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Meverick, The Wizard
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The table in front of him was filled with men. The men who ruled the kingdom took care of the people. Yet they were little more than children in his eyes. Newborns, by comparison, squabbling infants fighting over toys they should never have been given.

In a word, fools.

“Now, onto the next order of business...”

The man in the biggest chair of all was the King of this land – the kingdom of Miceara. It was a coastal nation that boasted a booming trade with kingdoms far and wide. He was young, he was strong, and he was entitled to the crown because of the blood that flowed through his veins. He was the ideal king for his people; a young, boisterous nation for a young, boisterous king.

How unlike his father he was.

“We need to build a bigger colosseum,” he said. The king’s voice was rich and full of confidence. 

“Need is a strong word, little king,” Meverick thought to himself wearily.

“The old one is damaged beyond repair,” he informed the others, his motley crew of advisors reluctantly pulled from the four corners of the realm. "The floor has collapsed and the stands are covered in rot and mold. It's been years since a match was staged there, and I, for one, am not willing to let the art of the gladiator die out so quickly. I want to build a new colosseum, and I want to dedicate it to my father.”

Someone opened their mouth to speak, a man with a long chin and sad eyes – but the King slammed his fist down on the table before he could get a word out, rattling the cups on its surface.

“I don't want to hear the word “no” uttered in this court,” he declared. "This is being built. Just give me the numbers, and give me the facts. That's all. Reyson?”

The man with the sad eyes jumped slightly but spoke quickly, desperate not to stay in the spotlight for too long.

“A construction of the scale you're suggesting would take, roughly...”

His eyes scanned through the air, following invisible numbers.

“300,000 gold?”

"The reserve can cover that,” the Wizard commented, drawing the King's gaze towards him. “Easily. Ten times over, in fact.”

“Excuse me?” 

The man beside Reyson started to laugh. He was wide, fat, and draped in purple. The Wizard, unable to stop himself, shuddered with revulsion.

“Why on earth would we pay for it with the royal reserve? Are we running a charity here?”

"You're building it in honor of the late King,” he reminded him. So, yes – you are doing something charitable. Expecting anybody else to pay for its construction would be idiocy.”

“Who else is there, anyway?” the young King frowned.

"The people, of course. Why would we pay for it out of our own pockets when we can just tax the public for a year or two and pay for it that way? No kingdom expects construction to come without cost. It's a reasonable request.”

"There are enough taxes on the people already,” the Wizard said. "We can't afford to keep trying their patience.”

“No,” the King said slowly. “I agree with Duke Oliver. Subjects have a duty to helping bring about construction. Taxes are the way to do that. This building will be done by the people and for the people – a truly cooperative effort between King and subjects, a monument to the everlasting peace we share!”

“Hear, hear!” came Oliver's cry, followed quickly by the falsely enthusiastic response of the others at the table.

All except for the Wizard.

“Be careful, Your Majesty,” he warned the King. “A decision made from greed is a poor one indeed – the exact words your father spoke to you when you were training to be a member of his court. You know that this isn't the right thing to do.”

“I have no further need of your counsel, Wizard,” the young King said.

"Your Majesty? You mustn't – “

The king waved his hand. "We're finished here.”

Meverick furrowed his eyebrows.

How, unlike his father, indeed.

“Get out.”

He turned and left, staff in hand. They were already discussing the practicalities of the colosseum tax by the time he reached the door of the meeting room, and he was certain that, by the time he had made it outside, they would have given the idea a face and number to live with.

He could not help but feel that this was the start of something terrible.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2
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Imperious, The Draken Commander

––––––––
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Imperious knelt before the sorcerer sitting in front of him, keeping his gaze fixed at ground level as per his request.

"The time to strike is now. Meverick has left the kingdom."

Imperious nodded.

"Yes, Lord Volgor. At once."

He stood and left the room, metal feet tapping against the smooth stone floor.

Finally, things were starting to happen.
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Jorge, King of Miceara 
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“And now... let the feast begin!”

A great cheer came up from the crowd amid the swirl of cherry blossoms still falling from the sky. They sat down at the tables around the square. Families and friends, basking in the glory of a King who had stuck to his word and done what he had set out to do. It had taken five years of poverty, starvation and heavy taxation, but they had done it. The new colosseum, the “King's Legacy,” was complete.

His subjects came in droves to give him gifts, tokens of their affection in hope of receiving a present in return. He graced some of them with a gold bar or two, just to see the looks of awe and jealousy on the faces of the others. It was the one bit of amusement he had at the festival, reminding others that he still had the power to turn their life around if he desired. A king had to make his authority known, after all.

The sun was shining. The sky was clear.

It was the perfect kind of day for this festival.

"This is for you, Father,” the young king muttered.

An ear-splitting crash ruined his peace of mind, the sound of metal clashing against metal from outside the town square. The King's Guard drew their swords, on high alert due to the volume of people around them. The king must be kept safe at all costs.

Another crash rang around the square, followed by a scream of metal on metal. The people heard it that time, turning their heads in confusion to see what was happening. The piles of food in front of them were lying untouched, hunger forgotten. Fear driving it away.

“What's going on?” The king hissed to the nearest guard.

The guards around him moved in closer, trying to shield him from whatever was coming. His hand snaked down to his own sword, a ceremonial blade hanging from his waist by a thin golden thread. Like all royals, the King had trained in swordplay as a boy, but it had been many years since he had been forced to use a weapon. 

More noise. This time, he heard the rumbling sound of stone giving way.

“What is that?” he demanded. “What's happening?”

The guards all around the square had their swords drawn, marching through the crowd to protect the people. They were certain they were strong enough for whatever would come. Their confidence should have reassured everybody.

