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PREFACE

For more than two years now, the rogue sorcerer, Yara, has been methodically raiding castles in both the Western and Eastern Kingdoms, robbing their treasures and stealing enchanted relics. Their gleaming gold and precious jewels are useful, of course, but it’s the hidden enchanted relics he’s really after. Hidden because magic was outlawed years ago. Anyone with “The Gift” now has a bounty on their heads and anything imbued with an enchantment is unlawful to own. Most enchanted relics were destroyed shortly after the uprising, but a few were deemed so valuable by the owners that they hid them away instead. These hidden relics are the ones the sorcerer, Yara lusts after for he can use them to increase his power.

Using a forbidden ancient spell he stole from the High Mage he murdered many years ago, Yara is able to transfer the power from magically enchanted relics to his own core, thus making himself a bit more powerful. Slowly but surely, this unremarkable mage born with but an average measure of The Gift is slowly becoming the most powerful mage the world has ever seen.

Magic, of course, was outlawed more than 50 years ago in a bloodbath that nearly wiped out all the mages in the land as well as those with only a minor gift. The few that survived fled to distant lands or hid themselves in mountain caves. Yara, a comparatively weak mage at the time, was one of those survivors. He fled to a cave in the Western Kingdom’s Black Mountains where he lived in solitude. In the half century since then, he has become the most powerful mage alive and arguably the most powerful sorcerer that ever lived.

Elbin, also known as The Ghost, is a mage who survived the Council of High Mages slaughter all those years ago and made a home for himself in the Eastern Kingdom’s Ice Mountains. Together with his daughter, Avril, and her friends Blaze, Balkus, Darius, and Stubil, they struggle to find a way to put an end to Yara before he destroys the world. A tall order indeed, considering Avril and Blaze are novice mages that have received very little training. Elbin has been working tirelessly to increase their skills quickly so the three of them working together might overpower Yara and save the world.
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Yara-the-Great, the self-proclaimed world’s most powerful sorcerer, wallowed in the luxury of Bayshore’s finest inn. Bayshore is the capital city of the Western Kingdom situated at the kingdom’s southern tip and shore of The Great Sea. He reserved their best suite of rooms indefinitely some weeks ago after completely destroying the Eastern Kingdom’s capital city, Bluesky. Now he was taking a well-earned rest, although he only planned to stay here until his magnificent new temple was built. With the aid of a simple magic illusion, the ugly aged, short and fat sorcerer posed incognito as a young and handsome rich merchant; he had not yet revealed his true identity nor made his presence in Bayshore known to the king. He wanted to keep his ear to the ground first to hear what the people were saying about him after the frightful battle at Bluesky. He loved to hear storytellers regale eager listeners with heroic or frightening tales – especially when they were about himself. And when did anyone ever hear such a tale as the one in which a new god was born and overthrew the world’s ancient seven gods?

He didn’t expect much resistance from the king or the people of the Western Kingdom to accept and worship him as the One-True-God and to build his magnificent temple after they heard how he destroyed Bluesky. All but a handful of the capital city’s population were slaughtered by the earthquake he created. Huge crevasses in the ground opened, buildings collapsed, and fire spread throughout the city. They would all have perished except he let a handful of witnesses survive to spread the word and tell the epic tale of Yara-the-Great. Bluesky was destroyed because they refused to bow down to One-True-God. Surely, the good, sensible king and his subjects of Bayshore wouldn’t want to make that same foolish mistake.

A quiet knock at the door interrupted Yara’s thoughts and his breakfast in bed. “Enter,” he bellowed. He cared not who might be outside, whether friend or foe. No weapon could penetrate his invisible shield he surrounded himself with day and night. In walked his personal attendant. The inn assigned one to all their rich, influential guests. This one came delivering an urgent written message.

Who would be sending me a message? Yara wondered. No one in Bayshore knows me except a few inn employees. And no one knows I’m actually Yara-the-Great. Then he reasoned word would naturally get around the capital city that a rich, handsome merchant was staying indefinitely at the city’s finest inn, in their best suite of rooms. He had to chuckle at the thought, since he was paying for it all with gold and jewels he’d stolen from castles and the land’s richest estates these past two or three years. He probably had more money now than King Regis had in his treasury.

