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  Guardian of the Seventh Realm Part One: Prophecy of the Guardian




  The Second Great War between the Light and the Dark has begun, and Abaddon the Demon Lord is searching for the four ancient Wizard Crystals of the Elements. Once the crystals are in his hands, and corrupted to evil, he will destroy the forces of Light upon the earth, and transform the world into eternal darkness. But Darshun Luthais, one of the last Nasharin warriors, along with a few companions, set out on a quest to find the crystals first. Along the journey they encounter giant six-legged serpents, the ruthless Cullach, and other entities of darkness; yet the most challenging obstacle is Darshun’s constant struggle against temptations of evil, and his vow to hold to the faith of all who are calling him the Guardian—the prophesied warrior who will bring down the Demon Lord.




  Guardian of the Seventh Realm Part Two: Siege of Darkness




  Tragedy strikes Zithel, and the city of monks goes up in flames. The Earth-Wizard Mazarian has disappeared, and the army of Asgoth has taken back the Wizard Crystals of the Elements, ready to deliver them into the hands of their master: the Demon Lord Abaddon, where they will be corrupted and used against the very elements they were created to protect, deforming the world to a blackened void. As Darshun Luthais, (the chosen Guardian of earth), emerges from the mystical Shajin Island, having completed his training, ready to combat the forces of evil, he not only finds himself in the center of this chaos, but is also torn in different directions. Part of him longs to obey the wisdom of the Elders by relocating the crystals and fleeing Asgoth, while his Nasharin nature thirsts for battle, eager to take on the many trials that stand in his way, keeping him from what he desires most, challenging Abaddon, the ultimate terror.




  Guardian of the Seventh Realm Part Three: The Coming of the Light




  The Wizard Crystals of the Elements have fallen into the hands of Abaddon, forever corrupted and transformed to evil. Abaddon now patiently waits in his northern kingdom for the coming of Saruinkai—the evening when the spirits of Darkness rule the night, and when he will unleash the Crystals’ horrific powers against their own elements and sweep destruction across the earth. The Light’s hope now lies in the young Nasharin warrior Darshun Luthais--the chosen Guardian, for he alone carries the power to stop Abaddon’s black sorcery and end the war once and for all. But to do so he must cross over into Abaddon’s kingdom, and that means destroying the one who guards the border, a Fallen Angelic Throne, the secret to Asgoth’s three hundred year Rule and invincibility. Led by the elvish lord Caelestias, Darshun and his companions must seek out and destroy the Throne, encounter a Witch, and a horde of other vile creatures, only to stir up the entirety of Asgoth, coming face to face with them, a battle that will determine the fate of the world.




  Guardian of the Seventh Realm Part Four: The Sword of Righteousness




  Darshun Luthais—Nasharin warrior and chosen Guardian of earth, continues his journey across the arctic land of Syngothra, seeking to destroy Abaddon’s Unholy Altar of Power, and bring the Second Great War to an end. But when a new and deadly sorcerer working for Abaddon discovers his plan, he sets up a trap for Darshun and his five companions, a colossal army of darkness lying in wait among the frozen elements, ready to unleash its fury once the intruders are in sight. Now it is up to King Loreus—ruler of Loreladia to unify the scattered races of Light, and charge into Syngothra before the trap is sprung. For Loreus wields the Golden Sword of Purity, a weapon forged long ago by the Five Holy Races, before darkness had separated them. With little time to spare, the Loreladian King must stop the Elves from another civil war, gain their trust and then encounter the Centaurs of Cestmir, a pious Matriarchy and self-righteous race, where if they do not remember the Sword, they may prove to be more of an enemy than Abaddon.




  Dedication




  I would like to dedicate this book to two individuals. First, my dearest friend, Christina M Cordeiro, for staying by my side through times of darkness, and believing in me when I at times did not. Thank you, I love you with all my heart, “Lilly.” And second, to Cynthia Jones, for all of your help exposing my stories, and for how much you love and appreciate my work, and see it for what it truly is, a reflection of our own reality...in epic form, nonetheless.




  Chapter 1: Until We Meet Again




  Darshun, the other Nasharins, the High Wizard Mazarian and the Centaur Favonius had been traveling through the Demon Stone Mountains for three days, led by the Dwarvish Captain Baruch. While there were not many twists and turns, or slippery slopes like there had been in the Northern Mountains, there were a dozen or so offshoots into other corridors. Baruch stayed on the same path they’d originally begun. Darshun wondered what lay down those long dark passageways. Perhaps old abandoned caverns where the demonic held council, or maybe leftover elements like the explosive Sythra, embedded within the rock walls? Whatever it was, there was no point in finding out.




