opening, swords drawn out.  

Drago scoops the girl up in his arms and checks her for Fallen marks.


“She's clean, no bites” says Drago to Hectat. “Little lady, where is everyone else?” Drago asks tenderly.


Fighting sniffles and wiping tears from her eyes, she speaks up and says, “They used me as bait, Mr. Drago.  I'm sorry.”  Soon as she says this several Fallen burst out of a small storage closet.  Hectat fights them off while Drago runs back outside.


“Oh my god,” says Drago with eyes wide.


In front of him, standing out in the middle of the street is the village people.  They were here all along, hiding.  They must have been attacked last night because now they are all Fallen.  Some are snarling, others have dried blood all over them.  


“Stop posing and get it over with,” says Drago.  They all run at him and Drago immediately drops the girl and leans in close to her.


“See that bridge?  Go to it and stay there, facing the opposite direction towards the castle.  If you see any Fallen coming down towards you, yell,”he says .

He gives her a small shove and she takes off running to the bridge and does what she is told once getting there.  The Fallen flood around Drago and he swings his swords wide, glowing energy still on them.  The energy whips out far from the blades and cuts down many a Fallen but there's just too many of them.  The whole village must be turned, thinks Drago.  Hectat has killed the ones inside the house and runs out to join his fellow knight.  


“Drago, we have to leave.  We can't take them all,”he says.  


He jumps over one that dives at his leg and soon as he his feet plant on the ground, he stabs one in the gut.  Drago runs up behind them and kills one that tried to sneak up but is tackled to the ground by two more.  Hectat throws some knives as them and ends up cutting into their backs.  Drago reaches around pushes the knife in further and throws him off of him.  He throws both of his swords and picks them back out as they turn into dust.  


“We can't, Hectat.  That will be even more Fallen on the battlefield,” Drago says while killing more.  


In his heart, Hectat knows his valiant young friend is right.  They must stay here and take down as many as possible, even if it does mean they will fall.  A knight always expects to go into battle and die.  It is an honor, a way of life that cannot be ignored.  It's always good to come back alive but it's always in the back of their minds that they might not make it back.  But they will not die in vain but die knowing that they went out in grandly for their kingdom and King. Fortunately for the two knights, these Fallen were just turned so they aren't that strong.  Fallen get stronger with age and blood so these are weak, at least compared to other Fallen.  Drago and Hectat then but their backs together and rotate as one.  Any Fallen that comes at them is easily cut down.  But then they start coming in pairs and soon they come threes.  They all run at them at once, closing in on all sides.    Then the little girl screams when seeing Fallen across the bridge.


Drago, there are Fallen coming down the bridge.  We have to get to that girl!” he says.


“Get down!” yells Hectat.  


Drago glows his swords green again and twirls around as fast as he can.  A lot of the Fallen are decapitated, others are sliced in half.  The other Fallen back off a little bit but are slowly approaching.  


“Hectat, let's make a run for the bridge.  I'll take care of the Fallen...you get that girl and run like hell across that bridge,” he says.  There is no time to ask what he has planned as the Fallen are almost upon them.  They take off running towards the bridge and when they get to the bridge, Drago stops and cuts his thighs deep enough to cause a rush of blood and lets the Fallen come over him.  They all fall into the river.


“DRAGO!!!” yells Hectat.  He wants to dive in after his fellow knight but knows the girl needs to be put to safety.  He hears Drago call out from among the current.


“Get the girl to safety and make sure my parents are safe,” he says.  


Hectat doesn't look back and gets the girl in his arms and takes off.  Drago is playing a dangerous game because the river contains an aptly named river dragon who graves human flesh, much like a great white though much bigger, faster, and even deadlier.  Drago knows the blood will attack the dragon and, hopefully, it will eat the Fallen and Drago can escape.  It was only way he could keep the Fallen from getting across the bridge and to allow Hectat and the girl to escape.  Before too long, the river is running red with Drago's blood.  The Fallen are struggling in the swift current along with Drago but still trying to grab a hold of them.  One of them starts to drag him under the water while the others are punching him.  Then he gets submerged completely under and he notices something dark moving swiftly through under the water.  The Fallen see it too and let go, trying to save themselves. 


 Drago breaks water but it's too late, the dragon is right under them.  Attracted by the blood, he is hungry and ready for death.  It busts out of the water, it's head going up right under Drago and a few other Fallen.  They, including the young knight, fly up into the air and fall down towards the dragon, who has it's mouth open wide.  Two Fallen fall directly into and there is a sickening crunch sound as their bones are crushed in their body and they are chewed up until their blood seeps out from the corners of the monster's mouth.  But busy chewing food, he goes back under the water, not worrying about Drago who lands back in the water.  The other Fallen who are in the water just stare him.  The rest of the turned townsfolk stand on the edge of the bank, looking down.


“Get in for a swim.  The water is fine,” says Drago with a smile on his face.  


Then the dragon comes back for more, it's scaly back sticking out the water slightly as it rushes towards Drago, who dives under the water. Though very deadly, Drago knows their greatest weakness:  water dragons will not open up their mouths for any reason whatsoever while in the wonder.  Instead, they will just try to claw you or, more likely, get you with their very long tail.  Which is what happens to Drago.  The dragon swings its long tail over it's monstrous   head and down into the water, grabbing Drago by his waist.  It literally swings him up in the air and then the dragon jumps up in air, lunging at him as he falls.  But Drago has very quit reflexes and brings his sword down towards the head.  Before he can hit him, the dragon changes direction in mid jump and goes back into the water.  Drago throws his swords at the Fallen who are trying to crawl back on the bank. He cuts them but doesn’t kill him which is what he wanted.  Fallen don't bleed for long but it's enough to attack the dragon who bursting out of the water again snaps up three of them. He doesn’t even take time to kill these, just gulping them whole.  He sees the Fallen on land scatter and he jumps out of the water after them.  Drago crawls out of the bank and runs after the dragon.  He has to kill it because after he eats the Fallen, it could go and attack the rest of the kingdom.  He is about to stab it in it's tail but it knocks him forward, landing ahead of the dragon by a few seconds.  


A Fallen gets cocky and holds Drago down where he can get up, pressing hard against his chest.  Doesn't matter if he dies or not, long as Drago is killed.  Right before it gets them an arrow hits his head and kills the Fallen.  Drago falls to the ground and rolls out the way and the dragon changes course and goes after him.  It snaps at him but Drago jumps forward to avoid it but falls.  He gets up swinging its swords back and forth, actually making the lizard back up a little bit.   Then another arrow whistles through the air and hits near its eye.  The Drago rears up and screams and runs back to chasing the Fallen.  Drago turns and sees Claire on the bridge, bow in hand. He gives her the thumbs up and shouts, “Cover me!” and he goes back after the dragon.  The dragon roasts a few Fallen and the run around aflame.  Drago gets them all with his swords as the dragon eats more who didn't get away fast enough.  With all the moving around of his body, the wounds on Drago's legs have reopened the dragon smells his blood instantly and turns to fire a ball of heat at him.   Before he can get off, Drago swings one of his swords at its face but the monster catches it with his mouth.



“Big mistake,” says Drago. His eyes glow bright green causing the sword to give off its energy and it starts electrocuting him.  


Drago pours it on but it's taking its toll on him so he stops and takes off running.  The Drago is still shaking from the shock and can't run as fast but Drago doesn't need a lot of time.  He runs in the midst of some Fallen running whenever they can.  They are too worried about the dragon to try and hurt him.  Plus, Claire is firing arrows and killing many of them.   Just a yard or two away is a shipping yard.  If he can find the right item, he can take care of this dragon for good.  It launches another fireball at Drago. Drago bends backwards as if he's doing a limbo pole and the ball goes right over him but burning his clothes a little bit.  The Drago tries to run him over but Drago falls flat on his back as the dragon goes right over him, somehow not running over him with this huge feet. Drago holds his sword up when it's over him and cuts it's underbelly a little bit.  The dragon goes crazy and starts stomping like mad.  Drago is doing his best to get out of the way but he doesn't now how long he can keep it up. 


Suddenly, a foolish Fallen comes out of nowhere with a desire to take Drago down and rushes at him, tackling him out of the way.  They land outside of the dragon's stomping range but Drago punches him in the face and throws him back in.  The Fallen is smashed into a bloody, pulpy, red smear in a matter of a few seconds. 


“Ouch, that hurt me just to look at it!” says Drago and focuses back onto the task at hand.  Blood dripping out of the would with stomach innards hanging out, the dragon is on it's last stand.  And it's going to do the best to kill its killer before it goes.  It swings it's tail at Drago, who jumps over it but can't stop it from swinging back around and hitting him on the back.  Drago goes flying forward and hits into the dragon's thick neck and falls on his back.  The dragon jumps on its hand legs and sends it's front ones crashing down on Drago, who rolls out of the way.  The huge stomp shakes the earth and Drago can't stand up just yet.  



“Drago!” yells Claire, who is running at them.  The dragon turns his attention away from his prey and onto Claire.  It turns to run at her, while Claire gets ready some arrows.  Before the dragon takes off running, Drago grabs onto a large strand of guts and pulls tight, holding on for dear life.  


“Run, Claire!” Drago shouts as the dragon pulls him.  Drago is dragged on the ground, dirt and dust flying everywhere.  He can fill his clothes ripping and knows he better kill this thing before it gets to Claire and before his skin is exposed to bone.  


Using all his strength, he holds on to one hand and reaches up with his other hand cuts into the stomach innards of the dragon.  It wale’s insanely and falls dead, almost crushing Drago when it does so.  Far off, Drago hears Hectat yell.


“Cast away, vile beast!” yells Hectat.

 
He stabs a Fallen in the chest.  He misses the heart and instead of burning up, the Fallen tumbles backwards.  Claire is already almost to the bridge and sees Drago.  She runs across when she sees some Fallen coming towards the bridge and kills them.  Drago gets to her quickly and helps her finish them off.


Drago, with his swords already in hand, races through the town, impaling and decapitating any Fallen he sees along the way.  He sees Claire and joins her side.  

“Drago, what is this? Why are they doing this?”


“I don’t know, my love, but we need to worry about the questions later and take an offensive position or we are done for,” he says.


All around them, knights, dragon and Fallen slayers are fighting off the Fallen.  Some of the knights are down in the town, trying to evacuate everyone to the Pit, even though the plan for that hasn't gone off yet.    The others are fighting the Fallen off from the peasants when Hectat runs up


“Are my parents safe?” Drago asks in a worried voice.


“Yes, I have my best men guarding them,” them he says.  They then hear someone yelling Drago’s name and they run to the doctor’s office, where the shout came from.  They see Xian standing, looking up at the ceiling.  And shooting arrows through five holes that are in there.


“Xian?” says Claire.


“Those women…curse the fucking Fallen.  Those women were part of their plan! They are controlling their minds,” says Xian.


“Doing what?” asks Drago


“Far as I can tell, they are hovering up above the kingdom, very high.  They can see everything, where the guards are are at and whatever else they want to see.  And they are being controlled by telepathy.


Hectact says, “Which means the Fallen can see what they are seeing.  My god, they are using our own people against us!”


“If they can see the town then they can see where my parents are going,” says Drago worried.


“Before you go after them, we have to take those women down,” says Xian angrily.


Xian is on the roof of the doctor’s building.  It is hooked onto the main castle but it doesn’t go as high up as the middle sections.  Xian tries shooting more arrows at them but can’t reach them. They are too high up and he has to keep firing away at Fallen who are swooping down at him.  Damien Azarke comes up on the doctor’s roof to join him, swinging at any Fallen who try to swoop down upon them.


Meanwhile, various knights are guarding the castle, trying to keep the Fallen from getting inside.  Sword against swords, claw against chain mail…everyone fights on.


“Claire, you’re a better shot than me!  Try to get to get on top of the middle wing, me and Damien will guard you while you’re up here!” says Xian


Daniel Pugert, David Rogers, and Drago all go with her, to make sure she makes it.  Drago plans to help her then go straight through the rest of the castle, to see if his parents are OK…


The four of them slam open the door to the doctor’s office, all running side by side through the hall that is connected by another door to the office.  Drago and Rogers both have swords.  Daniel has a long, bladed staff and Claire has her mighty and trusty bow and arrows.  As they run, several Fallen jump down from the rafters.


“Cast away the demons!” says Claire and she fires arrows into the chest of two, sending them crashing to earth in flames.  And around the bend of the great hall, a mob of Fallen comes storming out.  They run head first into the group of knights. One tackles Drago but he knocks it away with a head butt from his sword handle.   The creature stumbles back and Drago slices his head off.  Daniel hits one in the chest with this staff, then turns the long piece of wood slightly.  A blade comes out of the end and it impales the monster, killing him.  Rogers stabs three with his long and thick sword, releases it and they all fall down.  He cuts their heads off like a hot knife through butter.


“Claire, the only way on top of the roof is by climbing the ladder in my dad’s chamber,” says Drago.  


He says to his fellow slayers, “Me and Claire will get to the ladder.  You stay a minute or so behind to clear out anybody following us.  Come to the ladder, stay there and don’t let anything up.  I’m going to find my parents.”


Outside on the roof, Xian and Damien are meeting heavy resistance.  Below them on the ground, the knights are putting up OK resistance but things are going bad.  Bodies litter the street of the knights while piles of ashes lay where Fallen once were.  Despite all this, Xian’s main concern is that it’s light out.  How are the Fallen attacking in the middle of the afternoon?  But his thoughts are quickly interrupted when a Fallen quickly flies down to him and tackles him.  They both tumble off the roof, Xian hanging out with the Fallen grabbing his legs.  Damien starts firing a few times but stops when the Fallen is now on his back.  He doesn’t want to hit his friend.   


