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I dedicate this series to those who have preserved their inner child..

Rose Berryl

 

 

 


 

 

There are dark stories that we try to hide, burying them deep in our memory while we try to resume an almost normal life, away from darkness and deceit. But what if these memories are always there, coming to haunt our sweetest dreams?

 

 

 

Many years have passed since the sorcerer Esklaroth confronted Queen Melena. Nevertheless, a morbid and dark atmosphere continues to hang over the Great World. The old quarrels are resurfacing and gaining strength, while hope is slowly dying in the hearts of the righteous.

Our story begins on Lythuste where Mylvera, a guardian in service to the Order of the White Crown, makes her rounds in dark underground galleries teeming with life beneath Belnigera,1

 the capital of the realm.

— I’ll give you three seconds to get out of here. After that I’ll prevent you from doing harm once and for all! she ordered, her bow strung in readiness to fight.

— Why do you always get in my way, Mylvera?

— Why do you still test my limits when it comes to enforcing the law? You have trespassed the boundaries of the kingdom. You’ll pay the price, either by my hand or the king’s.

She inspected her surroundings carefully, taking advantage of the light from some magical torches hanging on the ancient walls. Stealthily the young woman approached the entrance to a long corridor lost in darkness, her breath barely audible. She felt faint drafts of warm air skimming the back of her hand. Silence pressed down, long and heavy, broken only by the crackling of some brightly colored flames that marked her path. Laid on the ground in big cast-iron pots, they threw out small sparks that fell like showers of stars in various shades, depending on their temperature.

A weird smell filled her nostrils, as bitter and disagreeable as a pair of old wet socks mixed with sulfur. A few yards to her right she heard a faint noise that grew louder as she stepped closer to what turned out to be a large circular room. It was capped by a dome covered with magnificent paintings and supported by many golden columns. Sacred images, each more ornate than the next, flanked each column.

A light shaft was placed above a stone altar that had a glistening surface of astonishing purity, partially flooding the space with a pleasing bluish tint that powerfully enhanced the magic torches on the walls of this strange sanctuary.

Mylvera stepped forward, attentive to the slightest indication of her opponent’s position. But there was nothing. The lack of movement made this incredible place seem like an ancient tomb.

The floor, covered with a mixture of earth and sand, left no trace of footprints, which complicated the knight’s task. How could this creature move without putting its feet on the ground? The ceiling didn’t permit any escape, and the total absence of noise caused her to discard the hypothesis of a flying enemy. What kind of creature was it? 
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