
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


When centuries past, our language will fade

People forget our warnings, and raise their blades

Unspoken horrors for which we have sealed

Will be free, able to roam our fields

We make new allies that we trust with our life

But when night comes, we may meet their knife

Trust vanishes, but can be restored

But love, once gone, there will never be more

Enemies may always be hidden in plain sight

No matter how much faith is in their eyes

When trapped, we may rage like a hog

Then our corpses shall stay, still as a log

Salvation won't come when looking at before

But when gazing at tomorrow, our power will grow ever more
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Kingdom of Deinceps, July 15th, 1605;
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Alexander, the Miner worked. For hours, he mined, digging up valuable resources for his Kingdom. At home, he lived alone. He would write poems for fun. Alexander was a kind person. He often puts others before himself. He was well liked among many people for his charming personality, and good sense of humor. Alexander was 177 centimeters tall, with brown hair, a sharp chin, and hazel eyes. Deincaps was a relatively small kingdom located right in between France and Switzerland. Despite its small size, Deincaps was extremely rich in culture and in wealth. Deincaps was covered in tall mountains and beautiful lush forests.

One day, Alexander woke up, and left for work. When he got there, he saw his friend, Erwin. Him and Erwin talked for a while. They talked about work, politics, but mostly, about poems. They had known each other since they were children, yet they always had that common interest. They soon got to work at the Mines. For hours, they mined resources to give to their kingdom. While mining, they would tell each other stories. Stories about love, about hatred, about freedom. Erwin was the only person close to Alexander. Alexander's parents died when he was too young to remember, and was brought to an orphanage, where he met Erwin. They were there for each other through thick and thin. Erwin was slightly shorter than Alexander, with blonde hair and a more round chin.

One day, in the mines, Alexander hit something hard, a metal. But it was purified, almost artificial. Alexander called over Erwin to look at it. Erwin and Alexander dug out the entire thing, it was a sword. It was made of hardened steel, forged to perfection. Its handle was wrapped in strips of leather. The words "BLADE OF DEATH" were carved into the blade. Shocked and mesmerized by this discovery, Erwin accidentally cut his finger on the edge. Suddenly, he fell to the floor unconscious. Alexander checked his pulse to see that, somehow, he had died. Black mist started pouring from his mouth. In terror, he grabbed the sword, but when he did, something mysterious happened. He heard screaming. He turned around to see the whole Mine filled with the black mist. And in it, he saw creatures appearing.

The creatures looked almost human, but their skin was pitch black, and was melting off. Their limbs long, yet slender. Their eyes like endless voids. The image haunted Alexander as he ran out of the Mine with the sword. When he got out, he fell to his knees. He looked at the sword with terror, and confusion. He felt sick in his stomach. What were those monsters? Alexander thought to himself. Suddenly, his vision became blurry, and his ears started ringing. And then, he fell unconscious. He woke up with his hand tied on a pole behind him. He looked up to see 5 people sitting on thrones above him
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Chapter One: A Journey's Start
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"Where am I?" He said after a brief moment of trying to compose himself.

"You are in the presence of the Council." One said. "We are in charge of all sorcery and relics, including the sword you have found.

“The sword? What even is it?" Said Alexander

"That sword is from a time, hundreds of years ago." Said the Council member. "It's obvious you don't know the history, so let me explain it to you. Hundreds of years ago, Sorcery was the dominating force in the world. Those who could harness it were the strongest of humanity. But there was one person who changed this, a sorcerer by the name of Castellan. After a spell went wrong, it corrupted his soul, and gave him an unrelenting thirst for blood. And so he developed his own form of sorcery called Dark Sorcery. Dark Sorcery allowed him to absorb the Life Energy of any being he killed. He started murdering every sorcerer that he crossed paths with. Before long, he was the most powerful being in the world. He soon became so powerful, he made himself immortal, completely unable to die no matter what happened to him. But soon one sorcerer had thought of a plan to defeat him. He gathered the strongest sorcerers left, and made a Relic, an object infused with sorcery. Together, they created the Blade Of Death, a sword with the ability to instantly kill anything it cut in the slightest. Although Castellan was Immortal, the sword still did severe damage. Instead of killing him, the sword knocked him unconscious for 24 hours. After successfully cutting him, the council trapped Castellan in a prison, and lodged the sword into his body, keeping him unconscious forever so long as the sword was in his body. The founder of the Council developed a spell to stop himself from aging to ensure sorcery was never used for war again. 500 years later, he is still alive, and he is me. My name is Heinrich."