Xian shouts, “Behind you!” and his friend turn to see another Fallen fly toward him.  He dunks out the way and quickly turns around to hit the Fallen hard on the spine with a downward fist.  The Fallen files onto the one hanging onto Xian and all three tumble to the ground.  Xian lands with a small knife out in his hand, the knife going to the heart of one of them and killing it.  The next one dies when Damien shoots his arrow from a crossbow at it.


Claire finally gets to the roof and starts firing away.  She quickly kills all women, their bodies flying lifelessly to the ground below, bursting open with blood coming out through torn flesh.  Xian stood down on the ground shooting down any Fallen got towards her while Damien stayed on the roof, doing the same. 


“Damien, it’s time to start the Plan,” says Xian.  Damien nods at him, knowing the last resort as come.  Xian takes off running while Claire and Damien continue to fight on…

Xian runs over to the church, which is burning bright with red flames.  Two Fallen, who he assumes are the ones who lit it on fire, run at him.  He jumps up and kicks his leg out, hitting one square in the chest.  He stumbles back onto the other one and Xian charges at them.  One of them is knocked into the flames and quickly catches on fire and takes off running towards the pond.  The other tries to flee but Xian stabs the creatures in the heart and it dies, exploding then turning into ash.  Running into the flames covered building, he isn't sure if he can get out alive.  But it doesn't really matter.  Long as he can ring the church bell, he can die happy.


Many years ago, Xian devised an escape plan should the Fallen ever attack the Kingdom.  With the help of Wiorich wizards, a small section of the woods was magically “roped” off with invisible barriers that could repel the Fallen.  Inside this special section of woods was a large hole that was the opening to a cave system that lead all the way from the Kingdom to a haven far away.  


This particular area of the woods is always wet because it was near a pond, so the pond would drain into this area constantly.  With the steady rainfall in the land, the area hole is always wet. Over the hole is a large, wooden shed that is hollow of anything.  Nothing inside, it's just a covering for the hole.  The idea was in the event of a Fallen attack on the kingdom; everyone would run into the woods, enter the shed and proceeded to go into the pit.    Knights who have known what to do for their part in the plan for years will start to light the woods on fire and join them in the hole afterward.  The theory is that the woods would burn around them, taking the Fallen as well but anyone in the hole would survive, the fire could not travel into the moist hole.  But as the town grew, Xian kept digging more holes.  He always hoped he would never have to use his plan but now he has to.  And from the beginning of his thoughts about this, this particular church bell was to never be ringed unless it was to warn the people that the time has come for everyone to get into the various pits. 


Xian is in the house now and already he is burning up, it's so hot inside.  The steps up to the bell are not yet in flames.  He runs up the steps and rings the bell.  He watches for a minute to make sure it is understood. Sure enough, people start running towards the woods.  Far away, he can see the knights down in the village bringing people into the woods.  Xian starts to go back down the stairs but they are hot with flame down and they crumble and fall before his very eyes.  He goes back up the bell area, trying to decide what to do.  Then he smiles when he sees a Fallen flying towards him. Xian jumps and lands on top the Fallen and literally beat him as they fall and crash into a pile of hay.  In the hay is a pitchfork and seeing sees fit to impale the monster with it and does so.  


He runs around, making sure the various knights are lighting the woods on fire.  And sure enough they are.  A dozen knights are throwing hay piles on fallen branches and near the bass of trees and lighting the piles on fire, in hopes it will catch.  And lucky enough, there is a breeze, and soon there is a decent sized forest fire going on.  The knights take out their bows, dip the arrows into the flames and fire away at the Fallen who are chasing everyone into the woods.  


Suddenly, Xian falls to his knees with a sharp pain in his head.  Flashes of his wife and unborn child   fill his mind and he hears a deep voice call out his name.  Darken himself is calling him, he has Xian's family!  Seeing that the plan seems to be working as conceived, Xian takes off running towards the dock.  He flies right past his best friends who yell at him.


"Stick to the plan, I have to take care of something!" he calls back.


Drago hears the bell and immediately does a turn around and runs straight for the castle dungeon.  With everyone getting to the pits and the knights helping them, Drago knows what to do.  He has no part in the plan.  As the king and queen's son, and therefore next in line to the throne, his only job during the burning of the woods is to protect his family. 


He enters the castle, slicing apart any Fallen that get in his way.  He finally makes his way to the door that leads to the steps down into the dungeon itself.  Filled with adrenaline, rage, and worry for his parents, he doesn't even bother to open up the door...he just slices it right through it.  On the other side standing on the first steps is a huge man.  At least 6 foot 6 and carrying a extremely large battle ax, he defiantly could kill just about anyone that he fights.  But Drago will not let anything stand in his way.  


"Stand down or I swear on my own life that I will cut you down," says Drago coldly and sternly. The man, who is bald with only a long braided pony tail, doesn’t even seem to care.  At the end of the pony tail is a large spiked ball.  He just stares at Drago for a minute.


In a deep voice he says, "I am Mortis."  There is an odd silence followed with neither Drago nor Mortis moving.  


"Uh...OK...I'm Drago." 


Without warning, Mortis screams and charges at his opponent.  Drago braces himself but in mid run, Mortis jumps up, turns his body hard, and his pony tail swings out widely, the spiked ball gunning towards Drago's head.  Drago dunks down, and the hair comes back around again but this time he grabs it, pulls it hard, sending Mortis towards him.  Drago knees him in the head, still holding his hair, and then cuts hit, sending Mortis flying back hard against the wall.  Drago runs towards him, crashing into him, his sword pressed into his stomach.  Drago pulls out the sword but the hole heals almost immediately.  


"Fallen!" says Drago right before Mortis punches him in the face,  Drago falls back, lands on his hands and knees.  That almost took my head off, thinks Drago.  But his thoughts are taken away quickly when Mortis kicks him hard in the stomach.  Drago doubles over in pain and sees a huge foot about to crash down upon him.  But Drago quickly cuts it off right below the ankle with his sword and then grabs him by his ankle and pushes up.  Mortis hits the floor on his back but Drago keeps on bending the foot up until there is a sickening crunch as his leg brakes at the pelvis.  Fallen are tough to kill and they regenerate but they can most certainly feel pain just as much as a human.  Mortis' eyes bulge out as he screams.   


"Shut up," says Drago and his stabs the large man right between the eyes with both of his swords.  As with any Fallen, his body quickly starts to rot in seconds, turning black and red with blood, then he explodes into ash.  The explosion knocks Drago back a little and leaves him covered slightly in ash but other than that, he is unhurt and runs down the stairs that ends at a large door.  He opens the door and sees a dozen knights dead.  Their bodies are burnt black, charred and smoke is coming off their bodies.  And at the very end of the dungeon stands Dekken Crill.   Next to him his an pale old man with long gray hair and red eyes.  And Drago's parents are behind Crill, tied up in chains, mouths gagged.


"Crill.  I should have known and should have killed you all those years ago," says Drago.


"Ah yes but you were just a young lad then.  But I bet you got the stones now to finish the job, hmmm?" says Crill.


"I just killed someone named Mortis.  If he was the best you got, then you will stand no chance against me.  Release my parents now and for your treachery against the king and queen, our kingdom, and our people you will rot here in the dungeon instead of me cutting open your heart!" Drago says bravely.


"Mortis isn't the best I have.  Sure he is big and strong.  Or was big and strong, rather.  But he tended to just attack like an animal rather than use his head.  He wasn't that great of a fighter.  But, little Drago, I am lot more crafty.  And powerful," Crill says with a cold smile.


"Enough of this senseless talk!  Stand down or I am coming for you, Dekken Crill," Drago says.


“Yes, the time has come to end this game and start another one," replies Crill.  He looks over at the old man and nods slightly.  The old man walks between Drago and Crill and holds out his hands.


"Old man, I will kill you," says Drago.  He walks towards him but then the pale man's hands start glowing bright red and chains rise up from the ground and wrap themselves around Drago.  Two from the ground get his legs and two from the ceiling get his arms.  He is suspended in the air, outstretched. Drago tries to rattle loose but he can't. He senses that something is wrong, very wrong.


"You see, Drago, I need you alive.   Mortis, while I’m sure he tries to injure you, was supposed to take you alive," Crill says,


"What do you want with me?  With my family?  Why attack the kingdom if you want the crown?  You now have nothing left to rule, except ruins," says Drago.


"I don't want the crown.  I want you.  I need you, your going to help me spread my power and influence," says Crill.


The king manages to spit his gag out and says, "My son will never have anything to do with your madness, vile man!"  Crill's face looses its glow and he yells, "Shut your words!" and backhands the king.  Then he picks up a staff.  


"No....." says Drago.  


"Yes.  Rocher!  Hold these two in their place and keep our friend Drago's eyes open, please," Crill says.


The old pale man nods and then Drago's parents are unable to move.  They look frozen almost.  Then Crill walks in front of them.  Drago can see everything.  Crill gently moves the queen and king side by side, so close that the sides of their heads are touching.  He holds the staff up and then thrusts it through the cheeks of the queen.  He pushes on the staff hard and it goes right through her face and continues until has also impaled the king in the same way.  


"Nooo! Oh my god, no!" screams Drago.  He thrashes about on the chains, trying to get loose.  Tears are coming from his eyes because of what he is seeing and burning badly because he can't blink either.  


Still alive, their whimpers of pain mean nothing to Crill.  He picks up the staff and puts it between two walls.  Then he proceeds to beat them to death.  Their bodies thrash back and forth on the staff as he beats him, like clothes on a clothesline being blown by the wind.   Face, stomach, chest...nothing is off limits to the fury of Dekken Crill's madness.  Drago is now screaming and whimpering like a little scared dog and he tries in vane to break the chains.  He struggles so hard that the chains are rubbing his limbs raw, cracking open his skin and making him bleed.  


Crill stops when the two finally die.  Without a word, Crill and Rocher leave.  For what seems like hours, Drago cries and cries until finally the chains fall and he hears Crill in his head, "I'm on Mt. Hagar, Drago.  Come, meet your fate!"


Drago stays with his parents for a few minutes, hugging their lifeless, bloody and broken bodies.  Not even bothering to say his prayers, he takes off running through the woods.  He ignores the people running to the pits, the knights fighting off the Fallen until everyone gets safely into them.  He doesn't think about anything except killing Crill as he runs to Mt.  Hagar.                

 Chapter Two


Xian finds a fallen knight's horse on the way to the dock and he quickly gets on it.  The faster he can get there, better the chances of his family's survival.  Behind him, he can hear the sounds of the battle raging on.  The peasants and nobility may be crowding into the pits but the slayers and other knights are still fighting them off, so everyone can get down into the ground.  It's the knights themselves that have to be careful.  They need to slowly retreat themselves into the pits as well or be burned up with the Fallen.  Despite having origins from Hell, Fallen can't stand fire.  Though it can't kill them, it causes extreme pain.  Fallen regenerate lost tissue very quickly but with fire on their bodies, anything they regenerate is quickly burned off once again.  So it's an endless cycle of pain if a Fallen gets caught on fire.  So, in theory, the Fallen that are on fire will be in too much pain to fight, making them easy targets for Xian's friends.  And any Fallen that isn't caught on fire will surely leave the area.   But they will come back later on.  How will the kingdom get itself back together in time to defend themselves once more? So many questions, Xian thinks.  But right now, he has to get to his family.  He's not too far from the docks, when he sees a figure running out from the castle into the woods.  Drago!  Xian thinks about calling out to him.  He could use his help rescuing his family.  But then Xian realizes that something must be wrong with Drago's own family if he's not in the castle...because he isn't part of the pit plan.  So why is he running in the woods? Something is wrong thinks Xian.  But his wife and child...he can't ignore them. Xian quickly decides that Drago can and will handle himself and he rides on.  Drago is gone anyway, he didn't even notice Xian.  


Xian gets to the docks and not too far away from them in the ocean is a large ship.  He can clearly see several figures on it, standing around a woman with long hair.  Xian's wife!  Obviously, thinks Xian, the ship isn't going to come and get Xian.  Something is wrong...it's clearly a trap.  With Xian, the leader of the Fallen slayers and the best in the land, out of the way, the Fallen could wreck untold havoc.   They want to use his family as bait to draw him in.  And it's going to work.  Xian knows he shouldn't but he can't ignore the help of his own wife and their unborn child.  Xian may die but maybe he can get them off of the ship.  Besides, they stand a better chance of living if he's there anyway.  Then he hears Darken's voice in his head again.


Come on Xian.  Come to the ship.


"I'm coming, you bastard," Xian says out loud.  With his crossbow and arrows strapped to his back, he jumps the water, hoping it doesn't destroy his weapons.  He starts his swim toward the boat and he sees someone throw a ladder over the side.  He gets to it, mentally preparing himself for what lays ahead and for what may happen to him or his family and he starts to climb.  Suddenly, the ladder is jerked back up.  Xian hold on tight and he lands hard on the deck, soaking wet.  He looks up and sees many Fallen standing around him.  They start to kick him and punch him.  But he manages to get out of the beating and starts fighting.  He grabs one of them and throws him off the ship.  Another one is kicked in the head and while he is still reeling, Xian comes from behind and snaps it's neck.  Two more appear and grab him by the arm but he throws his legs out, locks them with their own and falls back.  They fall with him and he smacks both of them in the nose with his elbows.  He jumps up and starts to draw his crossbow. Then there is a sharp pain in his neck, as someone grabs him from behind and holds him up.  He is them slammed face first onto the deck of the ship.  His wife is screaming now and she's crying.  A Fallen tells her to silence and she is slapped across the face.  Her cheek shatters and blood goes everywhere.  


She goes down to her knees and starts praying.


"There is no peace with God today, woman.  You will never see the white light.  It is his rule that doesn’t allow the tainted to enter Heaven," says Darken.  Xian finally gets up from the deck and looks at his attacker.


"You're doing this, monster.  Don't blame God for the hate you feel for us," Xian says.  


"So this is the part where will you give the grand speech about good and evil and how Fallen are heartless demons?" says Darken in a mocking tone.