Curious, he broke the wax seal on the envelope and read the following message:

Yara, Prince of Pigs. I challenge you to  mystic combat. I sent Gulkack, your demon Gargoyle back to Hell, and I’ve come to do the same for you. Meet me one league outside the city gates if you dare. Oh, and have a care. I have the dragon egg.

The Ghost

As he suspected! Furious, Yara pounded a fat fist on his breakfast tray, spilled his tea and sent his omelet, pork chops and fried potatoes flying. The message confirmed Elbin-the-Mage, also known as The Ghost, is the one that stole the dragon egg before he could get it. Damn that demon, Gulkack! Yara was sure his demon slave told Elbin where he could find the enchanted dragon egg. The demon knew the egg held a great deal of power and was afraid he’d never get free of his master if he absorbed its power to his core.

Well, Karma caught up with the lying, traitorous demon. I’ll have to thank Elbin for sending Gulkack back to Hell before I kill him. But that will have to wait until I finish my breakfast. He looked at his empty omelet plate and flooded breakfast tray.

“Will there be any reply to your message, my lord?” His fawning attendant asked, afraid the affluent merchant might throw something at him. “Or anything else I can do for you?”

“Yes, fetch me a new breakfast and clean up this mess!”

“Certainly, my lord. I’ll be back in a few moments.” He cleaned up the omelet on the floor, took Yara’s breakfast tray and asked again, “Would my lord care to respond to his message?”

Yara had forgotten all about his attendant. “No, it’s just a routine sales report. Go, go!” He tossed him a gold coin and saw his eyes light up like a holiday candle. He pocketed the coin, thanked his lordship profusely as he bowed his way out of the suite, quietly closing the door behind him.

So, Elbin is still alive, Yara mused. He and the rest of the world thought The Ghost died shortly after villagers raided and destroyed the High Council’s Citadel all those years ago. They called him The Ghost due to his albino skin, white hair and beard. Witnesses said he fell in an ice crevasse while trying to escape across the West Glacier. And then the old man resurfaced near Bluesky just a few weeks ago and foolishly tried to kill him. Yara thought he killed both him and his white horse with a double spell. First, he encased them both in ice and then blasted the giant ice cube to pieces with a massive lightning strike. That old man is harder to exterminate than cockroaches.

Is he lying about the dragon egg? He wondered. That was the bait, for he’s surely setting another trap. What will he try this time? His most powerful spells failed to break through Yara’s protective shield when they met on the road to Bluesky. He thought Elbin had more sense and would hide in a cave somewhere if he valued his life.

No matter. I’ll make certain to destroy the interfering old fool this time and the dragon egg will be mine. And once I absorb its magic, I will surely be the most powerful magician that ever lived. Not only that, I’ll reveal myself to King Regis and the world, establishing myself as the world’s One-True-God and order the king to build my temple so all the world can worship me, as they should.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2

[image: ]




Elbin was a rare master of magic—a member of the High Council of Mages before magic was outlawed half a century ago. However, he was not a horseman. But here he was like a knight-errant waiting to do mystic battle with Yara. He knew he could not defeat the evil sorcerer without some help. That’s why he brought this magnificent white stallion and waited for Yara in his true form: an elderly albino mage with a long white beard dressed in white from hood to boot. He imagined his appearance alone, mounted on a pure white horse, would cause most ungifted folks to flee in fear thinking they saw a real ghost. That was one reason why he chose to meet Yara a league outside the city gates where it was less likely anyone would see them.

His daughter, Avril, and her young friend, Blaze, wanted to come and help him fight Yara. But Elbin knew their combined power was not enough to defeat Yara. He left them a note asking them to trust him and not come after him or it might ruin his plan. He couldn’t afford to be distracted while fighting Yara if he had to divide his attention to protect his daughter and Blaze.

He walked his horse over to a patch of green grass and let him graze. Yara could show up in an instant or hours from now. But come he will. Elbin knew he couldn’t resist the lure of what was probably the last dragon egg in the world. A living relic that probably contained more magical power than a hundred enchanted relics. Elbin also knew Yara was tremendously powerful, but not very clever. He didn’t think he needed to be clever. After all, he destroyed the entire capital city of Bluesky single-handed, wiping out the military forces of two kingdoms as well as almost the entire population.

Elbin traded spells with Yara once recently on the road to Bluesky before the sorcerer destroyed the city. He only survived because he transported himself back to his Ice Mountain cave an instant before Yara hit him with a massive lightning strike.