  Dark and lonely the journey had been, with little to no conversation; they were putting nearly every ounce of energy into getting out those accursed caves, especially for being at the mercy of them, having their powers taken away. Fortunately there hadn’t been any disturbances or enemies. They were almost to their destination. As one of Baruch’s torches began to burn out up ahead there was a dim yellow glow.




  “Is that…sunlight?” Darshun asked, his mouth watering.




  “Aye,” Baruch answered, his burly voice bouncing off the walls. “It shines through an opening from the top of the mountain, one of the places where that Melgothris returns. At the end of this path there will be a stone bridge that stretches over the Lake of Fire. After the bridge is a rocky trail leading up another tunnel that will take us out of the mountain.”




  “I never thought to hear such words again,” Favonius said.




  Baruch glanced to him, casting a smirk. “A little cabin fever have you?”




  “I just long to see the sky.”




  “He speaks for all of us,” Minevara commented. “Enough of this underground.”




  Baruch rolled his eyes. Up Landers. “All right, listen closely, now is the time where we must be extremely cautious because there’s no telling whether that ‘demon-for-a-dragon’ is here.”




  Melgothris, Darshun thought. For something in his belly longed to witness this Demonic Dragon; he is, after all, said to be the most fearful and dangerous Dragon ever to set foot on earth. But he would not wander from the group, nor give into his desires, not this time. He had done that enough in the past, each time nearly getting killed.




  They approached the bridge and it seemed to stretch a thousand feet across. When looking down they could only see a thick gray mist, but the surrounding areas of the bridge, from the long gaps to the spherical rocky walls, were empty, hollow and evenly spaced.




  “Wow! It’s as if someone cut an enormous circular hole through this mountain from top to bottom,” Darshun said.




  “That’s exactly what the five Demons did,” Baruch whispered, “back in the days of the First Great War, for the purpose of the abomination they had created, Melgothris.”




  “What energy it must have taken!”




  Many looked upon Darshun, seeing the excitement in his eyes, and his hands a bit shaky.




  “Darshun…focus,” Mirabel said.




  He shook his head. “Right.”




  “Come, we must move quickly,” Baruch said.




  They began crossing the bridge. Not a sound could be heard except the hollowing of a cold strong wind blowing down from atop. From time to time Darshun would gaze below at the gray mist and catch a glimpse or two of what looked like fire. For a moment the dancing flames would illuminate the darkness, then disappear in another thick gray haze. That must have been the strange Lake of Fire King Sirach had talked about, where the souls of mighty warriors linger within the flames, forever trapped, and riving in agony, giving Melgothris life. The cruelty of Black Magic!




  Finally they were across and there lay the rocky trail Baruch spoke about.




  “Only one more tunnel up!” Darshun said, so excited at seeing daylight that he had goose bumps.




  “Race you to the top!” Minevara said.




  “You two, enough, this is no place for games!” Baruch scolded. “It is a dangerous climb; you would do well not to slide back and knock us all off the bridge.”




  “All right, all right,” Minevara said, sticking out her tongue behind his little back.




  Mirabel shook his head.




  But Baruch had spoken correctly; the path consisted of loose rock and flaky shale, not to mention steep; cautiously they took little steps. When about halfway up Favonius just happened to step on the most brittle piece of shale, causing a large section to crack and come apart; he began to fall. Darshun, who had been climbing ahead of him, quickly turned around and grabbed his arms.




  “I got you!” he said, steadying Favonius onto a more solid part of the trail. But the excessive weight caused his feet to slide out from under him and he tumbled down the path, crashing onto the bridge and rolling off the side. He caught himself in the nick of time, gripping a few jagged edges. However, the edges were almost entirely coated with ice. He was losing grip fast. The others rushed down to help, sliding on a layer of crumbling rock.




  “Hold on!” Mirabel said. He reached for his hand but a second too late, Darshun slipped off and descended into the darkness.




  “Darshun!” Favonius shouted, staring down into the black void.




  One by one they fell to their knees in shock, for this was it. The Guardian had fallen into shadow, into the Lake of Fire.




  “Why didn’t he just let me fall?” Favonius said, his voice cracking with sorrow.




  Nobody could speak. Nobody could breath. Despair set in, all except one…Mirabel!




  “If he lands into the water he will survive the fall,” Mirabel said.