"This is where---" Xian starts to say but his words are cut off when, moving at inhuman speeds, Darken grabs him by the back of his shirt and holds him up.


"This is where I have my own speech, Xian McGregor.  Heroes can fall and all the good in the world won't stop Lucifer from reigning over fallen bodies of humanity," he says with a deep growl.  With his free hand, he hits Xian so hard that it almost knocks him unconscious.  He throws Xian back onto the ground and two Fallen come over and tie him up in chains. 


"I'm going to kill your family now, Xian.  And while you watch and scream, I want that anger in you to rise up.  And when you just can't take it anymore, I'm going to start on you.  I want you to feel every fucking second of pain, you pathetic piece of meat," Darken says.  Then like a rabid animal, he screams and jumps all over Xian's wife.  He rips chunk after chunk of meat out of her, all the while she is kicking and screaming.  Xian is far beyond driven now and he manages to knock over the two Fallen guarding him and he charges toward Darken.  Darken turns and shoots a blast of telekinetic energy at Xian that shatters his xiphoid process into pieces.  On the edge of death, he sees his final image.


"How easy your species can die," is Darken says.  His hands turn into long claws  and he plunges them both into Xian's wife's stomach and she screams, vomiting up puke and blood everywhere as Darken pulls out the bloody unborn five month old child.  He rips it into pieces and drinks the blood.  He looks at Xian.  And Xian at him.  Then all goes black forever.


Drago runs through the forest, then suddenly his head starts hurting real bad and he has to stop and double over in pain.  It's as if his very mind is on fire.  He feels the warm rush of blood coming down his nose, crawling towards his mouth.  Then he hears a slow creaking noise and looks over to see a tree fall towards him.  Drago jumps back out of the way.  Then he hears another loud creek, this one a little faster in the sound than the last.  He looks forward and in front. Then he sees the looming shadows in front of him.  He jumps to the side as the huge tree falls down.  One of the many branches that stretch out from the main trunk nails Drago in the back and slams him down onto the ground.  He tries to stand up but his head hurts too much and now his eyes are watery.  What's happening to me, thinks Drago.  Then it hits him like a ton of bricks; Rocher is doing this.  That old telepath is hear, somewhere around him.  Two more trees fall, and Drago runs deeper into the forest, trying to avoid him.  He's hoping that if more trees fall on him, the other trees will catch them, not even making it to the ground.  He keeps running and medium sized tree is thrown through the air towards him like a bullet.  He stops and turns, standing his ground.  His swords glow green as he holds one of them in front of his face.  


The tree is moving so fast against the hot energy of the blades, that its split down the middle as it comes towards the Drago.  The two sides fall and yet another tree comes at him.  Drago slices it in half.  The biggest tree yet starts to fall but Drago slips in the mud and falls.  He sees the massive trunk falling down upon him and just as it gets to him, he holds his swords up and lets go and rolls out.  The tree lands on the swords, driving them into the ground but the blades go inside the trunk, unseen now.  Cursing himself, he keeps moving to the center.  All the trees are falling down from the side so he figures that Rocher must be in a high, elevated place in the center so he can see everything, both Drago and any trees that he wants to telekinetically throw with his mind.  Then Fallen come after him.  He didn't notice anyone following him...Rocher must be calling them here telepathically.  


Three come running through the forest and Drago tries to call the swords out from the big tree but can't get enough concentration as the Fallen get close to him.  No matter, thinks Drago.  I can kill them with my bare hands.  Fallen are extremely hard to kill, if not impossible, with bare hands.  They tend to regenerate quickly and you need a weapon that can kill them in a split second, allowing no time for them to grow back body parts or heal any wounds.   One of them leaps in the air as the other two grab his arms and pin him against a tree.  The flying one, falls in front of him and starts punching his stomach over and over again. Drago tries to move his arms but can't.  The two Fallen, having hold of one arm a piece, are stretching them almost beyond limits around the tree trunk.  Drago's eyes glow green and he tries to pull the swords out but he's mind isn't clear enough under their barrage of hits.  The Fallen continues to punch him, then rears back and goes for a face hit.  But Drago simply bends his head down and the hand hit's the tree.  He retreats back a little, holding his bleeding hand.  


The other Fallen, unfortunately for them, have Drago held by his wrists.  He manages to wrestle his hands on top of theirs and twists, breaking them.  They yell in pain and let go.  Drago kicks the Fallen who hit the tree in right under the chin as hard as he can.  His head is pushed back all the way and the spine snaps.  It won't kill him but it will keep him down for a few minutes.  Drago runs around the other side of tree and grabs one of the Fallen by its long hair and sends his head slamming into the tree trunk so hard it leaves an imprint and a mashed in face for the demon.  One left and this one is a bit more powerful it seems as his fingernails grow very long into claws and he tries to slash at the young man's chest.  Drago jumps back and dunks under another swipe and comes up with an uppercut.  The Fallen falls but then Rocher calls more and a dozen more come running through out he woods, all snarling and yelling.  


Rather than run away, Drago runs towards them and rolls into a ball.  He hits the center of the dozen like a bowling ball and several of the Fallen fall over.  Drago stands up and does a drop kick into two that happen to be standing side by side.  Three come at him and fall down with a roundhouse kick.  Overwhelmed by the non-stop onslaught he gets beat to the ground and they all gang up on him.  Taking the beating, Drago closes his eyes and concentrates. He can fill the pain, the blood, the broken skin.  I can't stop thinking, I need to concentrate he tells himself.  He has to do this or he's a dead man.  He concentrates so hard that, even with his eyes closes the green energy can still be seen glowing right under the eye lids.  The tree nearby starts shaking;  within seconds, it's literally jumping off the ground and then explodes the swords come flying out, through the air and taking the head off six Fallen.  Drago gets up, grabs his swords, and starts swinging.  In less than two seconds, the other six are dead and Drago looks up to see Rocher above him, floating.


“Come down and fight, old man!” yells Drago.  


And to his surprise, he does come down.  At first, he floats down gently.  But soon as he hits the ground, the battle is on.  Using, his telekinesis to push his body at incredible speeds, he rushes forward in the blink of an eye and nails Drago in the face.  Drago literally flips over onto the ground and his kicked in the head by the super fast old man.  His punches hurt bad, too.  But that's what happens when you are getting hit by hands surrounded by condensed mind energy. Rocher shoves his hands outward in a motion of movement and Drago feels a heavy push against him and he goes sliding on his back through the mud and  the leaves of the forest's ground.  Rocher runs at him again, lighting speed.  Drago tries a quick idea that pops into his head and stabs his swords into a tree, about a foot above his head and jumps.  Rocher goes right under him.  His suspicions were true: Rocher is going too fast to change directions in mid run.  Drago lets go and falls back to earth and waits for the old man to run at him.  Soon as he takes off, Drago jumps back in the air, grabbing his swords.  This time he swings his feet outward and it nails Rocher right in the face.  Still going incredibly fast, Rocher goes backwards and falls.  Drago runs over to him and leaps up in the air above him.  He's hoping Rocher jumps up too and, sure enough, he does.  But Rocher's speed just carries them both into the air, as he collides into him.  Without anything to put his feet on for grounding, they start to slow down.  And Drago stabs him with his swords.  Over and over and over again as they fall.  


Drago grabs onto a branch and hands there, watching the old man fall and hit the ground. He lands on a rock, parts of his body bust open.  Drago shimmies down the tree and takes off running towards where he thinks Crill went.  He bursts out of the forest, a bolt of lighting crashes near him.  It hits a tree with a force so great, the tree splits in half and falls down between Drago and Crill.  Soon as it hits the ground, Drago leaps over it and his swords clash down upon Crill’s own sword.  Drago has trained with two swords since he strong enough to hold small wooden practice ones.  No one in all the land can fight with two swords but Crill has enough skill with one because Drago hasn't killed him yet.  


Dodging and jumping around each other, the clashing sound of blade against blade drowns out the nighttime chirps.  Crill brings his sword down hard but Drago cartwheels out of the way, leaving Crill's blade stuck in the tree. Crill tries to pull it out but that leaves him open for attack, which Drago takes full advantage of.  He kicks Crill hard in the stomach then brings his forearm against his throat and pushes hard; bring Crill crashing back to the ground.  He struggles to catch air but Drago doesn't let up.   A kick across the face turns him around onto his back and he is met with two swords tips at him, one against his chin, and another against his temple.


"Look me in the eyes, monster as I kill you," says Drago with no emotion whatsoever but there is a flash of lighting and for a second Drago sees Crill glowing, skeleton visible underneath as his bodies curses with electricity.  Crill grabs Drago's wooden sword handle and lighting curses through out Drago's body.  Drago let's go of his swords and staggers back.  Crill gets up and walks calmly towards his enemy does a round house kick.  Then he throws Drago upwards in the air and a bolt of lighting hits him in the chest.


"I could charge this lighting enough to kill you but I want a decent fight from you," says Crill.  Drago’s suit is tattered and torn and smoking.  Drago wipes the blood from his nose and spits more out his mouth.  With a nasty look on his face Drago runs at Crill, tackling him hard.  Crill falls to the ground, Drago on top, swinging his fists down all over Crill’s face.  Crill finally manages to block his opponent’s thrust and kicks him in the abdomen.  Drago take a split second to let loose a breath of air and is flipped over by Crill and taken into a headlock.  Crill struggles to knock him out but Drago reaches around and grabs him by the hair and yanks his head down on the back of his own.  Drago grips his hair even tighter and turns his body around facing Crill and jabs him hard in the throat.  Crill doubles over and Drago kicks him in the face twice, grabs him back his back shirt and slams him on the ground.  Standing on top of him, Drago holds out his hands and his swords fly to him.  


“Fucking fool,” says Crill and bolts crash down from the sky.  They strike Drago’s swords again but this time, through sheer will, Drago brings them down into the flesh of Crill’s back and it starts to fry him as well.  Quickly, the lighting stops and Drago struggles to stay up.  


Crill stands up.  Wound closed.


Spitting out blood and coughing violently, Drago asks, “What in God’s name are you?”


“The future, little Drago.  And you are a vessel,” he says.  His hands start glowing bright white and more lighting comes from the sky, drawing into his balled up fists.  He proceeds to punch Drago all over his body, over and over. Drago finally gives in to the pain and blacks out.

Chapter Three


Drago awakens with a fury that just isn't the natural emotion or physical state for people who were just beat to an inch of their life.   Rather than awaken groggy and disoriented, the twilight of his awakening is filled with rage, hate, and an over boiling of a cauldron of emotions.  He immediately jumps up and starts kicking and punching the steal bars of the giant bird cage he finds himself in.  A vibration of pure pain and echoing power runs through his leg and up to his head every time his feet connect with the cage.  If it wasn't for his boots' protection, his feet would already be broken and scarred.   His hands are not so lucky; his gloves have broken through and now the skin itself is bloody with pieces of flesh coming loose.


With a deep bellow that rise into a higher pitched crescendo Drago screams out Crill's name until his voice gives out to rest.  His body keeps going, however, as his current situation melds with his horrific past to create a mixture of violence.  When he was under the control of The Fallen, Drago treated death has the only aspect of life that mattered. Whether is a victim to take down for his masters or one of the hundreds of warriors whose life he stole, death was perverse way of dealing with something he couldn't change.  It seemed that one he took a life all the pain within him was let out even it was not to last for too long.  


Right now the circumstance of the situation may be different but what death means to him hasn't changed.  His kingdom is in ruins, his friends probably dead or dying, and his parents definitely dead but if he can just kill Crill maybe it will all be worth it.  Maybe he can find a small change of escape until he can figure out what to do next.


His voice finds a way but out of his throat while he continues to attack his cage; Crill isn't here so anything around him will becoming his victim.  A shadow upon the floor pokes around the corner in the distorted shape of a demon.   A Fallen's true form perhaps?  No, he thinks.   Even their demonic appearance that lies beneath the facade of human flesh isn't as far removed from humanity as the creature whose shadow it must be long to.   Drago's shock to see who it really does belong to makes him stop his pointless fit of rage but only for a second.  


“Young Prince, you shall stop your ramblings or I shall bring in the bird that belongs in that cage,” Crill says in a tone with only the slightest hint of annoyance underneath it.  


“Skip the middleman, Crill and just fight me yourself,” Drago says, finally calming down but not because of Crill's threats.


With a slight chuckle he waves the offer away with a slight movement of hand towards Drago's prison and walks towards a desk.  Crill certainly doesn't look like a demon on the outside and he definitely isn't a Fallen.  In fact, his appearance would only have even the most scrutinizing observer believe he is nothing but a rich aristocrat.  Long, thick, well kept jet black hair adorns his head all the way down to his lower back.  His face is smooth with an even tan and with no sign that he has ever had the ability to grow facial hair.  Stark, deep blue eyes round out what many women in the kingdom might consider a very attractive and well groomed man.  Even if he wasn't, his clothes would certainly attract admirable attention.  He wears only the finest of attire and even now, after being responsible for killing hundreds of people and capturing their prince, there isn't one blood stain or torn piece on his fine, lavender, dark purple robe that covers his body.  The ends of the cuffs are made of pure gold, much like the symbol he wears around his chest as a necklace.  


Drago can't see what is in front of Crill but I appears that his hands are resting on something.  If he could see, he would be witness to an evil smile as the man looks into the crystal ball to see the future. 


“Our last fight didn't go so well for me, Drago.  Yes, I did win however you almost died.  Quite obviously I need you alive if my next project is to be completed,” he says.  


“So long as I remain alive your first project is not finished, Crill.  Kill me now, Demon for I will send you back into Pit,” Drago says with a low but clear growl.  


Crill actually doubles over with pains from laughter, shaking his head at Drago, gives his captive a look of pity.


“Your naivety is to be expected but that doesn't matter since what I want from you isn't related to your mental state.  Enjoy your stay, Drago.  I will be back and then things can begin.”