He had a better defense this time and a secret weapon he hoped would penetrate Yara’s protective shield which his most powerful spells failed to achieve the last time they fought. Before he could take his next breath, Yara suddenly appeared—not in his true form, of course, but as the rich merchant he pretended to be. At first glance, Elbin saw a tall, well-dressed handsome man, about 30 years of age with a full shock of dark hair. But he could easily use his sixth sense to see through the illusion – it was the same fat old troll he had the misfortune of knowing many years ago. Yara arrived alone, on foot, not bothering with horse nor carriage. His arrogance might just be his undoing, Elbin thought hopefully. The sky was a brilliant clear blue with no clouds and the cold, brisk air helped to keep him alert.

“Elbin, my friend. It’s good to see you.” Yara’s insincere greeting reminded Elbin of pork fat dripping into a sizzling hot fire. He could see the snarl at the corners of Yara’s mouth and the burning hatred in his eyes. “And let me say from the start, I had no idea it was you I fought on the road to Bluesky. I believed another sorcerer was attacking me for the bounty they offer for killing anyone who is magically gifted. I apologize, dear friend. How could I know it was you after so many years and when it was reported you perished while trying to cross the Western Glacier. Witnesses said you fell into a crevasse. The bounty hunters waited for days, but you never came out.” 

Much of what Yara said was true. Elbin did fake his death. But none of that mattered right now. “Destroy me and you also destroy the dragon egg,” was all Elbin said in reply. He held the egg down low on his saddle, out of sight.

“Why would I try to destroy an old friend?” Yara said. “We were both members of the High Mage Council all those years ago. You helped me hone my craft and I’ve been forever grateful. I’ve also been lonely hiding in the mountains with no sorcerer friend to share spells and secrets like we did in old times.”

Elbin held up the shiny pearlescent gray-green dragon egg in his left hand for Yara to see. It glowed in the early morning sunlight and was about the size of an ostrich egg. Yara’s eyes glazed over as if he was gazing at the most beautiful woman in the world with her arms reaching out for him.

Ignoring Yara’s blatant lies of friendship, Elbin replied, “I’m placing the egg in a protective cage.” He tossed the egg up and it hung in the air, defying gravity. “I challenge you to mystic combat. Winner takes the egg. Do you agree?”

Yara couldn’t help himself. He laughed at the old mage that was once head and shoulders above him in gifted power. What that simpleton, Elbin, didn’t realize was how vastly Yara had increased his power with a forbidden spell that transferred magic from enchanted relics to his core. This was going to be so easy...

Elbin didn’t wait for Yara’s response. He charged on his horse, head down, his white cloak fluttering behind him as he fired multiple lightning bolts at Yara that were all harmlessly deflected.

Yara laughed again, barely having time to throw a killing bolt of pure energy at the foolish old man. But to his shock and surprise, his spell had no effect. The horse and rider were upon him. Before he could  throw another spell, his invulnerable protective barrier exploded, and he went flying.

Horse, rider, and Yara, were all thrown back by the conjured blast that destroyed the would-be God’s protective barrier. Unhurt, Yara stood up and quickly conjured an even stronger barrier. Then he threw an energy bolt at Elbin powerful enough to cut through a mountain. But to his astonishment, Elbin, who’d just remounted his horse, remained unharmed.

That’s impossible! Yara thought, shocked that his energy bolt didn’t reduce The Ghost to a cloud of charcoal dust. His shock and confusion immobilized the sorcerer just long enough for Elbin to mount a second attack.

Elbin threw his most powerful spell at Yara before the sorcerer could recover his wits. But this time his shield held, and Elbin instantly transported himself back to his Ice Mountain cave realizing his plan was only partially successful.

Yara was stupefied. He couldn’t believe anyone could have penetrated his shield – AND survived that energy bolt. He looked around futilely, wondering where The Ghost had gone. Run away again, of course. The coward.

Then he remembered the dragon egg. He looked over to where it still hung in the air suspended in its invisible cage. At last, he thought as he waddled over to claim his prize with a string of drool leaking from the corner of his mouth. He reached up to retrieve the egg, but to his bitter disappointment his hand passed right through it. The dragon egg was just an illusion. He cursed The Ghost and swore to make him suffer the next time they met. And then he’d kill him.
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The moment Elbin’s second attack failed, he immediately transported back to his Ice Mountain cave a kingdom away. Relieved that her father was safe and unharmed, Avril rushed to welcome him home with open arms. The old man dismounted and bent down to hug his petite young daughter warmly.

