
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1 – Part 1

The Festival
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I think I was happy once. 

Then love struck me down like an icicle on a cold Christmas Eve—

sharp, sudden, merciless.

Betrayal followed soon after,

delivered by a fat, white-bearded wizard

who came bearing gifts

and somehow left with everything instead.

Her name was Cloe—

beauty so raw and unimaginable

that words alone could never do justice

to what my young eyes were privileged to behold.

I was only ten years old,

but I carried the heart of a knight—

sworn by honor, not strength—

ready to face the dragon

that guarded her heart

from within an impenetrable castle

of fire and brimstone.

It was the year 1106...

or at least that’s how it felt to me.

A time when children were said to be born in mangers,
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