Chapter Four


Argus Ghost and Isabella Wax both start digging out from under the rubble of the tower that fell upon them.  Normally, anything falling upon Ghost wouldn't matter but an explosion not too far from the tower itself distracted him just enough to keep him from turning over before the pieces of the tower feel upon him.  Isabelle’s self preservation was unaccounted for as she ran towards Ghost to push him out of the way since it was clear he wouldn't have time to turn over.  As she digs herself out of the rubble, she actually comes to regret the fact that she cannot speak.  As someone who is mute, she enjoyed the benefits of extra detail towards anyone she spoke to.  This attention to detail, overtime, grew into all aspects of her life.  This made her smarter and better at her job of protecting the kingdom but clearly also has its liabilities that she never thought about before.


Within just a few minutes she could probably dig her way out.  She can see sunlight coming through onto her face just enough to where she has to squint her eyes as she continues to dig so she assumes she can't be that deeply embedded.  However, her strong hearing picks up the sounds of a battle that is still raging strong.  Above the cawing of birds that are arriving to pick the meat from corpses, she can hear the shrieking and growls of the Fallen as they rip apart their enemies and food.  The clashing and clinging of metal against metal signifies that Crill's army is still here as well but, more importantly, it gives her hope knowing that at least some the Knights have survived the initial attack.  With a new found purpose and energy, she digs around her instead of up.  Satisfied that she has made enough from to pull it out, she grips the hilt of her sword and pulls it out from its sheath.  


When she gets out she needs to be ready to attack or she will be back on the ground permanently.     


Now at the point of being covered with nothing but a then layer above she bursts out of rubble with sword ready to swing.  A fallen, who was probably watching from above to see who came out of the tower debris alive, swoops down upon her.  With full demonic appearance displayed, its huge wing span generates enough wind to knock her down even after dodging his claws with the swooping attack.  


Years of training have led her to counter attack in situations just like this so soon as she hits the ground she does so in a roll and comes out swinging.  The sword cuts through one wing leaving a giant slice in the thin skin of the huge appendage.  The Fallen shrieks and tries to fly up, no doubt to do another attack, but does so off balance.  Isabella leaps, grabbing onto its food, and pulls it down back to earth and then finishes it off with a swift decapitation.  


Finally, with the attack over, she has a moment's rest of look around and see first hand the shocking destruction of the her beloved kingdom that she has so greatly help defend her entire life.


Much of the ground has been scorched black with fires created by Crill's men to create a cruel cage of heat to keep anyone from leaving the kingdom that has now become a death field.  Upon this chard, broken ground, lies dozens of bodies of mostly warriors who tried their best but just couldn't win.  Isabella Wax swallows hard to keep the bile down when she thinks about the fact walking more towards the towns below would reveal hundreds of more bodies of innocent peasants.    The walls of the castle have huge holes blown into them by the Ibernian Witches, where inside the walls rooms upon rooms have been ransacked by Crill's men who might prefer greed even over death it seems.   Farm animals have run about, loose from their pins by the chaos that has scared them into ramping frenzies.  Children and mothers call out each other names in between the screams of fathers and husbands.  


All around her frantic fights between Fallen and Knights clash around as her world crashes around her.  The skies are filled with Witches, Fallen are on the ground, and Crill's men have taken the castle for themselves.  There isn't safe place at the moment and death could arrive the next so why not just jump into the fray she asks herself.  She is about to charge head first into the first enemy she sees when she hears a moan within the rubble, not too far from where her own self climbed out just minutes ago.  She quickly digs through the rubble, since looking at the ground and digging is going to leave her open to a possible attack.   Several times she has to stop and kill someone or something but eventually she sees a hand.  Her own memory is still groggy from the accident but she does vaguely remember being next to someone right before the explosion caused the tower to fall.   Suddenly, it comes back to her and she remembers how she became buried in the first place: she tried to save Ghost!  Her search gets more frantic and she finally sees his head.  Lost in her own thoughts about how she could be bad enough to forget him, she is violently shoved to the ground and then kicked in the fact and once more in the stomach.  She can't even see who her attacker is since her hands are constantly trying to block her face from more attacks.  Without warning the attacks stop right after a hard gurgling sound is heard.  She looks up just as her attacker, one of Crill's human soldiers, falls to the ground.  His throat has been punctured with a javelin. 


"Come on, love, we have to move!" he says as she hears the cackle of witches close to them.   He helps her up and they talk of running as magical balls of fire chase after them.  They managed to outrun the flying women and take shelter in a half burnt shed. 


"I'm so sorry that I couldn't-" she starts to say.


"Don't worry about it, you tried and I appreciate that.  That is all that matters.  I actually started digging my own way out but I heard something rumbling next to me, now I assume it was you, so I stopped but blacked back out until you started digging again," Ghost said with tired breath.  


For the first time, Wax notices a large bump and dried blood on the dark skinned man's head and gives him a concern smile.  His short, curly black hair is covered in dust but otherwise he seems fine but it will be hard to fight with a concussion and he definitely won't be able to turn over. 


"How bad is it?" he asks.  


"The worst.  It looks like most everyone is dead.  What do you think we should do?" she asks while wiping away sweat that is forming upon her forehead.


Sweat.  The sun.  How have the Fallen managed to get around their allergies to sunlight?  Perhaps it was something to do with Crill and his mastery over the Dark Arts.  Her thoughts are quickly shattered when she hears an incoming attack from far off but getting closer by the second.


"We have to move, now!" she yells and the two take off running outside.  Within seconds of getting away, their shed is splintered into a thousand pieces in flames.   


Getting off the ground they take off running again but Ghost suddenly grabs her by the wrist and pulls around as he does a turn around, heading towards the woods.  


"The woods?  But-" she tries to say.


"I know what your thinking but the survivors are going to head to the same place. I know it offers little protection but we don't have a choice.  On our way we will save anyone that we can," Ghost says.  


It is a long shot but she knows he is right.  Although the woods have always been a dangerous place, there was one small section that was magically roped off by the Wiorich.  In this small section of trees there is a large but hidden hole in the ground that leads directly to the Wiorich Kingdom, an underground fortress secluded from everything. 


They see a few knights in a circle, backs to each other but surround my flames.  Up above them, witches are throwing magical fireballs at them to keep them within the hot death.  A huge Fallen with scars all over his bald head and a look on his face that could kill a bear instantly walks towards them, slowly and full of confidence.  Ghost tries to turn over, thinking he could get a crossbow and silently snipe the witches from the sky but his head still hurts too much to concentrate.  Instead he gets a running starts and comes at the big demon from an angle.  Just as he turns to face his new adversary, Ghost does a drop kick into the middle of his chest.  Ghost hits the ground hard but the big creature merely stumbles back.  Using the situation to his advantage, Ghost pushes past the pain and dives with arms outstretched.  Using his enemies heavy weight and suddenly stumble, Ghost manages to flip the demon on his back.  Before he can jump on him, the witches start firing at him.  Wax whistles and motions for one the Knights within the flame circle to throw her a weapon.  She gets thrown bow and quiver and goes to work.  She climbs a small tree and starts firing arrows at the witches.  One of them goes down into the circle and the knights quickly beat her to death.   Another one flies towards Ghost and the last one heads towards Wax's perch.  


She jumps out of the tree just as it explodes into a million splinters from the force of a magic bomb.  She barely has time to get off the ground and jump away as the witch throws another, this time in front of her.  This one hits pretty close and sends her flying onto tree splinters.  


Big mistake for the damn witch.


Wax grabs a handful of them and throws them at the witches eyes.  She is blinded and falls off her broom, which his grabbed by Wax and then impaled into the witch's heart.  She proceeds to pat down the Knight's flame prison with the broom while Ghost fights off his two enemies.  


The large demon swings a huge fist at Ghost, who dodges it.  The fist instead slams into the witch who rolls over on her broom.  Ghost grabs her by the hand, pulls her off, and swings her into the bigger demon.  He catches her, rips her in half and throws both pieces back at Ghost.  He was able to doge her upper body but not the lower and his hit.  Playing dead he lies under the torn body until the demon gets close enough.  He then pops out from underneath it, blade impaling the demon in the throat and then severing the ugly head. 


Ghost and Wax quickly explain to the other knights the plan and they start grabbing everyone they can and head towards the woods. One of them, Mimmi Morton, breaks off from the group and runs to the bell tower on the outside of the woods to sound the emergency alarm.  Everyone who hears it will know what to do and where to head.  


In the Communication Chamber of his castle, Crill stands on an large oval disk.  Around the disk lay embedded purple stones, about three inches apart from each other.   In the center of the oval disk is a smaller circle, raised from the floor slightly.  Upon the circle stands Crill, with arms directly in front of him.   He closes his eyes then opens them again with a dark orange glow.  Magic, similar to lighting streaking across a dark sky, shoots out of his eyes an goes into his palms.  From there, strands of magic decent from his fingertips into a few stones in front of him.   Once connected, he moves his hands outward from his body, sending the magic to all the other stones.  Like spider silk hanging off a building, magic strands protrude from the stones to points in his body.  His is now “connected” to the mind of the Fallen King, Darken who is communicating with him telepathically.  With Crill's magic the two can converse in the mind but actually see each other face to face without having to be there physically.  Only a little of their background location shows in each others view and Crill is thankful of that.  Sick as he is, very few things disturbed him more than being even remotely near the Fallen King.  He is glad he doesn't have to talk to him very often up close.


Darken appears in his mind, as if he is truly in front of him.  Behind him he can see the throne that he master demons its upon; it is made out of human bones and looks uncomfortable but to the fallen king nothing could be better.  Chain on either side of the throne are two human girls, one of which his missing pieces of flesh from her body and the other who no longer has eyes.  Crill swallows hard and tries to look away but the floor and walls of his chamber are just as disgusting; mold covered in equally moldy blood adorns every flat service and bits and pieces of brain and other smashed body parts litter the floor and splatter the walls.   


The King himself is even more terrifying.  He is humanoid form, rather than the giant demon he can turn into at will, but pieces of his “human” skin are gone and the blood red demon form as taken their place.  His fangs are so long that they stick out above and below his lips and are covered in blood, along with his face and hair.  He stands completely naked and even his penis his pieces of human meat on it. 


“I have Drago. How is the battle going?” Crill asks the Fallen king. 


“The kingdom is basically destroyed but the survivors are more resilient than I gave them credit for.  They have fled to the woods.”


“Then the kingdom isn't destroyed, Demon!” Crill shouts, veins from anger almost popping out of his head.  “As long as any of those damnable knights exist, there is always a kingdom!”



“Watch your words, human!” Darken screams back, his body contorting to change shape and size.  Within seconds, his form is even more repulsive as it it some hybrid of human and bat forms plus a little of us original.  “The woods are our domain, Crill.  Trust not into our failure, you have what you wanted anyway.  Leave us be!  The kingdom, in whatever form it still exists in is ours! Like you promised!” 


Crill “hangs up” on the conversation, content that the creatures will follow through.   His own plan for them is going to going to follow through...very soon. 

Chapter Five


The moment the attacked started on the kingdom, Claire forgot her important orders and jumped into defense mode, just like the rest of the knights.  Soon, though, it became evident to her that defense was pointless; the endless waves of The Fallen made the move from defense to survival so she immediately though of the peasants in the villages below.   The Knights that protect the villages should be of some help but she knows in her heart that they are already dead.  The only way to truly help them is to get them away from the violence and into the protection of the Wiorich.  Much like Castle Kardington, the peasants have a secret route to their safe haven but it is kept locked, in case any of them got the idea to overthrow their protectors.  The knights that are stationed with them at all times can unlock it but not if they were compromised or killed.  Judging by the screams she hears coming from the poor villages, they have been left to defend themselves.  Or die alone. 


Quickly, and while killing anything that moves with her short sword and crossbow, she singles out a vampire slaying night; she finds David Jones and he immediately joins her quest.  While running towards the carts that will get them to the village, David asks where Drago is.


“He ran into the castle soon as the attacked started and I haven't seen him leave,” she says, clearly worried.


“Weren't you supposed to go get him?” Rogers asks.


It is true though, she thinks.  She was given secret orders years ago that should the castle be attacked that she should get Drago out as soon as possible.  He might not act like it but he is still a prince and must carry on his family legacy.


“Yes....but Drago is a warrior.  He can take care of himself, at least until we save these people,” she says.


Rogers nods approval and the two reach a cart.   The battle is even more chaotic than ever and they noticed that everyone seems to be heading into the woods.


“Think they will make it?” Roger says.


“They have no chance but to do so,” is all she says before jumping into the cart.   In a morbid sort of way she is glad that are going into the woods.  It is extremely dangerous but it has focused the attention away from her mission to get to the peasants.  In the back of her mind, she hopes that Drago can find is way out of whatever tight spot he is surely in by now.  

Chapter Six


While Crill was running his mouth, Drago was looking around the room for an escape route.  Crill is too cocky for his own good; he probably left such a route open on purpose.   His peripheral vision catches a large window but it is very high up.  He can't see the area enough to make out exactly how to get up there but he is confident he can.  His reflexes, skills, and muscles have been honed in more battles than he can remember.  Barely 26, he has already seen more fighting than any seven knights together.  


He contemplates on trying to get out of the cage but then he remembers that Crill briefly mentioned a large bird was kept here.  Drago hasn't personally ever seen a bird that large but that doesn't mean it can't exist.  Crill obviously has a lot of money and his resources probably match that; if such a creature exists, he probably did find a way to get a hold of one.   A bird that large would of course be stronger than Drago, so he decides it would be pointless to try and bust his way out or tip over the cage.  He quickly comes to the conclusion that if he wants to escape he will have to play into Crill's plans for him.  It would be the easiest way out of the cage and he would probably have a good chance of getting away based upon what he knows of Crill's ego.  The man is so cocky and deranged that he would definitely give Drago a chance to get out just so he can prove there is no escape.  Besides, Drago seriously doubts Crill would use his lighting abilities inside his own castle.  The man clearly values material possessions more than most so catching everything on fire will not be in his best interest.    