  “It is a long drop,” Baruch answered. “You have to think about that.”




  Mirabel looked to him, witnessing the defeat in Baruch’s eyes, along with everyone else’s, especially Minevara’s, tears beginning to fall. “His body can take it. He’s Nasharin. Have more faith in our Guardian.”




  “A Nasharin without power,” Minevara added. “You forget where we are? As long as we’re in this blasted mountain power means nothing. The elements have taken it away.”




  “Dear sister of Darshun, have you forgotten how we train our bodies? Adapt to our surroundings? He is alive. Baruch, is there another way out down there?”




  He didn’t answer, still in shock from the death (as he believed), of the Guardian.




  “Baruch?”




  “Yes. North of the lake exist tunnels the Goblins had built. Upon exiting the lake you can see a host of them to the right, but one single solitary tunnel on the left, if it’s still there. That is the only passage leading out of the mountain.”




  “Thank you. I am going after him.”




  “Mirabel?” Minevara said, clenching onto his sleeve.




  “There’s no other option.”




  “Then we are going with you.”




  “No, if Melgothris is down there we’d only have more chances of awakening him. I will go alone. You five get out of the mountain right away.”




  She sighed, staring at him a moment, and then gave him a quick hug. “You brought Windtros up, you know him best. Go on and save him, Mirabel the Great.”




  The others looked at him as if it would be the last time.




  Mirabel laughed. “Talk about doom and gloom. Ha, don’t worry, my friends, one way or another we’ll meet again.”




  He took a deep breath, preparing to leap off when Magnus grabbed his shoulder. Quickly Mirabel turned around. “Abidan be with you, old friend, and…my dear brother.”




  Mirabel smiled. “He is, always has been. Look for us on the other side.” With a powerful thrust he jumped into the air, his cloak rippling in a breeze; he straightened his body like a pin, glanced once more at his friends, and dropped into darkness.




  The Wizard Mazarian walked over to the edge. “Farewell,” he said, staring at the mist. “Until we meet again.”




  Down he plunged into the lake, sinking deep within the cold water; once resurfaced he found himself around patches of fire that were spread out across the lake burning on top of the water. Within those fires were Humans, Elves, Dwarves, even Wizards, still in bodily form, with facial expressions of fear and dread. The flames did not consume them. They were as if frozen in time and he remembered what King Sirach had said about the five Demons, who long ago placed these poor souls within these dark magic fires to drain their life force that gave birth to Melgothris. They were mysterious, eerie, and he tried not to look upon them. Remaining calm, he shifted his eyes around, searching for Darshun. At first there was no sign of him, until his gaze caught a rocky embankment with Darshun resting on its edge.




  “My son!” He swam over and climbed onto the embankment. It was Darshun all right. His body was stiff and he lay unconscious, but was breathing. “Darshun! Darshun!” he yelled, tugging at his arm.




  Slowly, he opened his eyes. “Father?”




  “It is I, my son. Quick, you must get up before you freeze to death. These cloaks are almost little use.”




  “Did you fall too?”




  “Jumped.”




  There was no reason to ask why, Darshun already knew. He sat up, moving his arms to and fro and then his legs, getting his body to “thaw out.”




  “Heh, now we’re both stuck down here. Too bad we couldn’t make a fire, maybe roast a pot of coffee—eggs and toast would be nice too.”




  Mirabel smiled. Even at as dire a moment as this Darshun was thinking of the simple things in life he cherished. “Not necessarily are we stuck. Baruch told me the Goblins built tunnels down here north of this lake, leading out of the mountain. That is where we must go. Hopefully this embankment runs all the way to it. Now come, we must hurry.”




  “How long do you think the cloaks are going to last? I mean, they still are producing heat but I can tell they are weakening.”




  “I don’t know. Let’s not think about that now. Our energy must be spent on getting out of here.”




  “Right.”




  They ventured along the embankment. The fires atop of the lake gave them much light to see by. Though Darshun couldn’t help but stare at the souls within the flames and cringe.




  “This place…it is so evil, depressing,” Darshun said.




  “Try not to stare at the fires,” Mirabel responded.




  Soon the embankment came to an end; however, the lake continued to stretch.




  “We are going to have to swim,” Mirabel said. “I can not imagine it being much farther. Will you be all right?”




  “Yes. I don’t plan on dying in this accursed mountain, Father.”




  “Then let us go—”




  “Wait, didn’t King Sirach say the five demons that created this place were bound within this lake?”




  “He did.”




