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Disclaimer  

 This book is a work of creative fiction. 
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Dedication

This is for those of us who sacrifice everything, who bear the burden of unspeakable secrets and shield their true force from a world that would condemn them without a second thought.  

This is dedicated to my father, Olabisi Ajala, the epitome of the defiant African pagan and a descendant of the Vodún or vodúnsínsen African traditional religion, practiced by the Aja, Ewe, and Fon peoples of Benin, Togo, Ghana, and Nigeria. 

It is a dedication to the relentless quest for power, the intoxicating allure of the forbidden, and the agonizing toll it takes on the soul.  

For Mortem, the seventh son of the seventh daughter, born under a malevolent star, this is a chronicle of his descent into darkness, a testament to his struggle against the very essence of his being. It is a celebration of his formidable abilities and his legendary legacy.  
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This work is a testament to the enduring power of storytelling, to the capacity of darkness to both terrify and captivate. It is a homage to the Gothic horror tradition, the macabre beauty of decay, and the intoxicating allure of the forbidden. It is for those who seek not comfort, but a chilling exploration of the human condition, for those who revel in the darkness, for those who dare to delve into the abyss of self reflection. 

Finally, this is dedicated to the readers who seek not just entertainment but a journey into the depths of the human heart, a voyage into the chilling realm of the morally ambiguous, where the lines between good and evil blur into a spectral twilight.  

May this book chill you to the bone, haunt your dreams, and leave you forever changed.  
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INTRODUCTION  

Aurora Mizutani's "The Seventh Son of the Seventh Daughter, Mortem’s Bloodlust" is the continuation of the second book, "The Seventh Son of the Seventh Daughter, Mortem’s Origins", in The Seventh Spawned Saga. 

As Mortem matures into adolescence, he becomes a formidable warlock, feared by those who once mocked him. His powers draw the attention of various factions within Eldergrove, including a secretive coven of witches who see in him a potential ally—or a dangerous threat. Mortem grapples with his bloodlust and seeks to control it through rigorous training and the knowledge passed down from his mother and her study of the ancient magic book. During this time, he learns of a prophecy that hints at his potential to change the fate of Eldergrove. As tensions rise between the human inhabitants and the magical beings that dwell in the shadows, Mortem finds himself caught in the crossfire.  
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The fragile peace in Eldergrove shatters when Malkor’s forces, followed by a powerful entity known as The Entity, emerge, threatening to consume both the magical and human worlds. Mortem is thrust into a battle that forces him to confront his origins and the darkness within him. As he rallies a coalition of witches, warlocks, and even former foes, Mortem begins to awaken a deeper understanding of his powers and the true nature of his lineage.  

In a climactic battle that intertwines magic, sacrifice, and the revelation of his true purpose, Mortem must choose between embracing his bloodlust or forging a new path of redemption. As the war escalates, Mortem faces his most significant challenge yet: confronting Malkor’s army, and later, The Entity, a manifestation of his own darkest fears. The confrontation reveals the true nature of his powers and the importance of his mother's teachings.  

Mortem's journey culminates in a moment of awakening, where he learns to harness his dark gifts for the greater good, uniting the fractured realms of Eldergrove. 
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OVERVIEW 

In the mystical setting of Eldergrove, a realm infused with magic, resides Mortem, a character steeped in enigma. He is the seventh son of a seventh daughter, born under a dark omen that intertwines his fate with chaos and prophecy. This unique lineage positions Mortem at the intersection of the mortal and supernatural worlds, suggesting that his existence is both a source of immense potential and a harbinger of danger. His unusual birth not only captivates those around him but also hints at the duality of his power, making him a compelling figure within this enchanted landscape. 
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PREFACE

In the captivating world of Eldergrove, Mortem stands out as a complex figure, embodying both dread and admiration. As the seventh son of a seventh daughter, his lineage is rich with ominous prophecy, endowing him with a distinct bond to chaos and the supernatural. This ancestry positions him at a pivotal crossroads between the mortal realm and the magical, indicating that his presence is vital to the evolving tale of Eldergrove. 