Crisp and precise footsteps approach the young warrior prince and Drago gets ready.  His whole body goes rigid and tense as he readies his body to spring like a cheetah prey upon scorched plains.  


Crill chuckles and dismisses Drago's form with a wave of his hand.  


“You cannot escape.  Your only recourse is to hurdle perpetually towards your destiny.  The door to that destiny is me.  Earn your worth, you man!” he says.  The bars on the cage snap loose and all four walls fall onto the floor.  Crill motions for the battle to begin and Drago wastes no time.  His powerful legs act like a spring as he pushes himself straight up in the air.  He comes down quickly and does a mid air dive towards his captor.  Crill braces himself for the expected impact but still surprised by the young man's speed.  Drago, hoping to keep up the surprises, goes into a cartwheel soon as his hands hit the ground.  He pushes his body up and over, legs going down clockwise.  Seconds before the cartwheel finishes in final formation, Drago breaks in mid air and does a roundhouse kick at the back of Crill's head.  Crill's disbelief and the physically impossible moves Drago is pulling off makes him quickly fall to the ground to avoid the sudden kick.  Drago was counting on that.  His left leg comes out the kick and lands on the ground, his foot planting flat and firm on the cold marble floor.  Seconds later, his right foot lands besides the other one and he pushes his feet out from under himself.  He lands with his hands stretched behind him, palms open against the ground.  He legs go even with his elbows and he pushes his entire body toward.  Both his legs connect with Crill's back; he goes down hard with his face hitting the floor so hard blood splatters out everywhere from his nose. 


Crill, still in pure shock, can't get up quick enough and Drago smashes his fists on the preppy man's temple.  He doesn't go down like he should but his dazed look tells Drago his time is now.  It only pieced it together seconds before Crill let him out but he now knows Crill's secret.  He had called him a demon earlier but that was in reference only to his wicked ways.  However, Drago has discovered that Crill really is a demon.  He first had his suspicions when he noticed there were no mirrors anywhere that he could see.  That is quite odd considering that Crill takes obvious pride in the way he looks.   Mirrors, in some way or another, always reveal a person for what they really are if that person has something magical to hide.  Crill's pride would make him ashamed of his true demonic appearance so there wouldn't be a need for one.    Throw  in the fact  that he is working with the Fallen so closely, then he must have some kind of ties to the underworld.  However, what really tipped him off was the crystal ball.  Crill would never look into it if it showed his reflection so it must be a WayGate instead.  They are similar in appearance to a standard crystal ball but they don't show anything except locations of the user's choosing or the future.


And they only work when someone of demon blood touches them.  They also are very explosive when broken correctly.  He couldn't “feel” his swords while in the cage but when he got out his connection to them was suddenly remade.  He hadn't even realized he was going to go for the WayGate until he knew his swords were coming back to him but making up his plan as he goes along is paying off by keeping Crill on his toes.  As much as one can do that anyway, Drago thinks, because that kick to his head should have put him down for some time, demon or not.  


Crill gets back up, a mad look on his face.  He sorely misjudged Drago's ability.  The battle on the mountain was an entirely different situation, he realizes.  It was only moments after the death of his parents; his sadness and rage were suddenly, outpouring, and unfocused.  He has had time to think and to rest since then.  He still feeling the pain without a doubt but now he is focused and intent to his revenge.   Drago turns around a split second before he grabs the WayGate.   Doubt enters his mind when he sees a Crill beaming like a child.  He shakes it off and decides to stick with his plan.  He grabs the magical sphere and magical fire lets loose through his body.  Images of his past, of pain, desperation, and regret fill his mind.  In his haste he throws the ball up and mentally calls for his sword.   Reasons why a WayGate would turn on when he touches it, a mere human, flood his brain but he turns them off.  Now that the thing is in the air, he must come up with a new plan before it shatters harmlessly on the ground.  He calls one sword to thrust right into the center of the sphere while the other finds itself in his right hand.  His makes them glow green with that familiar energy and the sphere explodes just as Drago swipes a wide net of that energy between him and Crill, using his hand to move the sword in front of him like a hand held fan.  The wall of energy keeps it away from Drago but contains it by Crill. The explosion is more powerful than he guessed, however.  Crill screams and his lost in the flames and smoke of what Drago hopes is his death.  Drago himself is thrown violently backwards.  He crashes into the table that the WayGate rested on, cutting one of his forearms deep enough to require many stitches.  Some of his ribs are broken and his thrown against the wall hard.  He gasps for breath and barely gets out of the way when pieces of the ceiling start falling in around them.  Pain enters his body and festers inside; it won't leave until he feels it and he cannot feel it.  Drago isn't a stranger to pain and now he knows extreme shock all to well too.  The WayGate turned on when he touched it!  Why would it do that, he thinks?  His mind is panicking so far that his brain forgets to tell his body to breath.  He suddenly remembers and lets gasps for air so hard he almost chokes.  


Crill is getting up now; Drago can hear him scuffling across the floor towards him.  The smoke hasn't cleared yet but he can clearly make out the white hot lines of electricity cursing through his foe's body.  After the explosion that almost killed them both, there isn't any need for Crill to hold back.  Or is there?  Didn't he want him alive for whatever reason?  Did he say the reason?  Drago shakes his head as if to clear the cobwebs out.  He is unable to think about his safety or the upcoming fight, his body is too numb to even react to the oncoming presence of the man who murdered his family before his eyes. 


The WayGate just opened for him.  The WayGate is a dark magic tool that can only be used by demons or a select few humans who have reached a great deal of power.  Drago isn't a mage by any means.  And he isn't a demon either.


He did live with the Fallen for seven years though.  He has to get out of here, he has to clear is head.  He is of no use to his friends like this.  He can't help his kingdom like this.  These are the things Drago tells himself as he tries to get up.  He knows he is being selfish, thinking only of himself.  Does it really matter if the Fallen somehow infected them?  The only thing that matters is getting out of Crill's clutches and find the Stone.  Drago, however, can't find the will to do so.  His pain, his hunger for finding a salvation that can never come, is too great.  He can't live himself he is a part of them.  No, he was a part of them already...this is worse.  If he has their blood in him then he is one of them even if is just a little it is too much.  The smoke is starting to clear and Drago notices bodies entering the room from behind a hidden wall just as he hears many voices talking at once. 


“My Lord Crill, what is happening?” the man says.  He is dressed in black armor from head to toe, except he isn't wearing a helmet.


“Idiot!' Drago yells through the smoke.  The man turns in time to see a knife fly through the middle of his forehead.  He falls dead before he even hits the ground. Another dark knight, perhaps the second in command but now first screams for the others to kill the intruder but Crill denounces that order.


“I need him...alive..” he says weakly.  He is bleeding from many wounds and it is clear that building up his electrical charge is taking a lot out of him.  Drago decides to use his own wounds to further the advantage.  He pushes the sickening though of the possibility of Fallen blood running through his veins aside and charges forth with renewed confidence.  His left side contains his broken ribs and is in no condition to to raise a sword much less fight with one.  Still, he switches his sword to his bad side and clutches his good ribs to fool the arrogant man.   Just as he suspected, Crill positions himself to attack Drago from what he thinks is his bad side.  Quickly, Drago reveals the truth and, immediately after switching back to his good hand, stabs Crill in the stomach with a sword.  He goes down and the knights are too angry to do nothing.  One of them dives towards Drago, grabbing his leg.  With a  quick twist, Drago turns and severs off the hand.  The man jumps up screaming and looses his head next.  Two more dark knights fire their bows but easily dodges them.  He throws his final knife at one of the arches, hitting his target dead on in the heart.  He goes down and the other archer catches him as he falls.  Drago doubles back and knees that knight in the nose so hard a bone pops up into his brain, killing him instantly.  Two more knights approach Drago, swords in hand.  Drago uses his last bit of energy to call his swords to his hand.  Foolish to try and fight with broken ribs but he doesn't have a chance, he tells himself.  These last two knights tall and very large.  They are so muscular their armor is divided into separate plates to allow room for their bodies.  Drago is sure he is faster than them but in his weakened state all either of them need is one good hit and he goes down.  The three go into a stalemate, neither side moving.  They look at Crill to tries to stand up but falls while spitting up blood.


“Get me to our healer, fools,” he says.


They stare dumbfounded and stammer out something about not wanting Drago to escape.


“I need him alive!  Protect me and get me away from here,” he yells, the end of his words drowned out by the gurgling sound of blood mixing with saliva in the back of his throat.  


The two large man, very apprehensive slowly walk over to their master and shoulder him up.  As they bring Crill by, he looks at Drago and smiles.  The blood on his pearl white teeth creates a sickening visage and Drago has to wonder if he truly is mad.  


“You're finished.  After you get out of the castle, where will you go?  The perimeter is surrounded by my knights.  The woods belong to the Fallen and the skies are watched over by the witches and dragons.   On top of that you are injured.  Yes, I will be seeing you again very, very soon.”

Chapter Seven


Drago raced through the castle, afraid that Crill might still come after him.  He felt ashamed for running from a fight.  However, when he finally found a window low enough for his very injured body to climb out of, relief and a renewed sense of hope overcame the grief.  Now, standing at the outside wall of the castle, that hope is gone. 


High up into the sky, he can see many dragons circling the castle.  They are obviously sentries and guards for Crill but will they come after him?  They are Vizeks, Drago says to himself.  This particular species of Dragon are small but very fast and with incredible vision.  They can eviscerate a person within seconds and outrun almost anything else.  Because of their small size, they can climb easily and fast.  In short, they are the perfect hunters.  However, their skin is very soft and they can only shoot flames for a few seconds at a time.  If he was in full health, Drago would have no problems taking them down.  In his current condition, their speed would kill him before he could even draw his sword.  In a way, Drago considers himself lucky that he does have injuries.  If he wasn't, the adrenaline in his body would push him to run through the woods and kill everything in site.  The dragons would surely see him and he would be dead in a matter of minutes, if not sooner.  With his injuries, he is forced to take it slow.  He keeps to the walls as close as he can, his body flat against the cold stone.   The dragons will be less likely to see him there as they are going to be watching the main entrance. 


With the exception of the window that he used to crawl out of on the backside, the front moat area appears to be the only way in or out.  The castle isn't very large but it does sit on stop of a clear field that leads out to the forest directly ahead.  From there, the thick woods spreads out far as the eye can see.  Drago isn't sure if these woods are the same ones that surround his own kingdom, one that is now lost.  Drago is worried about his friend but he knows they are all probably dead.  He was the best fighter among the knight and he was defeated.  He got lucky but the others are probably food for the Fallen.  Perhaps the Wiorich came to their aid though.  


Figuring he is dead no matter what, Drago decides to venture into the woods and keep going until the Fallen kill him or he actually manages to find some help.  Crill mentioned Witches in the skies and his own knights around the perimeter but he didn't see anything around the castle except the Dragons.  The woods must be a part of the perimeter then, he thinks.  Satisfied with this assessment, he ventures into the edge of the woods and slowly walks in.  He stops for a couple minutes, honing in his keen ears to hear anything around.  The stupid Witches are notoriously loud  and the heavy black armor Crill's knights wear would definitely that as they walk around through the dense foliage.  The silence sets in quickly and pulls Drago's brain to focus on his injuries while he moves.   He winces in pain as he has to dunk under some low branches,  his broken ribs hurting extremely bad.  It isn't a fatal injury but its going to keep him from being able to dodge and jump around.  His arm needs stitching bad and he is losing a lot of blood the more he moves it.  Basically, as of right now, it is completely useless.  


Suddenly, he hears the high pitched cackling of the witches and he immediately goes under for cover.  Despite their proficiency in magic, the witches are still only human with average eyesight.  High up top on their brooms, their eye shit will be even worse, especially if they are moving at their usual top speed.  Fortunately, Drago's clothes are as green as the forest so he thinks cover would be pretty good.  Of course, by now, Crill has the word out about him so even with his good camouflage he needs to keep a good pace.    He also needs to try and stay on the other edge of the forest just in case the Fallen are very numerous.  The deeper he goes then the chances of them finding him are greater and he could end up getting lost.


Laying flat on his back with some leaves covering him, Drago can see multiple witches flying overhead.  The forest is too thick here to for them to attack should they see him so they must be here only as watchers; they will be the ones to find Drago and single Crill's men to come after him.  He does have on advantage if that happens—Crill needs him alive.  Sticking low to the ground he starts crawling as fast as his hurt body will let him.  His arm continues to bleed and his adrenaline is going away.   If he doesn't stop the bleeding soon he could pass out.  At the very least, his blood trail will make him too easy to follow.  He decides to look around for monoga plants because its healing properties will stop the bleeding long enough for him to get it sewed up properly.  Unfortunately, they grow only around water, which could be anywhere in these deep woods.  He crawls for a few minutes at a time, stopping when he has to wipe the sweat from his eyes.  He's hoping it is just the heat and not a fever from some sort of infection on his arm.  It still looks clean but you can't always tell by that alone.  


His ribs killing him, it takes him a long time to crawl over the terrain.  Fifteen minutes pass and he notices small bogots hoping about on the ground.  The amphibious creatures look like small fish but have power legs that allow them to jump.  With their sighting, there must be water Drago tells himself.  