But it did not.

“We don't know, your Majesty. It's probably just a –” 

Something roared and the air turned to fire in an instant, everything around the people lighting up in a blaze of orange and red so hot that it seared his skin and turned the hair on his face to ash.

The King, the guards around him, and the throne he was sat on were all pitched backward and sent flying off the dais they were on, crashing clumsily against the ground like everyone else. The King was pinned underneath a great weight. His own protectors had fallen atop him, and their weight and the weight of their searingly hot armor was keeping him trapped on the ground, endangered by the very people who were paid to protect him.

He screamed in pain and tried to pry himself out, the heat of the metal scorching his face and arms. He fought until he was free, but his poor lungs only breathed in the hot air. 

He tried to make sense of what was happening.

The picnic tables everyone had been eating at were overturned. All the expensive food was spread across the ground, black and ashy from the flames that had come from nowhere. Corpses littered the ground. The four guards around the King were part of that number, they had died taking the brunt of the flames that would have turned him to dust if they had not given their lives for the chance to be cooked inside the oven of a knight's armor.

He looked for anyone still alive.

The Captain of the King's Guard still stood. He had his shield raised, an ax in his other hand. He was shouting instructions to his remaining men. What was he saying? What did he – 

“- the dragon! Kill it!”

The fire had come from a dragon.

“KILL THE DRAGON!”

The dragon, big enough to destroy an entire house with just a swipe of its tail, hovered above them, claws, armor-plated skin, a thirty-foot wingspan, the edges of each wing barbed with jagged black points, and teeth that could tear you apart in seconds.

The only question that rang through the King's mind was the most important one of all. How had a dragon gotten here? How had a dragon found them all? How had hundreds of people already been killed? How?

The dragon spotted him immediately.  He was hard to miss wearing a red cloak and a gold crown. He posed an attractive target indeed. It's yellow,  snake-like, eyes stared at him.

It came for him like an eagle on a mouse, wings spread with the tips slicing through the walls of the buildings it flew through. The King's clumsy hands raised the sword he had not held in so long, roaring in defiance. He swung it at the dragon, determined to take it out there and then, but–

It had him, claws wrapping around his body; he was hefted up and tossed toward the thing's black maw.

His skin burnt from the soldier's searing armor stung as air rushed past him.

He fell back towards its mouth–

But it had misjudged its throw and he fell right past it, crashing onto the ground beside its claws. He cried out in pain, his left leg breaking on impact. The bone cracked as sharply as the buildings around him had, bent at an angle he knew in an instant he could not walk on. An angle that probably meant he would never walk again.

A claw came rushing down like a guillotine, severing the leg from the knee down. The bottom part of his leg disappeared, snatched up into the creature's gaping mouth and sucked down into its bottomless pit of a stomach. More claws came, raking across his body, drawing rivers of blood that stained the ground for a moment before evaporating and turning to steam the instant after. The cobblestones were too hot for liquid to last on, no matter what it was. 

After licking the blood from its claws, the dragon peered down at him, then snarled, fangs bared, ready to finish the King off for good this time.

He sighed, his body lying limp. There was nothing he could do.

“I'm sorry, Father,” he thought as he closed his eyes, accepting his death.

A sound like something sliding through water met his ears, his face was spattered with a foul-smelling liquid that was raining from above. He cracked his eyes open in confusion, unable to make sense of what the dragon was doing.

"Your Majesty!”

The Captain of the King's Guard, stood over him gripping the top of the dragon's severed head. Its blood was the rain that covered him from above, staining his armor and soaking into his burned skin.

"Your Majesty, are you alright?"

Corpses. Ashes. Fire. A bloody stump where his leg should have been.

He cried out.

Maybe dying would have been better.
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[image: ]




Rodrick, Captain Of The Guard 

––––––––
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Sword met sword in a clash violent enough to bring a torrent of encouraging roars from the crowd. The gladiators before them were fighting their hearts out, doing their best to entertain the guest of honor that Rodrick had brought. The King of Miceara sat in his new throne in the stands. Most were too young to remember him when he was whole. Now he was missing a leg, a few fingers, and the youthful hope he had once held. It had been five years since the colosseum had finished construction, and this was only the second match here he had ever attended. He was old now. The events of the past decade had aged him terribly, his face wrinkled and weather-beaten despite the healthy diet he maintained on the orders of his doctors. He should have been healthy, happy, and as arrogant as a young king ought to be; and yet, he was not. He was already tired of life.

It was sad, really. 

He would not let Rodrick leave his side. After saving his life from the dragon that had been named"The Worldbreaker,” he had told him that he was to be his personal protector at all times. The loss of his leg had turned him into a neurotic mess, robbing him of the vigor he once possessed. He was no longer fit for his post as a leader, let alone as the King, but there was nobody else to turn to. After what had happened to the last two kings, it seemed as though there was a curse upon the crown they wore. He was the only one, despite his fears, that was brave enough to keep wearing it.

Back when his father was still alive, the kingdom had been a marvelous place, rich, prosperous, and well-developed back when the first colosseum was still as new as this one. The one place the dragon had not touched in its attack was this very location, the one that the people had spent five years pouring their hearts, souls, and money into before the town was attacked. 

"Your Majesty, I bring news.”

The light in his eyes was so unlike that of his father's, Roderick mused. He had grown up alongside the old King, training with him at every opportunity, even before he had ascended to the throne. It was just luck that the young boy he had befriended turned out to be King. The King liked to call it destiny, but Rodrick had his doubts about that. To him, life was not just some set path that they were all born to walk. It was a river, an ocean, a place of infinite possibilities, paths, and destinations all of their own choosing. The concept of a set fate had always repulsed him. 
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