The narrative intricately intertwines themes of magic, conflict, and personal development, drawing readers into a universe where the distinctions between good and evil are frequently obscured.  

At the heart of this story are the investigations of duality, identity, and acceptance in a society that often fears the unfamiliar. It underscores the transformative influence of love and connection in surmounting dark heritages, highlighting the importance of choice and 
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the possibility of redemption, irrespective of one’s beginnings. 

Mortem's path from darkness to redemption not only alters his fate but also redefines the destiny of the entire realm.  
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Ominous Signs  

The fragile peace that had settled over the ravaged landscape was shattered by a series of unsettling occurrences. It began subtly, almost imperceptibly. A flock of ravens, unusually large and menacing, circled the settlement for days, their harsh cries echoing across the desolate plains, a constant, unsettling counterpoint to the quiet rebuilding efforts. Their black wings, like shadows against the pale winter sky, seemed to presage something dark and foreboding. The villagers, already shaken by their recent ordeal, grew increasingly uneasy, their superstitious fears fueled by the birds’ ominous presence.  
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Then came the whispers. Whispers carried on the wind, faint and indistinct at first, but gradually growing stronger, more insistent. Whispers of strange lights seen dancing on the horizon, of unearthly sounds heard in the dead of night, of shadows moving where no shadows should be. These whispers, spread by frightened villagers huddled around dying embers, spoke of an ancient evil stirring, an encroaching darkness that threatened to engulf them all.  

Mortem, despite his growing sense of inner peace, found himself unable to dismiss these whispers as mere superstition. He possessed a keen understanding of the darker forces that lurked in the world, a knowledge gained through years of grim experience. The unease he felt wasn't simply the product of frayed nerves; it was a deep, visceral sense of impending doom. He sensed a shift in the very fabric of reality, a subtle but palpable change in the atmosphere, as if the world itself held its breath, anticipating a terrible cataclysm.  

The animals, normally oblivious to the anxieties of men, reacted with a palpable fear. The once-friendly dogs, usually eager for a scrap of food or a friendly pat, 
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became skittish and withdrawn, their eyes reflecting a primal terror. The horses, usually calm and stoic, whinnied nervously, their ears pricked, their bodies tense with apprehension. Even the birds, aside from the menacing ravens, ceased their usual songs, a disconcerting silence replacing the vibrant melodies that had once filled the air. The very essence of nature seemed to be recoiling in dread.  

Vela, ever pragmatic, tried to dismiss Mortem's concerns as unwarranted anxiety. But even her stoic facade began to crack under the weight of the mounting evidence. She, too, had begun to notice the subtle shifts, the ominous changes in the world around them. The nights grew longer, darker, and colder. The stars, once familiar constellations, seemed to shift and twist in the sky, forming unfamiliar patterns that filled her with a growing sense of unease. The very ground beneath their feet seemed to hum with an unsettling energy.  

Theron, despite his faith, could not entirely ignore the accumulating omens. The ancient scriptures spoke of a time of great darkness, a period of tribulation that 
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would test the faith of even the most devout. He saw in the growing unrest not simply a natural phenomenon but a fulfillment of ancient prophecy. He began to interpret the ominous signs as harbingers of a larger, more cosmic conflict, a battle between light and darkness that would determine the fate of the world. His prayers grew more fervent, his meditations more intense. He sought guidance from the ancient texts, searching for a solution, for a way to avert the coming catastrophe. But the scriptures offered little solace, only further confirmation of the impending doom.  