“I was so worried,” she cried. “What happened? What did you do? Did you defeat Yara?” Blaze, Balkus, Darius, and Stubil all parroted her questions and concerns, not knowing Elbin’s plan when he went after Yara alone.

“Tea and a bit of nourishment first, my friends,” Elbin stroked his long white beard. “And my dear friend, Balkus, would you be so kind to take care of my horse please?” Balkus was the most experienced horseman of the small group having grown up riding and training horses. His father was a soldier, murdered by Yara when he was 16, defending a castle the sorcerer attacked and looted. Balkus was invited to stay on and work for room and board and the castle after it was looted. But Blakus swore to avenge his father. His mother died of the plague when he was only four years old.

“With pleasure sir. Uh, where should I put him?” They were all still relatively new to Elbin’s Ice Mountain cave home which was rather extensive. Not one cave but rather a system of caves connected by tunnels that the old man fashioned with magic as needed over the past few decades.

“There’s a large chamber a little way past my study and fire pit. Luckily, there is plenty of head room throughout these caverns.” Balkus nodded and led the beautiful white stallion away while Avril got busy making tea for everyone.

Elbin changed into his comfortable old faded black cloak and rested at the small table near the cook fire. Avril put a cup of hot tea in front of him with a plate of eggs, sausage, and buttered bread. “Thank you, daughter,” he said and immediately drank down half his tea. “Ah, that’s better. My throat was parched.” He dove into his late breakfast without another word, making Avil and the rest grit their teeth, trying to be patient and let the old man eat and recharge. Magic may look easy to the ungifted, but it takes a physical as well as mental toll. 

They didn’t have to wait long. Elbin was famished after the nerve-wracking strain of engaging in mystic combat. He begged another cup of tea from Avril and she also brought him a large hot blueberry muffin that he devoured in four huge bites, moaning with pleasure. Standing next to her father, Avril picked a few large crumbs out of his beard.

“I was saving that for later,” he laughed and winked at his daughter.

Finally, he recovered well enough to relate what happened when he met Yara. “I lured Yara outside the city gates and challenged him to mystic battle for the dragon egg,” he began. Avril and Blaze both gasped in shock.

“Oh, don’t worry. I didn’t take the real egg with me. I fooled him with an illusion so I could test an idea how I might break through Yara’s shield and strike him down. As I’ve told you all before, with his shield down Yara’s completely vulnerable.

“And I’m happy to report my idea worked. I broke through his barrier and set the old sorcerer on his butt.”

“You did it? Yara’s dead?” They all asked, eager to know if the sorcerer’s reign of terror and their quest for blood vengeance was finally over.

“I wasn’t able to kill Yara this time,” Elbin admitted. “Unfortunately, the blast of magic that shattered his shield also knocked me off my horse. By the time I got up and threw another spell at him, he’d formed a new, stronger shield. That’s when I decided to transport back home before he could counterattack.”

There was a collective sigh of disappointment. “I’m glad you did, father,” Avril said quickly. “But tell us. What was this idea that let you break through Yara’s shield?”

Elbin smiled. “My horse helped me.”

“What?” Blaze said with a confused look on his face. “How could a horse help you break through Yara’s impenetrable barrier? At least we all thought it was impenetrable until now,” he added.

Elbin laughed this time. “Remember the box of enchanted relics I stole, um, I mean rescued from Bluesky’s treasury before Yara could get his hands on them and before he destroyed the city?”

“Yes...,” Blaze answered slowly. “It contained four enchanted horseshoes. But...”

“My idea was two-fold. First, the horseshoes protect horse and rider from attack. Now, I didn’t know how powerful that enchantment was, but I hoped that a combination of the horse’s shield and my own would be enough to protect me.

“The second part of my idea was to cast my most deadly energy bolt while charging straight at Yara, timing the energy bolt and the horse’s shield to collide with Yara’s shield simultaneously.”

Everyone was silent for a few moments, trying to think how this might help to defeat Yara next time. Balkus was the first to speak up. “What if we went with you next time. Then, when you break through Yara’s barrier, we could all fire poison arrows at the worthless pig.” Darius and Stubil quickly agreed with the idea. None of the three hunters had The Gift but they all wanted to do more than just supply everyone with fresh meat and fish. 