 Chapter Eight


Using massive amounts of magic, the people of the Wiorich spent a thousand years building the underground city aptly called Cavern.  Their magic busted under the ground and carve out a million tunnels.  From there, a thousand different Wiorich mages descent down into the darkness like one massive army and flattened the Cavern's trails, smoothed out the road for travel.  The ceiling was magically carved in, creating more places for ventilation and letting loose the feel of claustrophobia.  Mesa and other rises were created in strategic spots to allow for many smaller cities inside.  After all this was finished, millions of pounds of \  


Deep underground, the Head Clan leader of the Wiorich, Dominus Palus, sits in the High Throne with a very decisive look on his face.  He has literally sat upon his throne for many hours, alone and contemplating the very future of his people.  The Kingdom of Dryefuss has fallen but the war is just beginning.  No one could have guessed that The Fallen, of all creatures, would ever ally with a man or that a man would ally with demons beyond his understanding.  If they had known about it, the Wiorich would have certainly helped out their noble neighbors.  The attack came too fast and now there is the only two choices about what to do next: help the surviving Knights or remain in hiding.    It is a choice that weighs heavily upon him but unfortunately other clan leaders have decided to take up political arms against him and that is affecting his judgment.  Now he sits upon his throne, a chair that looks down upon the others in their chairs below in a medium sized pulpit.  He realizes that this position will now make him seem more the tyrant that he really  is.  If he makes it out of this still Head Clan Leader, he will be sure to move the chair to everyone's level.


His strongest opponent, Darfur Angle, has wanted his throne for years.  Despite that fact, he seems to have gained a large following, so much that they all won't have a seat in the pulpit.  Angle himself is always an honest person.  He means well but only when it is an advantage to him.   He probably doesn't really care about the Kingdom's survivors but if he can use the situation to take over the Wiorich then he will care very deeply.   It seems, however, that Wiorich population doesn't care about his real loyalties; he is the means to an end that will, hopefully, help out the kingdom.  


“Quiet, please!' shouts Palus.  After slamming his gavel down a little too hard, the crowd, after a few minutes still, manages to quiet themselves.  “Thank you.  I'm going to jump right into business and give Angle the floor.”


Murmurs run through the crowd and all heads turn towards Angle.  After shaking off a moment's confusion he finally speaks but very apprehensively.


“I'm...afraid I don't understand, Sire.  There...is to be no trail?”  he asks.  He was hoping there would be one.  He planned exactly what to say, what words and phrases to use that would make him be the patriot and give him the throne by the time all this is over.  With no trail, he has lost a lot of his upper hand.


“If the Council allows it, then no I do not wish to have a trial.  People are dying outside and my decision is a hard one.  A trial would just further complicate things.  Let us discuss this personally and openly.  The Council will decide all,” he says with a nod towards those surrounding his opponent.  He immediately quite a few brightened and optimistic faces.  Without showing, he also feels brightened and optimistic. In the Wiorich society, the Council is the population, excluding those who are Clan Leaders.  Even the jury in their trails are picked by the Council.  So by forgoing a trail, he is essentially giving full power to the Council.  Angle and Palus will both state their cases and the outcome will be decided by their own people.  The process has been simplified the whatever decision will be made will be made by the people  This ensures that Angle will not be getting his throne and that Palus can live soundly with either decision.   


“Council, shall you hold up hands on your decision?” he asks.  


Every hand available is raised up and dozens of people break off from the crowd to go tally the votes from the rest of the population.   Although nothing is obviously official just yet, it clear that there will be no trail.  Angle's face goes from worried to pure doom. 


Not everyone was keen on the idea of not having a trail but that was to be expected.  Most of those opposing were probably those Angle's side..or payroll.  However, none of it matters because the majority won. 


Now Angle and  Palus are squaring off with a large bulk of the population around them.  They are sitting at opposite ends of a large stone table.  All the other Clan Leaders are standing up around them, as sort of a barrier between them at the crowd.  More “runners” are on standby ready to get another vote on the last outcome that will ever matter.    There are no formalities in this discussion and each man make speak freely.  The only rule is no violence but heated arguments, even to the point of tantrums, are allowed but slander is not; no accusations may be made.  


Angle, in typical operation, starts first and headstrong.


“Why have we always been there for the kingdom but suddenly now abandoning its people?”  he says through gritted teeth.


Already enraged, something he told himself he would not do, Palus shouts back with quick venom.  “That is slander, Angle.  Mind your words before you accuse me of something I have no done!”


“I was not accusing you of anything, I was simply stating a fact.  And that fact is that although you haven't decided not too help them, the order to help them has not been issued.  You should listen to your people, they want to help the Kingdom.”


Bastard,  Palus thinks to himself. He said that extremely calm.  Almost too calm for him.  He made himself appear to calm and me the opposite to upset the balance, to pull the council to his side.  It is time I finish this.


Getting up from the table, he walks directly up to Angle's face and shouts so loud that he wouldn't be surprised if he gave him some short term hearing loss.  “I am Head Clan Leader of my people, the Wiorich.  I am their king, I am your King.  Do not presume to that I am not listening to what my people want!  I am trying to save them, to protect our future as people.”


The council is in shock and awe.  Despite his often rough ways and exterior, Palus rarely yells at anyone, despite how mad he might be at the time.  At this moment, not even Angle is going to say anything.  He might crave the throne too much but he does love his people.  They are the very reason he wants the throne. 


Suddenly, a messenger pushes his way through the crowd.  In his rush and excitement he announces that Dizzy and her Ninjites have engaged the Fallen in the woods.  All eyes focus back on their King.  He looks more angry than worried.


Angle looks to him and says, “Looks like your daughter has made the decision for you.”

Chapter Nine


Dizzy Palus has always been a headstrong women almost to the point where she seems arrogant and bullish to many people, especially the peaceful Wiorich.  They might be right but she doesn't care.  Her father always told her to follow her heart so soon as she became of age, she did just that.  At first everyone scoffed at her, even her own father didn't like the idea at first, but she has never regretted joining the Ninjites.   Although not a fat woman by any means, her muscles make almost any other woman she encounters shrink even further.  She often jokes that her muscles are larger than most of the men around her too but it wouldn't be too far of a joke.  Despite her bulk, she manages to keep a feminine appearance with her round butt, large breasts, and a fair face that doesn't quite go with her body.  Despite her confidence on the battlefield she often wonders what life would have been like for her had she not joined the Ninjites.   Every time she buries her large battle ax into an enemy's skull, she decides she doesn't care.  


“Keep fighting, men!  We have to find the prince!” she says.  


“And avoid being burned to death or suffocating,” Wallach Dunston says.  “Look out!” 


Dizzy immediately dunks and she feels the rush of air over head as Dunston's own ax swoops through the air and lands in the neck of a Fallen.  Not yet dead, it still advance but Dizzy grabs the ax out and swings again, severing the head.  She throws the ax back to her friend, her second in command.


“Stop complaining.  We are almost out of  the fire.  If my sources were correct then Drago is far away from it.  Don't forget how large these woods are, Dunston.” she says, snapping at him so bad that he feels as if she threw the ax at him. Such is the personality of a warrior woman, he thinks.    


All around them the fire blazes.  It isn't close enough to be any danger to them yet but all of her men are concerned by its presence.    


“Do you think your source is still alive?   I figured he would be here helping us get to Drago,” Dunston says.


“He isn't a fighter.  He is a guy that owed me a favor and I called him out on it.  He is not a liar though.  If he says Drago is at Crill's castle then he is there,” she says.   


With the fire growing, the Ninjites have killed all the Fallen that they had initially engaged.  She whistles to her men to fall in line but keep on the ready for any more resistance.  They will march towards the castle now. 


The man fall in behind her single file but, as usual, Dunston walks beside his leader.  “Is that what you are always doing?  Making sure you have favors?”


He is, of course, referring to the fact that she is almost always away from her homeland under ground, instead of being with her people or training with her team.   He really can't say he blames her though and he also really would not say it out loud.  


Dizzy Palus is an enigma among the Ninjites and the Wiorich.  She is actually a human that was abandoned to the Wallach as a baby.  No one knew where she came from but Dominus was himself an orphan she took her in.  Very surprisingly she adapted to magic and in some areas was even more powerful than a real Wiorich.   Even more surprising, she also developed a heightened sense of combat awareness.   Because of this she longed to join the Ninjites.  It took her years to prove her worth to them.  They didn't want her because she wasn't of their blood and her father didn't want her to join such a dangerous life.  In the end, blood didn't matter when her fighting prowess and her magic proved her worth for her.   Her father had little choice but to allow the independent girl to what she really wanted.  Now, she is the leader of them and on a rescue mission to find Prince Drago.  


“I do a lot of things at night.  It is of no concern to you.  Please, let us pay attention to our surroundings.  As we get away from the fire we will be encountering more fallen.”


When the giant bird landed on him, it was pure look that his body was in between its huge toes and not under it's huge foot.  Still, now that he is running as fast he can from the creature, he realizes that his luck is about to run out.  Giganbirdi are huge, flightless birds that stalk the deepest parts of the woods.  They are extremely aggressive, often times attacking any creature within site.  They are also known to eat even when they are not hungry.  Instead of killing the person, they swallow them hole where they are stored inside their stomach.  They are slowly digested as the bird gains an appetite again.  As deaths go, it isn't the greatest.  While scouting for Dragons, Drago has found regurgitated remains of their victims; the gooey mush of mixed up broken bones and blood could hardly be called human remains.  Drago has no intentions of meeting that fate so he falls, playing dead.  Giganbirdi do not like to eat dead food and their small brains lend them to be easily fooled, providing they aren't too hungry to poke and prod around for too long.  Keeping his good arm at the ready to grab a sword, he falls face down onto the ground and doesn't move an inch.


He can feel the hot breath of bird against his neck as it tries to make sure it's prey is really dead.  It lightly pokes Drago's back with his break, releasing the warm blood.  The bird begins licking the blood away.  Afraid it might start to enjoy it too much, Drago quickly lashes out.  With one full swing of his good arm, he severs the beak off and then brings his swords down, cutting off the legs.  It will die but it will take a few hours.  They tend to resort to cannibalism so if anymore are following, they should eat their friend before coming after Drago.  The young prince stops and rests on a large rock for a moment to weigh in his options.  If more than one of these birds had come after him, he would be dead.  Crill wants him alive but those beasts don't care.  


If the witches come after him again, he might be able to use the thick trees and undergrowth to hide and defend himself.  The fast moving Witches cannot fly through woods very well.    Obviously, if Dragons or the Fallen find him he will be captured.    He simply can't think of a scenario that would keep him alive long enough to kill Crill or keep him from being captured. 


He briefly thinks about getting captured on purpose but if he gets put back into a cage again, he probably won't be able to get out this time.  


If he goes to the Pitt to find help with the Wiorich, like his friends surely have by now, then he will just get closer to the fire.  In his condition, is likely not to make it through.  Walking away gets him away from that danger but deeper into the woods where The Fallen are sure to be.  He could make a stand here but then all his enemies would just converge on him.  He would be surrounded and dead or captured within seconds.  Up above the forest canopy, he sees a witch fly through the air, just barely over the tree tops.  They will find me soon, he thinks.  Perhaps I should do the unexpected and just go to them.  Or bring them too me. 


He travels a couple more miles until he finds an area of the forest that isn't quite as dense as the rest.  The witch should be able to come in and land without any problems.  This is a daring plan and it hinges on the hope that nothing else in these woods hears him or gets to him before the witch does.     


Laying down as if his leg is broken, he clutches and pretends he is in a lot pain; hidden underneath the “hurt” leg is his sword. 


“Help, someone help me!” he screams out loud.  He knows it sounds corny and most people would realize the trap but the witches are not warriors.  They are simply magic users who seem content on random violence and pain.  This particular witch won't suspect anything until it is too late.   


After find him, the witch lands her broom and walks cautiously to the young warrior prince.  At first Drago thinks she might actually sense a trap so he changes his story; maybe it will scare her and she will quickly grab him to escape.


“Keep your distance, witch,” Drago says through fake pain.  “Not long the attack on my Kingdom, knights went after me.  They are not too far by now and surely have heard my screams.  They will kill you upon sight, creature.”


She hesitates, looking around for any signs of his man's truth.  In her paranoia, the natural rustling in a forest give her away to fear and she tries to grab Drago, who springs into action.  He knows a lot about witches, knows that they have a low pain tolerance and have trouble focusing certain magic energies when it an extreme amount.  When she bends down to scoop him up, Drago lashes out with a knee to her chin.  Her head cocks back and when it returns as sword point is threatening to cut it.  He quickly spins her around and stabs her in the lung, just enough to make her more open to suggestion.  For now, he needs her alive.  


 “Get on your broom.  You will fly us under the radar and back Crill's castle.  If you do, I will let you live,” he says sternly while putting on pressure on lung.  She screams in pain and in between spitting up blood, is cussing him in her ancient language.  “I need you to let me another way, a secret way if one exists.”


It was a surprise attack, the Fallen leaping out from under the ground.   The first one one that popped had its head lobbed off by the swift swing of Dizzy's arm.  Dunston commanded his men to bring them around in a tight circle as they continued to come from the ground.  Eventually they surrounded them and hacked them two pieces but more came out of the trees.  Just as they were about to be overrun and probably killed, a witch flies by high above on her boom.   


“We have witches! Men fire your arrows upon sight!” Dunston cries.


“No, fucking idiots do not do that!” Dizzy counter orders.  Dunston often forgets his place and she would punch in the face for it if she had the time.  “Did you not see?  There was someone else on that broom!”


Never mind the fact that she was flying without any companions, something a witch would never do, she thinks but doesn't say out loud.   It was a saving grace at any rate because the after seeing her the Fallen take off after her and the rider.  Seizing the opportunity, and perhaps a way to erase the mistake he just made concerning the arrows, he orders all the Ninjites to attack the fleeing Fallen.  They are destroyed, too caught up in their worry about the witch's mysterious rider to have a real chance to defend themselves.  While the massacre happens, Dizzy takes off running ahead, intend on finding out what is going on.  


She can't see that high up to realize what is going on atop the broom but she can see well enough to know it's Drago and he is heading towards the castle.  Thinking he is in trouble, she throws her ax and puts some magic behind it to thrust it farther.  It splits the broom in half and its two riders crash into the forest floor below.  She slays the witch and helps up Drago.


“Looks like you did need rescuing!” she says with a smile.