Vito, ever watchful, observed the mounting tension with a grim determination. He made no pronouncements, offered no words of comfort, yet his unwavering loyalty served as a constant reassurance. His keen eyes missed nothing, his silent presence a palpable anchor amid the growing storm. He had seen too much death, too much darkness, to be easily swayed by fear. His response was one of quiet preparation, a silent resolve to face whatever evils were coming. He sharpened his blades, honed his skills, preparing for the inevitable conflict.  
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The nights were filled with unsettling dreams. Mortem was haunted by visions of shadowy figures, their faces obscured by darkness, their eyes burning with malevolent intent. He dreamt of a vast, desolate landscape, devoid of life, a world consumed by an unending night. He dreamt of his mother, Maga, her lifeless eyes staring into the void, her face a mask of silent sorrow, a constant reminder of his past failure. He dreamt of a storm, not of snow and ice, but of shadows and fear, an ethereal tempest of darkness that threatened to engulf everything in its path. These dreams, vivid and terrifying, left him exhausted, his mind a whirlwind of fear and foreboding.  

The whispers intensified. They were no longer faint murmurs on the wind, but blatant declarations of impending chaos. They came from the shadows, from the depths of the dark forests, from the icy caverns of the mountains. The whispers spoke of an army gathering in the far north, an army of shadow and darkness, an army led by a being of unimaginable power and malice. They spoke of sacrifices being made, of rituals performed under the cold light of the moon. 
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They spoke of a coming war, a war that would blot out the sun.  

One particularly grim morning, a villager stumbled into the settlement, his face pale with terror, his eyes wide with a nameless fear. He spoke of seeing a monstrous army approaching, vast and terrifying, marching across the icy plains. He spoke of creatures that defied description, their forms shifting, their features grotesque and terrifying. He spoke of the air itself seeming to crackle with dark energy, a palpable sense of malevolent power preceding them. He spoke of a leader, a figure of immense power, shrouded in darkness, leading them forth with a single intent: to destroy.  

The villagers listened, a collective wave of despair sweeping through their weary ranks. The ominous signs, once whispers, were now undeniable declarations of approaching doom. The gathering storm was no longer a metaphor. It was a tangible force, a physical presence bearing down upon them, threatening to extinguish the small flame of hope that had ignited in their hearts. The world braced itself for a 
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night unlike any other. The age of darkness was upon them. The end was nigh.  
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Ancient Enemies  

The villager’s chilling account solidified the dread that had been slowly creeping into Mortem’s heart. The whispers, the unsettling dreams, the unnatural phenomena – they were all pieces of a terrifying puzzle, now complete. An ancient evil was stirring, and it was far more powerful, far more organized, than he had ever imagined. This was no mere band of brigands or opportunistic warlords; this was an army of the night, an army that seemed to draw its power from the very fabric of darkness itself.  

His gaze drifted to Vela, her face etched with a grim determination that mirrored his own. Years of shared 
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hardship, of fighting against impossible odds, had forged a bond between them stronger than steel. This, however, was different. This felt... primal. It was a threat that transcended the petty squabbles of men, a force that resonated with an ancient, cosmic malice.  

Theron, his face pale but his eyes burning with unwavering faith, muttered prayers in a low, fervent voice. His hands, usually calm and steady, trembled slightly as he clutched a worn, leather-bound book, its pages filled with prophecies of ages past. He spoke of names whispered only in the darkest corners of forgotten temples, names that sent shivers down even Mortem's seasoned spine: the Blood Legion, the Shadow Syndicate, and the Necromancer King, Malkor. These were not simply legends; they were ancient, potent evils that had been dormant for centuries, awaiting their time to rise again.  

Vito, ever silent, ever watchful, simply nodded. His eyes, sharp as obsidian blades, scanned the horizon, assessing the situation with a grim efficiency. He said nothing, but his actions spoke volumes. He moved with a practiced grace, checking weapons, gathering 
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supplies, preparing for a war unlike any they had ever faced. He understood, as did Mortem, that this was a battle for survival, not just for their lives, but for the very soul of the world.  