Elbin shook his head sadly. “I’m afraid that we’ve lost the element of surprise. Yara will be on guard next time and won’t let me get close to him. And if I can’t crash into his bubble with my horse’s enchanted shield, then I won’t be able to break through again.”

“Wait,” Blaze spoke up. “Isn’t there some way we can channel my power and Avril’s to you so we can hit him with all our power at once? That would be like Yara using power from all those enchanted relics he drained, except we would only be loaning you our power.”

“That might be possible,” Elbin said thoughtfully, stroking his beard. “But I don’t know how to conjure such a spell. I’ll think on it though. That’s a good idea, Blaze. I just wish your father was here to help. He was the best mage I ever knew and was a good friend.”

Mentioning Blaze’s father gave him another idea. “What if I loaned you my father’s ring? It protects me, much the same as the horseshoes protect the horse and rider. Then you would have triple protection.”

Elbin shook his head again. “No, that won’t work, Blaze. But thank you for the offer. As I told you before, the ring only works for your family’s bloodline.”

Blaze was embarrassed and turned as red as his shock of curly hair. He’d forgotten that detail but appreciated the wisdom his ancestors used when they forged it in case the ring was stolen or fell into the hands of someone like Yara.

“I’m sorry, everyone, but I need to take a nap. We can discuss new strategies later... or tomorrow. I’m bushed.”

Avril stood on her toes to kiss her father’s cheek and even then he had to bend down. They all wished him an early “good night,” thankful he survived his brief but exhausting mystic combat with the murdering scoundrel, Yara.
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Tension remained high throughout Bayshore. Several families left the city to live with distant relatives or start over away from the capital city. They feared Bayshore would share the same fate as Bluesky. There had been no further reports or sightings of Yara since he destroyed Bluesky and no one witnessed his recent brief battle with The Ghost far outside the city gates. Of the paltry 150 or so Bluesky survivors, only a few made the arduous journey to Bayshore to tell the tale of what happened that horrific day that was seared into their memories like a red-hot branding iron. Yara not only defeated two armies single-handed and destroyed the entire capital city. He also declared himself to be the One-True-God, declaring their revered and ancient seven gods were dead.

Bluesky survivor’s money was no good in the taverns. Everyone was desperate to hear the news, to hear how powerful this evil sorcerer really was. Did he truly destroy an entire city and all its people? It was unimaginable. Enterprising inn owners offered the handful of survivors that traveled to Bayshore free room and board if they would tell their stories and draw in thirsty customers. A few survivors even had an audience with King Regis who wanted to corroborate what his few surviving soldiers told him. He granted each of them citizenship in the Western Kingdom, a small plot of land to farm, and enough gold for animals, seed and materials to start over again. Most of them gratefully accepted these gifts and started working their new land right away, happy to be out of a big city and away from constant reminders of the disaster they lived through.

However, there were a few Bluesky survivors that were happy to tell their tale over and over. They became celebrities, much sought after by competing taverns and aristocrats alike. They were paid to retell their eyewitness accounts of Yara’s magic – how he could change his appearance, make himself a giant, create an earthquake, and how no weapon could touch him. They figured it was an easier life than plowing and planting.

These few survivors aimed to keep telling their stories as long as the pay and perks were good. The rest took what King Regis gave them, for they had nothing but the clothes on their backs and left the city. They didn’t want to be there if Yara showed up, so they bought what supplies they needed with the gold King Regis gave them to start a small farm and left the big city as fast as they could.

After hearing virtually the same stories from several survivors, including his own soldiers, King Regis and his advisors all agreed there would be no alternative but surrender if Yara came to Bayshore. Bluesky paid the ultimate price for fighting him. No one wanted to see him destroy Bayshore as well.

“And what shall we do if this self-appointed god wants us to build him a temple, as he demanded at Bluesky?” Jacara asked during the king’s meeting with his advisors. “Are we to bow down to him as a God?”

“King Philo refused to bow down to him.” The king answered. “It did not go well for him or his city. I suggest...”

“Pardon me, sire, for interrupting. But I strongly suggest you bow down and worship the One-True-God.”

Startled, King Regis demanded, “Who are you? And how did you get past my guards?” The king made a mental note to discipline his royal guards. “And how dare you intrude upon your king and his advisors?” The intruder looked like a well-dressed, handsome man in his prime wearing a white robe trimmed in gold with gold sandals. “Guards!” the king yelled before the intruder could repond.