Alexander looked up at the man. He didn't look 500, he looked closer to 40. He was bald, around 165 centimeters. He had a friendly appearance, and a strong German accent.

"But if Castellan is unconscious for 24 hours after being stabbed, how did he immediately use sorcery after the sword was removed?" Said Alexander.

"We believe that somehow, his power has strengthened within the 500 years he was unconscious, whilst the sword's power had weakened." Said Heinrich.

"That's enough. You are not here to ask questions." Another Council member said.

Alexander looked over to see the Council member. She was short, around 157 centimeters, with brown curly hair. Her eyes were Aqua. From the first chance you could assume she was a teenager, but despite that, she had a fierce look on her face. She was fierce, strong, yet sarcastic.

"Frieda, please don't be so rude to our guest." Said Heinrich.

"Guest?" Said Frieda. "He stole the Blade Of Death, freeing Castellan from his prison."

“You know the public has no knowledge of sorcery, he couldn't possibly have known the consequences of his actions.” Said Heinrich.

"Is she usually this grumpy?" Said Alexander.

“I'm sorry, this was a poor way to introduce you two." Said Heinrich. "Alexander, this is Frieda, our weaponry expert. She is in charge of the use of sorcery in conflict."

"I can tell she's not the public image of your Council." Said Alexander

"The hell did you just say about me?" Said Frieda. "If it was up to me, you would be in the ground right now."

"You were going to kill me because I didn't know about the sword?" Said Alexander. "Are you insane?"

Frieda raised her hand, like she was about to slap him. Suddenly her fingernails unraveled into a sort of String.

"Frieda, that's enough!" Yelled Heinrich. Suddenly, there was a bright, dark blue light emitted from Heinrichs hand. The strings coming from Frieda's hands suddenly retracted, turning back into her fingernails. Frieda looked surprised, and livid.

"Please forgive Frieda." Said Heinrich. "Please don't blame her for her attitude, she has suffered more than you could ever imagine. You see, when she was a child she was exposed to intense magic."

While Henrich spoke, Frieda swung her arms furiously, and groaned in anger.

"It gave her the ability to unravel her fingernails into a string that she can control. However, that ability comes at a cost. Every second she isn't using her ability, she's in pain. Though she can hide it, she can't erase it." Said Heinrich.

"I'm so sorry, I had no idea her life was like that." Said Alexander. "But what did you do to her?"

"I temporarily revoked her powers, so she wouldn't hurt you. The threads her fingernails turn into are hard as steel, and sharp as a razor. If she swung them at you, it would severely injure you." Said Heinrich.

“If you can revoke her powers, why didn't you do that as soon as she got them?” Said Alexander.

“I can only take them away temporarily,” said Heinrich, “her powers are infused with her soul, and the soul is the one thing sorcery cannot touch at all. I can temporarily make her unable to use them, but I can't truly take them away.”

"My sincerest apology for what I said to you." Said Alexander. He looked at Frieda with pity, and guilt. Although it was only a few seconds Alexander stared at her, it felt like minutes to him.

Another Council member started laughing. Alexander looked over at him. He was tall, with a deep voice. He had a smirk on his face.

"Alexander, you know we all know what you're thinking, right?" He said.

Alexander was embarrassed, and quickly tried changing the subject of the conversation.

"Well, it's about time you get started with your mission." Said Heinrich.

“What mission?" Asked Alexander.

"Since you freed Castellan, it's only natural that it's your responsibility to defeat him." Said Heinrich.

"Defeat him?" Said Alexander. "I can't do sorcery, I don't have any experience with any weapons, I'm just a Miner, not a warrior. How should I defeat him by myself?"

"You will not be alone. Frieda will assist you." Said Heinrich.

Frieda was shocked. She didn't want to be with Alexander. She tried convincing Heinrich to send someone else, but Heinrich wouldn't budge.

"And about training," said Heinrich. "There's a training facility about 2 miles Northwest of here. You and Frieda should head there now to get started with training."

"But still, why not give the sword to someone who already has years of sword training? I've never even touched one until now." Said Alexander.

"The sword has a locking mechanism on it. When someone wields it, they're stuck with it till death. If anyone else tries to hold it, they'll die. When you grabbed the sword, it locked. Until you die, anyone else who grasps the sword will instantly die." Explained Heinrich.

Alexander was freed from his restraints, and was given his sword back, along with a sheath. Him and Frieda began the long walk to the training facility. During the walk, Alexander tried sparking conversation with Frieda, but she responded with nothing but sarcastic and rude comments. Alexander knew that if they were to work together, they would have to get along, yet Frieda clearly was upset about the situation.
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