The first encounter came swiftly, brutally. A scouting party, dispatched to assess the approaching army, never returned. Days later, their mutilated bodies were found, scattered amongst the frost-covered plains. The manner of their death spoke of something utterly inhuman, something beyond mortal comprehension. Their bodies were drained of blood, their flesh... rearranged, grotesquely sculpted into unnatural shapes. Mortem felt a chill that had nothing to do with the biting wind. This was the work of beings far removed from humanity, beings who revelled in cruelty and destruction.  

Then came the siege. It was not the battering of siege weapons or the desperate cries of a beleaguered garrison, but something far more insidious. The army did not assault the village outright; instead, they laid siege to their minds, their souls. The whispers intensified, becoming screams, echoing through the 
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very fabric of reality. The nights were filled with nightmares, with visions of unimaginable horrors. The villagers, already frayed by their recent experiences, succumbed to madness, turning on each other in fits of paranoia and delusion.  

Mortem, Vela, Theron, and Vito fought valiantly to maintain order, to stem the tide of encroaching madness. But the power they faced was immense, unrelenting. They battled not merely against flesh and blood, but against shadows, against despair, against the very essence of fear itself. The Blood Legion, as Theron had described them, was not simply an army; it was a force of pure, unadulterated evil, capable of twisting reality to its own malevolent will.  

The Shadow Syndicate, Theron explained, was a clandestine organization that had existed for millennia, manipulating events from the shadows, fostering chaos and destruction. Their agents operated with a chilling efficiency, infiltrating the very core of power, sowing discord, and spreading fear. They were masters of deception, of subtle manipulation, able to influence minds with a single whispered word. These shadowy 
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figures moved like phantoms, leaving no trace but the carnage in their wake.  

But it was the Necromancer King, Malkor, who presented the greatest threat. He was a being of immense power, a master of dark magic whose influence could warp reality itself. Legends spoke of him summoning legions of the dead, raising armies from the grave, twisting the very fabric of existence to his own twisted will. His power resonated with a chilling emptiness, a void that threatened to swallow the world whole.  

Mortem's abilities, honed through years of grim experience, felt inadequate against the scale of this looming threat. He was a master of the shadows himself, adept at manipulation and subterfuge. He had faced death many times and known victory over seemingly insurmountable foes. Yet, Malkor and his forces represented a threat on an entirely different plane of existence. This was a fight against ancient evils, beings of primordial darkness, and the stakes were far higher than survival. It was the survival of the world itself.  
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The fight became a desperate struggle for survival, a desperate dance between light and darkness, played out against a backdrop of encroaching despair. Each victory was hard-won, purchased with blood and sacrifice. Each loss chipped away at their hope, leaving them exhausted, battered, and vulnerable. They faced wraiths that slipped through the defenses, ghouls that rose from the earth to feast upon the fallen, and hellhounds whose eyes burned with demonic fire. They were relentless, implacable, driven by an ancient, malevolent will.  

One night, during a particularly brutal assault, Mortem found himself facing a creature that defied description – a grotesque amalgamation of flesh and shadow, its form shifting and twisting, its eyes burning with an unholy light. It moved with an unnatural speed, its attacks swift and lethal. The air around it crackled with dark energy, as if the very fabric of reality was tearing at the seams. This creature, he realized, was a manifestation of Malkor's power, a harbinger of the darkness to come.  
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Mortem fought with a ferocity he hadn't known he possessed, driven by the desperate need to protect those he cared for. His blades danced in the darkness, a whirlwind of steel and shadow. But the creature was too powerful, too relentless. Just as he felt defeat closing in, Vela intervened. She used a strategy that was both desperate and brilliant, exploiting the creature’s inherent weakness, a vulnerability discovered in an ancient scroll Theron had deciphered. Her action bought Mortem time, but the cost was steep; Vela herself was gravely wounded.  