“What in the twelve levels of Pitt is wrong with you, woman?” Drago shouts, knocking back the hand she offered him to get off his feet.


“Excuse me?” she says, scowling.  “I just saved you from being taken back to that castle, Drago.  What is wrong with you?”


“You didn't save me, you might have just killed us all, Dizzy,” Drago exclaims while studying the wall before him seeing if he can get in.


Dizzy and Drago met one night a few weeks after his return from the Fallen.  Ever since then, Drago has been teaching her how to fight more because she didn't like the fact that the Ninjites tend to rely more on magic than physical prowess.  Her team is the exception but that is because of Drago.  She never told her team that is where she gets her training from though since outsiders, even those from the Kingdom, are not always trusted.  


“You know, usually I put up with your shitty attitude, mostly because I never knew you before you supposedly changed,” she begins, with Drago continuing to ignore her.  “However, that doesn't mean you get to talk down to me, especially after I risked my life to save you.   None of the other Ninjites or Wiorich would do so.”


Suddenly, Drago stops and just stares at Dizzy.  For a moment, neither of them move until Dizzy gasps.


“You...didn't know?” Dizzy asks, trying to hold back tears.  She puts on a tough act, and rightfully so, but she does have a sensitive side.  It was the main reason her father didn't want her to become a Ninjite warrior.  


“Please, tell me you are not saying your people didn't come to my kingdom's aid?” Drago says, holding back rage.


Bowing her head to both show respect and hide her tears she quietly whispers, “I'm so sorry, Drago.”


Drago screams and punches the outside wall, breaking his hand immediately but also calling attention to the dragons still circling the compound.  Dizzy pulls him out of the way of a fireball launched by a huge dragon.  It leaves a big hole in the castle; Drago wants to go in but now he realizes his kingdom needs him more than ever.  Unfortunately, he shot by several arrows in the side of his ribs and he falls.  Before Dizzy can save him she is attacked by witches, just as her team reaches her.  They survive but are forced to retreat with so many enemies coming at them.  Drago is once again in the clutches of Crill.

Chapter Ten


“I was afraid we might have killed you with too much tranquil,” Crill says.  “I've repaired the damage you did earlier but that was one of my favorite rooms so I've moved you in here.  I'm not taking any chances this time.”


Drago wants to look around the room but he can't.  He is changed to the wall, arms and legs spread out as far as they will go; his neck is also chained.  There isn't anyway out of here, thinks Drago.  Maybe Dizzy was right....she was.  I am a fool to come back here for that Stone, important as it is.  


“Me neither,” says a mysterious shadowy figure.   It emerges and Drago gasps out loud.


Looking at him, Darken says, “I figured you would be surprised.”


Drago's blood goes cold as ice when he looks at his eyes.  Underneath the cold burns a heat so bright it would make even the flames of Pitt seem tame.  


“You took my life way from me, you bastard!” he yells.


With uncanny speed, Darken moves up in front of him and holds him hard by the mouth with his hand.  His eyes go completely black, devoid of all life and his tongue hangs out, dripping blood and other fluids that Drago doesn't recognize and is glad he doesn't.  His breath smells like rotten flesh that has been set on fire.  


“I gave you life, Drago.  I took you away from being a boring nobleman and made you into the warrior you are today!”


“I was a warrior before my capture, demon spawn.  I am a man now.  Let me down and I shall show you,” Drago says.


Interrupting, them Crill pushes Darken away from Drago.


“Touch me again, Crill and you shall join Drago on the wall.”


“What are you doing here, Darken?”


“I travel in darkness and shadow, human.  If a shadow is here then I am here.  I did not intrude.”


“But you are leaving.”


“Drago is mine!” he snarls.


Quickly losing patience Crill says, “Our deal was you would have the Kingdom.  It is yours.  Go.”


“No.  I just wanted the kingdom out of the way.  What I wanted was its occupants, mainly Drago.”


“And you can have him.  After I finish with him.”


“You tried that and failed. Let me make him a slave again then he will do what you want,” Darken says.


“You must think I'm stupid.  That you can take advantage of me? Leave or I will make you leave”


“You think you can do that, human?”


“I am not completely human, you know this.”


“Still too human for me, meat sack.”


Crill sighs and snaps his fingers.  “Portias, I think the time has come sooner rather than later.”


Portias appears out of a hidden trap door on the floor, holding the stone of Grimloche.  Drago's eyes lock upon it and he struggles to get free of his chains.  He knows he cannot but it is frustrating to be so close yet so far away from the object he came here for.  


“What is this?”  Darken demands.


“Long ago, when I was first making plans for this moment, I figured out how to send The Fallen back to hole in The Pitt.  Goodbye, demon.”

Chapter Eleven

 
The battle was fierce, quick, and very bloody.  More than half of the Knights were decimated in a matter of a couple hours.  The rest, lead by Hectic, fled to the woods.  They were lit on fire and they continued on to the Wiorich's hideout.  Hectic, who has never trusted anyone who hides from others, is greatly concerned that they have received no help from either the wiorich or the ninjites.


Hectic, Claire, Ghost are in the front running as hard as they can.  A few dozen nights are behind them doing their best to keep up while constantly looking out or danger.  The Wiorich put up some sort up organic wards that would allow everyone to keep breathing during the fire and protect them from the flames. However, they are to only last but awhile.  They must get out before the wards give away.  The Fallen, while not impervious to fire, can stand it for awhile and unless they are totally immolated, a Fallen on fire can still fight decently.


“Tree!  Watch out for the tree!” yells Hectic soon as he hears the tell tale creaking sounds.  The fire weakened trees are falling but this one doesn't seen right.  Sure enough as it slams down on the ground, killing a few Knights along with it, a small army of the Fallen appear behind it and start attacking.  Within seconds the burning forest is a battleground as each race fights for survival.  No quarter is given and blood stains the trees even as they burn.  Fallen are killed, turned to dust while Knights lose their limbs and even their heads.    


Eventually, they meet up with Dizzy and her Ninjites.  Combined they were able to fight off their enemies and retreat back to the Wiorich's cavern home.  


Angle walks out of the cave first with a cadre of people behind them.  The little rat just had to be the first one out, to beat Palus out there because he thinks it somehow proves he is worthy.  Hectat knows this and has never liked him anyway so when he sees him come out with a warm greeting all he gets is a punch in the face that sends the man crashing to the ground in a tumble of limbs.  The other wiorich stop in their tracks, totally surprise and shocking running through the crowd like wildfire.  They might be great in the use of magic but they are, as a whole, not a people prone to violence.  Still, the other knights are on guard in case any of them try to pull something.  Or if the Ninjites decide to make an appearance.  


“Shut the hell up.  I want to talk to your king,” he said sternly then screams it again.


“What is your problem, Sir Knight?  I have been trying to get you some help the last few hours,” he says, wiping blood from the corner of his mouth.


“You didn't try hard enough,” Hectat says and puts his sword to the Wiorich's throat.  “I'm sure it was out of your own selfish reasons anyway.  Take me to Palus or swear by whatever god you worship that I will cut your fucking head off right here and right now.”


The crowd may be in utter shock and shambles but none of the knights are.  Hectact is a straight laced, honest man but he will stop at nothing to save his people.  Angle takes him to Palus, all the nights behind them and the crowd of Wiorich further back, keeping their distance.  They find Palus sitting upon his throne, looking down upon them.   Several Ninjites guards are standing on either side, weapons drawn.  Clearly, he was expecting them. 


“Get down from there, old man.  You don't get to set above me and talk down at me.  I am not one your subordinates, Wiocrich,” Hectat says with his swords drawn.  The Ninjites don't scare him.  They are great warriors to be sure but he is greater.  As for their magic, Hectat has devoted his entire life to personal safe guards against it.  If need be, he will engage them and won't back down in the fight.  


The whole time this is happening, several Knights have spears all over Dizzy's body.  They know her fierce reputation and won't allow her to come to her father's aid. 


“I am up here to protect my own well being, Knight,” is all Palus says waiting on Hectat to decide his next course of action  


“Then you know you have done something wrong?” 


“We are not supposed to be enemies, Sir Hectat.”


“But, in this moment, we are because you have done something wrong.  Stop dodging the question or you'll have to dodge my sword.”


“Do you  not see the Ninjites here?”


“Fuck the Ninjites.  Do you not see the surviving knights?  They have spent the last day going through hell itself, cutting their way through demons.  I'm sure they have more than enough prowess to take down enough of you to matter.”


“Ah,” Palus says, clear now that his knight won't rest until this is resolved in any way possible. “So you would do whatever you need to do to protect your people?”


“And you wouldn't, Wiorich?”


“I did. That is why you are here.”


“No, that is not why.  I failed my people, Palus.  I failed to protect them.  I am here because you didn't hold up your end of the bargain.  I thought the Wiorich and Ninjites were to help us in the even of an attack?”


“As I said, I protected my people.  Given the nature of the attack, I thought it best that we, as a people, should talk about the best course of action.  And my daughter did come.”  


“The best course of action?  There is only one action!  Fight!” the Knight leader yells.  “And your fucking daughter only came because of her own accord. She has more honor than you.”  He throws his sword right int front of Palus' crotch.  The four Ninjites rush towards him but the other knights fire arrows at them.  No killing blows were made, on purpose, but they are out of the fight for the moment. 


Why didn't you help us?” asks Hectat.  “While we were out there dying, why didn't you fucking help us?”


We didn't know what was going on until too late, as several of our Wiorich sources were killed moments after the battle begin.  Obviously they were taken out first for a reason.   Had we known, we would have been there immediately.  But with the damage so widespread and the kingdom in ruins, I didn't see the point of risking my people's safety over to save something that cannot be saved.   My people are few, if the Fallen takes down even half of them then we probably won't survive at all.”


“Spineless,” is all Hectat says.  He motions for his knights to begin the take over.  


“What is going on here?” asks Palus while Knights begin disarming the Ninjites and pulling him off his thrown.


“You can do this, Sir Hectat.  Please, I implore you.”


He turns to her and says, “I understand he is your father but I also understand you know I'm in the right. I can see it in your eyes, in the actions out in the forest today.”  He then turns back to her father and says, “You have no complete lack of faith in are agreement.  Should I remind you that, despite your now peaceful ways, your people once almost destroyed life itself?  If it wasn't for King Dante, who is dead now by the way, then you would not have had a home.  You would be dead by now, surely picked off by the Fallen or whatever else resides on those  damnable woods. You owed us.  Since you didn't deliver, we are taking.  This city is now ours.  You are to go to prison for treason until this is all over.”


There is an uproar through the huge cavern but the many wizards in Hectat's arsenal are able to handle things from getting out of hand.  


Hectat sees Palus being taken away to chambers and he wonders to himself if he has crossed a line that he cannot turn back from.  He now realizes how Drago feels.  He prays to himself that the young prince, King now, is alive. 


The attack came swift and hard.  With Palus in jail for the time being, the Wiorich population quickly agreed to help.  Hectic was warned it was probably out of fear but he didn't care as it was just a means to an end.   Gathering in large groups, the Wiorich sent out wave after wave of destructive energy that bombarded the walls of Crill's castle. When Crill's army came out it was a bloody mess for them.  The bulk of them were crushed by falling walls and another large section were attacked by the Ninjites, who Hectat suspected wanted to help the whole time.   The few remaining Wiorich set up explosive wards on the outside of the woods so as the Fallen came rushing out most of them were disintegrated into nothing.  Those that made it past were cut down by knights waiting patiently for them.          


Hectic, fighting side by side Dizzy says, “Do you know why Crill would want Drago?”


“My spy told me it had something to do with the stone of grimloche,” she says while stabbing a Fallen in the face.


“I”m going in, cover me,” he says.  “Then come with me.”


He takes of running with Dizzy in front of him, knocking away enemies and killing them to allow Hectic to pass.  They run over the rubble of a broken wall and see a winding staircase with several floors above it.   Faintly, they can hear screaming and start the climb to the staircase when suddenly it blasted apart by a wizard who came around a corner on the bottom floor.  Both Dizzy and Hectic fall down and before they can get up they are blasted to the wall and find themselves unable to move.  


The wizard is Rocher.  

Chapter Twelve



Drago isn't sure what is just happening.  Portias RedDeath, a man that almost killed Drago at one point in his past, seems to put physical pressure onto the stone and it starts glowing.  It becomes brighter and brighter, too the point where Drago can't see and Darken starts screaming.  Then there is a large explosion as the Stone collapses unto itself in a black hole.  Like steam from boiling water it seems to give away into the air but the vapors go into Crill's body instead.  As it converged into him, black lines similar to veins started forming all over his body.  Within seconds, they started running up his body like some sort of liquid monster and straight into his eyes.  He struggles to hold back a scream and black beads of sweat pour out of his body almost as quickly as they go back into his eyes.    Suddenly, Crill himself screams and his whole entire body turns black as the endless void of space; only the outline of his body proves he is even human still.  Darken's skin is now coming off layer by layer and whirls into Crill's black void of a body.  


“W-W-What is happening?” he struggles to say.


Sounding like an ominous voice thousand of miles above he replies, “You are too powerful and I yet more powerful to send you to Pitt with your fellow fiends.  However, you will be going to the Unknown Lands, exiled forever.  You will lose the ability to spread your demonic disease.”


Darken seems to almost give up at hearing that and he quickly enters the darkness that Crill has become.  Outside during the battle, all the combatants see the Fallen going through the same process as Darken.   Back inside, the ground is rumbling harder as more souls come into Crill.  It is also shaking lose Drago's shackles and with one quick jerk he is free, one hand at least.  Portias comes over and his skull is cracked open to the bone after Drago finishes beating him with part of the shackles.  Whatever was blocking his swords from coming to him must have been tied to Crill, whose concentration is now broken, as they come toward him.  He quickly cuts himself lose and tackles Crill, stabbing him in the heart put only hitting the Stone.  With a jerk, he pulls out the stone, slams it onto the ground and slices it in half.  Crill's control of the Dragons is now ended and it looks like one of them is mad because of his unwilling slavery.  A big, red dragon crashes through the ceiling and tries to eat Drago.  His jaws snap dawn but Drago is already running up his body.  