Yara smiled. “I’m afraid your guards won’t be coming. Sleeping on the job, it appears. But let me introduce myself. I am Yara-the-Great, the One-True-God. And to answer your advisor’s questions, yes. You will build me a magnificent temple. The most magnificent temple the world has ever seen. And you will all learn to bow down and worship me. Or you will all die. Your choice,” he said indifferently with a smirk.

“I’ll be back tomorrow at noon for your answer. That will give you a little time to choose wisely. You will also at that time have a lavish suite of rooms in the palace ready for me that are fit for a God. I’ll only be staying here temporarily, of course, until you finish building my temple according to my specifications. And don’t forget to provide attendants to take care of my every need. You might warn them not to try killing me. I take a very dim view of that sort of thing,” he snickered. “And you can forget poison. It’s a waste of time since you can’t kill a God.”

Then he vanished.

“Oh, my God!” One of the advisors cried, then covered his mouth when he realized what he said.

“Not my God,” Regis answered. “But I’m afraid we must all play his game if we are to save our people. Do as the madman says. Arrange for his quarters and personal servants. We have less than 24 hours before he returns.

“And when he does return,” King Regis told his trusted advisors. “Be ready to bow down and even worship him for everyone’s sake. Pray to the seven Gods in private but worship Yara in public.”

“Your highness,” Jacara spoke softly. “Yara may be listening,” he warned.

“You are right, my friend. But it’s my duty to give direction and rule, as long as I am king.”
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After satisfying his gluttonous appetite back at the inn and recharging from his battle with The Ghost, Yara appeared the next day before King Regis exactly at noon. The king’s court was instructed how to receive Yara under pain of death. The king couldn’t afford to let one overzealous hero antagonize the sorcerer and bring ruin down upon them all. As soon as Yara appeared, everyone bowed down low, including King Regis, hoping the seven gods would forgive him and his subjects. Help us! He silently prayed before rising to address the pretender.

“We welcome you, Yara-the-Great,” the king said humbly, bowing low. “All that you requested, quarters and attendants, is ready for your inspection and approval.”

Yara, for once, was pleasantly surprised. This is how a God’s subjects should properly behave. He basked in their “voluntary” devotion. “Everyone rise and behold your new God,” he commanded and stood with his fists at his waist and chin in the air.

Everyone rose but kept their eyes lowered. The king cautioned everyone to not look their new God in the eye. The madman might take offense and make an example of them. Yara didn’t even notice. They were all faceless minions to him.

“We’ve done our best to make your temporary rooms as pleasing as possible in the short time you gave us,” King Regis said. “Of course, we will make any changes you desire. The king then directed a royal servant to give Yara a tour of his quarters and introduce him to his staff of attendants.

“No need, sire. Yara sees all and hears all.” This statement startled the king and his advisors. Yara had already made a quick inspection invisibly. “As crude as these quarters are for a God, they will be acceptable with a few minor changes since it is only temporary.” He then listed those changes of décor he desired. “Oh, and please dismiss the male staff and replace them with young desirable females. I will take occupancy beginning tomorrow afternoon.”

Yara’s demands were minor, mostly concerning décor, except for the change of staff. Giving the madman an all-female staff would be condemning those young women to ruin. But the king realized he had no choice. He would ask for volunteers. Some might jump at the chance to be one of the “One-True-God’s” intimate attendants. If not, he would have to order a few young women into his service under pain of death to their families if they refused. Some sacrifices might need to be made to save the kingdom, as much as he detested the thought.

The changes were quickly made and Yara returned to take possession of his rooms the following afternoon. Not wanting to waste any more time, he then informed the king he wanted a meeting in the morning with himself and his royal architect for the purpose of designing and building his temple.

The next morning, Yara met for the first time with Bayshore’s royal architect, Cushar. King Regis also invited his trusted treasurer, Bendor to attend. He informed Yara he asked his treasurer to be there so that he would know what Cushar needed to build a monument suitable for a God. Bendor’s back was bent from age but he had served King Regis’ father faithfully for many years and still had an amazing head for figures. Yara had no objections and began describing the scope and majesty of his vision for his temple.

“My temple must be seven levels high so that it can be seen above all other structures including the palace.” He glanced at the king who reluctantly nodded his assent.
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