The battle continued, a desperate struggle for survival. Theron's prayers, while offering little tangible assistance, seemed to grant a degree of supernatural resilience to their defenses. Vito's silent protection, his unwavering loyalty, served as a bulwark against the encroaching darkness. Together, they fought, their wills forged in the crucible of despair, their spirits unyielding in the face of unimaginable horror. But the relentless onslaught of Malkor's legions continued. The future remained uncertain, the path to victory treacherous and obscure. The gathering storm raged 
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on, threatening to consume them all. Yet, even in the face of such overwhelming odds, they persisted. For as long as even a flicker of hope remained, they would fight. They would endure. They would survive. Or they would die trying.  
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Gathering Forces  

The dwindling embers of the campfire cast long, dancing shadows that writhed and twisted like the nightmares that plagued their waking hours. Mortem, his face grim and lined with exhaustion, surveyed his unlikely band of allies. Vela, still pale from her near-fatal encounter with Malkor's creature, leaned heavily against a rough-hewn tree trunk, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Theron, his eyes hollowed by sleepless nights spent poring over ancient texts, nervously clutched his worn book of prophecies, muttering incantations under his breath. Vito, ever 
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stoic, sat apart, his gaze fixed on the swirling darkness that seemed to press in on them from all sides.  

Their initial victories had been pyrrhic at best. Each clash with Malkor's forces left them more battered, more depleted, the creeping dread gnawing at their resolve. They desperately needed reinforcements, allies to bolster their dwindling numbers, to stem the tide of encroaching darkness. Yet, finding such allies in these desperate times proved a Herculean task. Trust was a fragile commodity, and in the shadow of Malkor's looming power, even the most stalwart alliances could crumble into dust.  

Their first prospect, a grizzled veteran named Gorok, leader of a band of mountain mercenaries known for their brutal efficiency, proved surprisingly amenable to their cause. Gorok, a man whose face was a roadmap of scars earned in countless battles, had initially been driven by mercenary motives, his eyes gleaming with avarice at the promise of gold. But as Mortem recounted the true nature of the threat, a flicker of something akin to understanding, even fear, ignited in his hardened gaze. Gorok had witnessed the horrors of 
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war firsthand; he understood the cold, terrifying logic of unchecked evil. He agreed to join their cause, not out of altruism, but out of a shrewd assessment of self-preservation. The Necromancer King’s power was a threat to all, and even a mercenary knew the value of fighting alongside allies, especially when facing such overwhelming odds.  

Their next recruit was a far more enigmatic figure –Terra, a sorceress shrouded in mystery. She was rumored to possess abilities that defied mortal comprehension, magic that bordered on the unholy. Her reputation preceded her: some whispered of miracles, others of terrible, unspeakable acts. She lived as a recluse in the deepest reaches of the Whisperwood, a place shunned by even the bravest souls, a place where shadows danced and the whispers of the dead echoed through the gnarled trees. Mortem and his companions journeyed to her secluded dwelling, a crumbling tower that seemed to writhe in the darkness, the air thick with the scent of decay and magic.  

The meeting with Terra was tense, filled with unspoken distrust. Her eyes, luminous and unsettling, 
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seemed to pierce the very soul. She demanded proof of their resolve, a demonstration of their worthiness. Mortem, understanding the need to establish trust with such a powerful individual, recounted their struggles, their losses, and their unwavering resolve in the face of unimaginable horror. He spoke of the horrors they had witnessed, the relentless onslaught of Malkor's legions, and the desperate need for allies. Terra listened intently, her expression unreadable, a chilling silence hanging heavy in the air. Finally, a ghost of a smile played upon her lips, a disturbing expression that spoke of both immense power and a chilling detachment. She agreed to join their cause, but under her terms. Her loyalty, she warned, was as fickle as the shifting sands.  