The battle rages on below but the moment of truth is happening up above, thousands of feet up in the air.  The dragon is so large, his body capable of producing a flame so huge, that soon as it gets the chance it could burn everyone below to death.  Quite simply, Drago plans on killing the thing before it can achieve that horrible nightmare.  This dragon is by far the biggest dragon he has ever had to slay.  If he was anyone else the job wouldn't be getting finished because that person would get themselves killed or not even attempt.  However, Drago reveals in this.  For the first time since his escape from the Fallen, he is at peace.  


As he rides up top the Dragon, he forcibly steers the Drago by keeping his swords penetrated about six inches keep.  Dragons steer with their tails and it is common knowledge that the bigger the less pain tolerance they tend to take.  As he steers the Dragon higher and higher, he closes his eyes and breathes in the fresh, clear air as it pushes hard past his face.  For a moment, he isn't the Drago that has to avenge the death of his parents.  He isn't the Drago that has mental trauma from being captured by Demons.  He isn't the Drago that has Fallen blood in him.  He isn't the Drago that is will be King to an empire of nothing.  He is the Drago of old, the Drago who would laugh whole heartedly, be friendly and kind, and slay Dragons like it was nothing.  Suddenly, the familiar sound of arrows whiffing through the air knocks him back to reality.  He has to lay down flight on the Dragon's body to keep from getting hit.


“Stop! You will hit Drago!” Claire says to a group of well intended Knights.  


“My apologies but are you sure he can bring that beast down without help?” one of them says.


“It is what he was born to do,” Claire says, looking up into the sky and actually smiling at seeing the love of her life acting so closely to what he used to be.


With the arrow attacking knocking Drago out of balance, the Dragon goes into action.  It flies up high in the sky, to the point where people down below lose sight of them behind the clouds. The huge reptile then takes a sudden dive straight down while twisting his body around.  Drago, no longer holding his swords, is thrown off. As he falls, he goes over his swords and grabs them.  He can't pull himself down closer so he is still hanging off, struggling to keep his hands from slipping.  The dragon, too impatient to wait the few more seconds for Drago to fall off, straightens back up and tries to crush him with his tail.  The tail comes down but Drago stands defiant.  He holds up his swords and the tail slams into them.  The dragon cries out in pain and, still holding onto the swords, is whipped up into the air.  Twisting and turning in the air, he goes down into a nose dive.  He mentally sends his swords down before him.  When he reaches them they are dug deep within the Dragon's back.  He walks up the creature's long back pulling out and stabbing the swords back in as he does so.  The dragon is furious but he lacks the ability to turn his head round enough to see Drago out of the corner of his eyes.  Eying a tall part of Crill's castle, the Dragon speeds up towards it.  Picking up momentum, the creature is flying so fast now that the wind won't let Drago open up his eyes.  Any good warrior remembers every detail about his enemy so eyesight isn't something he needs right now anyway.  Getting a good mental picture of the location of the creature's neck in relation to where he is now, Drago jabs his swords on either side of his neck and turns his body as hard as he can.  Right before slamming into the castle, Drago jumps off.  He falls close enough to an outer wall to dig his swords into and he slides all the way down, landing unharmed.  The Dragon's neck hit the wall first and snapped into pieces.  With one final scream, it falls on part of the castle just as Crill runs out.  Dust clouds and pieces of the building fly out everywhere and the whole gathered crowd of various warriors fall back.  The shock wave knocks down several parts of the castle and it is now in ruins.  Everyone has stopped fighting, waiting on the final battle to happen.  


Crill quickly calls down lighting but Drago has now figured out the nature of the attacks.  The lighting may be a natural force but it was called up on by magic. Drago's own swords, which are magical weapons themselves, catch the lighting in their blade.  He channels them back at Crill who apparently can apparently not absorb the lighting if it doesn't come from his own body.  He is blasted off his feet but isn't as hurt as he should be.  He stands up, pieces of skin frayed and flaking off, but laughs.


“You are becoming quite the master at all this, Drago,” he says with a sneer.  “But my blood is stronger than yours.”


Drago gives a wide eyed stare when he sees Crill's eyes roll back into his head and he goes into a slight pause.  While doing so, his broken and cracked skin heals quickly.


“You...have Fallen blood as well?” Drago asks while hes enemy picks up a sword from the hands of a fallen soldier.  “How is that possible?”


“I am not altogether born of man.  Me and you are much a like.  It is a shame I must kill you.  We could have achieved great things together,” he says, almost sounding bad about all of it.  


He might be able to heal faster, thinks Drago,but he isn't half the fighter I am.  The Fallen blood in me amplifies my already considerable abilities.   Even if he is good with a  sword, he is a fool to fight be directly.  


“Men fire at will!” orders Hectact.  Drago snaps his head around and belays that order.  The Knights look very confused, not sure who to listen to.  Crill himself has frozen, prepared to run for cover should he need to. His own men are still not fighting the knights or vice versa. The whole moment is frozen in time.


“Drago!” cries Hectact!


“I am your king, listen to me now!” he orders.  The pain and hate on his face makes the men stand down their bows.  “Sir Hectat, I will do this alone.  That is an order.”


Looking annoyed but continuing to be a good soldier, Hectat does as he is told.  


Drago charges towards Crill who stretches out his hands and arms of the dead rise up from the ground and grab Drago.  Lighting curses from his fingertips once again but instead of going for Drago, he instead fries the undead hands.  The electricity that curses through them also curses through his body.   Claire cries out for someone to help but Drago screams out against.   Going against the current as much as he can, he severs off one of the hands from the ground.  It flies up, electricity still cursing through it.  The next thing that goes flying is Drago's swords, right through the electricity stream.  Drago, now released from the electrical grip, walks over to the stream and holds up his own sword, bouncing the energy from sword to sword and channels it back into Crill's body.   However, he heals it quickly, almost as if nothing ever happened.


Drago knows Crill is stronger than he was in their last few encounters but how?  Other than his swords, Drago has no magical abilities but he does have a vast knowledge of it.  One of the most important things to understand that any magic user only as a limited number of spells he or she can do at once.  There isn't anyone known to be able to channel all the different types of magic at once. So he probably only has the undead and electricity spells, Drago thinks.  The most important rule of magic there is?  Even the most powerful magic users sacrifice physical prowess for their spells.  Crill must be doing so as well considering everything he has thrown at Drago has been from a distance.  


Crill's men won't stand by and watch this happen so a few of them rush Drago but they are shot down quickly by arrows.  Hectat decided if he couldn't kill Crill then he can sure as hell watch his new king's back.  Drago decides to attack up close instead, using various moves to confuse Crill before he can concentrate enough to pull off some more magic.   Drago does a roundhouse kick to Crill's head that almost sends it around in a complete circle.  Coming down off that move, he lands on his foot and pushes off with the next one doing a black flip kick that cocks Crill's head back.  Soon as Crill crashes on the ground back first, Drago lands on his chest, sharp.  He can feel and hear Crill's sternum snap and gives a wicked smile.  He then jabs his swords into Crill's lungs.  Already healing, he pushes Drago hard and gets up, ignoring the blood spilling out from his body as it slowly draws to a trickle before stopping completely.   Drago is already back onto his feet. 


“Drago, I can heal almost instantly,” he days while trying to block a fury of blows to his head, the last that send him crashing to his knees.  


“Then I'll have to kill you in an instant,” Drago says.  Holding his sword tight he pushes it under Crill's chin hard and fast.  Crill's head splits open slightly and the tip crashes out the top, sending broken bone and brain matter all over Drago.  Drago's entourage cheers but they are drowned out by a scream that sounds like it came from Pitt itself.  Portias RedDeath comes raging out of a hidden cellar, clearly waiting until his moment to strike.  


Hectat has never seen this creature before but upon hearing his scream and seeing his fearsome appearance, he isn't taking any chances.  Drago only mentioned Crill; far as he is conceder this beast is fair game.  He orders a volley of arrows fired and every last one of them sticks to the creature.  Hectat himself charges in, thrusting his over sized broad sword into Portia's stomach.  The beast almost seems to grow.  He pulls out an arrow and stabs it into Hectat's leg and swats him away with one large fist.  He turns and sees Drago coming towards him with a flying kick.  Drago lands his foot but not enough to phase the huge beast.  He is grabbed in Portias's large hand and the other comes swinging down upon him.  Dizzy's ax flies through the air and stabs that hand and he drops Drago.  Another roar at the crowd sends everyone crashing back.  They start scratching themselves and trying to wipe away whatever it is that is burning them, not yet aware that is just a small effect of his rage filled voice, a part of his magic.  


“Listen to me, whelps,” Portias RedDeath says.  His voice is deep, booming, and commands attention.  “There is a legion of Diastone Knights on their way here, to this very spot right now.  They aim to kill what is left of you all.”


“Why are you telling us this?” Drago says, getting ready to launch another attack if he doesn't like the answer he receives.  


“So Me and Crill might escape.  If you leave now you can meet those knights halfway and ambush them.  It will be in you interests to do so since I doubt you have the numbers to withstand a full head on battle.”


“Or we could just kill you now and then take our chances.  I beat Crill and I will surely beat you and that army.”


“Dammit, Drago,” Hetact snarls.  “He is right.  There isn't time.  You will join us in the ambush.  The Church is the biggest threat.  They always have been.”


Drago starts at the mad creature before him then looks over to Crill, who is already walking over to his demonic friend.   Hetact is right, of course.  Drago and Crill could probably fight for days with no clear victor.  The powers and strength of Portias RedDeath is unknown so a battle with him might not go so smoothly.  By the time they were taken down, the Diastone Knights would be upon them.  


Drago points a sword back and forth to his two enemies and says through gritted teeth, “Mark my words, foul evil.  I swear on my sisters' life and my own that I will hunt both of you down and you will die by my hands through my swords.”


“I'm sure you will find us.  In fact, I know you will.  But you should mark my words as well.  You have ruined my plans so next time I won't have a need to let you live,” Crill smugly says.  

Chapter Thirteen


Drago and his friends return to the land of the Wiorich and are greeted by a huge celebration.  Every Wiorich, Ninjite and surviving citizen of Kingdom Dryefuss is in attendance.  High above the crowd, Drago, Claire, Ghost, Hectic and the others stand for their constant applause and cheers.


But the victory is hollow and symbolic for only the fact that they managed to survive.  The Fallen are gone but both Crill and Darken have escaped.   The Kingdom is in ruins and it will take years to rebuild.  On top of all that, the Diastone Church is probably gathering its army right now with intention to march upon the land before they can rebuild. 


“So what are we going to do now, Drago?”  Dizzy asks.


“We?  We aren't going to do anything.  I am going after Darken and Crill.  I have to see this through until the end.”


“Drago, you can't--” Claire begins but Drago dismisses it with a sharp wave of his hand.


“I won't listen to anyone's argument, not even yours, Claire,” Drago says.  “I'll never be able to have peace without making sure they cannot ever come back to our land.  And he still has the Stone of Grimloche.  As long as he holds that, he will always be a danger to us.”


“What about the kingdom?  There isn't any point in rebuilding it without a king, Drago.  That is you, our new king,” Claire says, struggling to hold back tears.  


He gently puts his hands on her small but firm shoulders and says, “You want me to be a better man? You want me heal?  Doing this is the first step.  A big one.”


“Then I am going with you,” she says.  


Everyone else in the room says the same thing.  Drago is about to protest but decides that it would be futile.  He wants to gain the love and trust of his people again.  He has wanted to become a human again for so long so it is time he starts trusting them as well and being a fellow human being. 


“Fine,” he says, trying to hold back a slight smile. “Everyone get some rest because tomorrow we set off for Malgola, the Unknown Land.”


“Drago...” Hectic says but he isn't sure what to say.  Part of him wants to encourage Drago but the other part knows he should stay.


“Hectic, I know what you are going to say but I've made up my mind.  With the Wiorich and the Ninjites help you should be well protected for some time,” he says.


“It isn't that, Sire,” Hectic says.  It feels weird for him to say that but he is a good soldier  Despite what he may think of him, Drago is now the King and will be treated as such.  “We have survived...this so we can make it through anything.  But their people need their King, now more than ever.”


“They will have their King.   Assuming I live, I do not plan on being gone long.  Besides I have chosen a steward to take my place until I do return.  And to be the King should I not.”


Drago bows to him in respect and then hands him the Golden Sword.


“You will be great, my Lord,” Drago says.  


“I..don't know what to say, Drago,” Hectic says full of shock and awe.


“Don't say anything.  Just make me and our kingdom proud.  Make us great again,” he says and turns to walk down the steps that will lead him to the crowd.


They cheer him on because they think he is the hero they all need.  He may have done some heroic things but he knows in his heart he is not true.   He vows that when he returns, he will be the King, the hero, and the man they all need him to be.  

Epilogue


From among the rubble, Gavin Mosts and Redrick Frostberg emerge.  They were not told but the Diastone Church were enchanted with the most rare and vile of Dark Arts magic.  A magic so twisted and evil that it has rarely been used by even the most ambitious dark magic users.   The skin is turned dark black to the point were all light near them is engulfed.  The veins in their skin have turned blood red and their eyes are a soulless white within white.  No longer human, the only desire they have is to obey the will of their master, who has ordered them to follow Drago to wherever he is and destroy him. 


“Anything else you will need from us, my master?” they both ask at the same time.


“Wait a few months before departing.  Give Drago time to chase me.  He will then have me to deal with and you two at his back.”


“What should we do in the mean time?” they ask, yet again at the same time.


“Make sure Darken is the only Fallen that escapes,” Crill says with maniacal laughter.  