Then came the most unexpected recruit: Rhys, a disgraced knight, stripped of his title and banished from his order for acts of heresy. His past remained shrouded in shadow; he spoke little of his misdeeds. But his skills with a blade were undeniable, his combat prowess honed by years of rigorous training and tempered by bitter experience. Driven by a deep-seated 
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guilt, a gnawing sense of redemption, Rhys eagerly sought to atone for past transgressions. He saw in Malkor's growing power a chance to prove his worth, to erase the stain on his honor, to earn a place, however small, in the fight for the world's soul.  

The gathering of this eclectic band of allies, however, was far from seamless. Tensions flared constantly. Gorok, the mercenary, clashed repeatedly with Rhys, the disgraced knight, both vying for leadership in the field. Terra, with her unpredictable spells and volatile temperament, proved to be a disruptive force, her actions at times bordering on reckless abandon. The uneasy alliance between these clashing personalities – the grizzled mercenary, the enigmatic sorceress, the disgraced knight, the seasoned warrior, and the devout cleric – was a fragile thing, constantly threatened by mistrust and simmering conflict.  

Yet, despite their differences, they were united by a common enemy, a shared sense of impending doom. They recognized that their strengths, however disparate, were essential to surviving the gathering storm. They understood that their fractured alliance, 
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however tenuous, was the only hope against the overwhelming power of the Necromancer King. The shadows continued to grow longer, the whispers louder, the nightmares more vivid. But amid the encroaching darkness, a flickering ember of hope remained, sustained by the fragile alliance, a pact forged not in friendship or loyalty, but in the shared certainty of annihilation should they fail.  

Their preparations for the inevitable confrontation were fraught with difficulties. They had to contend with dwindling supplies, their ranks depleted by constant skirmishes, and the ever-present threat of Malkor's spies infiltrating their ranks. The whispers, once a distant menace, had become an all-encompassing assault, twisting minds and sowing discord. They were living on borrowed time, each sunrise a fleeting respite before the inevitable darkness descended.  

Mortem, however, refused to succumb to despair. He knew that their survival depended on their ability to leverage the unique skills and strengths of his diverse band of allies. He developed strategies that capitalized 
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on Gorok's battlefield experience, Terra’s arcane magic, Rhys’s unparalleled swordsmanship, and Theron’s profound knowledge of ancient lore and prophecies. Vito’s tactical acumen played a pivotal role; his insights provided crucial adjustments to their strategy, anticipating enemy maneuvers and neutralizing threats before they materialized. He orchestrated a complex plan to utilize each member’s unique abilities, creating a synergy that far exceeded the sum of their parts.  

Their rehearsals were a symphony of chaotic energy, a blend of brute force, arcane magic, and strategic planning. The clash of swords mingled with the crackle of Terra's spells, punctuated by Theron's fervent prayers. Their combined efforts were formidable, but the threat was far greater.  

As the preparations neared completion, a chilling revelation came to light. Theron, while deciphering a cryptic passage in his ancient book, unearthed a horrifying truth: Malkor's power was not solely derived from dark magic. He had established a pact with beings far older, far more sinister than even he had imagined – entities from a realm beyond human 
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comprehension, entities whose very existence threatened the delicate fabric of reality itself. This new revelation was staggering, shifting the stakes even higher. It was no longer a fight for the mere survival of the world, but a struggle to prevent the annihilation of all existence. The gathering storm had transformed from a brewing tempest into a cataclysmic maelstrom. The fight for survival had become a fight for existence itself. The weight of this realization settled heavily upon them, adding another layer of grim determination to their already desperate resolve. They would fight. They had to fight. The very fabric of reality itself hung in the balance.  

The Seventh Son: Book Two 

[image: ]

 

Preparing for War  

The biting wind whipped across the desolate plateau, carrying with it the scent of snow and the chilling whisper of impending doom. Mortem, his weathered face etched with grim determination, oversaw the final stages of their preparations. The air crackled with a tense energy, a palpable mixture of fear and anticipation that hung heavy over their makeshift encampment. Around him, his unlikely allies honed their skills, their movements a symphony of practiced violence and arcane power.  
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