  “In that case, can they harm us were we to enter the water?”




  Mirabel hesitated to answer. “I don’t know. We haven’t a choice in the matter.”




  They both gazed at the lake, wondering if death awaited in the deep. Was it really possible to be attacked by bound spirits under the water? Whether it was or not, Mirabel had spoken truly, they had not a choice in the matter. Entering the water was the only way out!




  “We best be on the move,” Mirabel said. “Stay close.”




  So as not to make a sound they crept into the cold water silently, getting onto their bottoms, setting their legs in and slowly dipping their bodies. The sensation was strange, cold, but not cold enough for death to strike, thanks to the cloaks. They swam by or maneuvered around many fires, never looking at the poor souls within. And they could feel a terrible darkness watching them from the depths of the lake, a type of sickly energy pricking their spirits. It followed wherever they moved, constantly on them. Out of curiosity Darshun dunked his head underwater and opened his eyes. Far below, in the depths of darkness he caught a glimpse of five sets of shinning red eyes glaring at him, piercing his soul; they disappeared. He lifted his head to the surface, swallowing some water, gasping. Mirabel grabbed his arm.




  “Are you all right?” he asked.




  “Yes, yes, let’s keep moving,” Darshun answered, not wishing to speak about it.




  They swam a little longer, making way around a wide bend, and just when they felt their bodies couldn’t handle any more of the wet cold, and that their cloaks were about to crumble apart, they reached shore and were finally across the lake. As they stepped out of the water the cloaks seemed to dry fast, the liquid quickly dripping off. Everything around was lit up, not from the fires upon the lake, but from the sun. For at the top of the mountain directly above was another large spherical opening, the Dragon’s other passage. The clear sight of the light made both of them ecstatic.




  “I can’t wait to be out of a here!” Darshun said, placing an arm around his father.




  “The mines,” Mirabel said, pointing to their right where numerous tunnels dwelled. Then he pointed left where only one was visible. “And that is the exit to the outside!”




  “Ha, I almost feel like thanking the Goblins.”




  Mirabel chuckled. “All right, let us go.”




  Before they took a step forward a heavy wind began to blow against their backs, accompanied by an eerie presence. They turned around and looked across the lake but saw nothing; the wind increased.




  “There shouldn’t be such a strong wind down here,” Darshun said. “Where is it coming from?”




  Mirabel said nothing, though his heart began to race quite rapidly. He had his senses more focused around the presence, and wondered if Darshun had even felt it. And then they heard a roar; massive, terrible, echoing across the lake; the water rippling, becoming rough like at sea.




  “Melgothris!” Mirabel said. “He’s coming this way. Run! Run!”




  They were too late. The dragon soared out of the mist and spotted them. He was…enormous! From head to tail over a hundred feet long, massively shaped head, thick brow and wide nostrils, smoke drifting out; glowing reddish-white eyes, jaws filled with hundreds of large razor-sharp teeth. There were also series of horns upon his head five times as long as common swords, shifting down the sides of his face; his body was shielded with thick reddish-black plates and the tail looked as if it could crush a castle with one swing. The creature’s legs were unnaturally monstrous and its two large wings blackened most of what little light poured down from above. He hovered in the air, glaring at them, knowing they were intruders that must die. Following an ear-piercing roar, Mirabel and Darshun ran as fast as they could to the exit tunnel. Melgothris flew over and landed in between them, shaking the very ground, swinging his tail against the rocks. A mass of boulders fell in front of their escape.




  The second choice had to be taken. “To the Goblin mines!” Mirabel shouted.




  With impressive haste they ran to the other side and hurried into one of the tunnels. As dark as could be, they made well around every twist and turn, using their senses of smell and touch. For the rocky walls, like all of these demonic mountains, gave off such strong unexplainable odors, making it difficult running into one, fortunately. Melgothris helped also; the sounds of his roaring bounced back and forth off the walls, scattering in many directions, revealing to them there were multiple corridors to take.




  “Which way now?” Darshun asked.




  Before Mirabel could answer they both heard a sound similar to the eruption of a volcano and felt a blistering heat.




  “Melgothris is breathing fire!” Mirabel yelled, grabbing Darshun’s arm, and jumped into a separate pathway. “Back back! To the ground!”




  Just as they hit the hard floor and covered their faces, a stream of reddish-black flames burst past, traveling into some of the other tunnels.




  “Wow…what a fire,” Darshun said, impressed. “It feels like he heated up the very rocks we’re hiding in.”




  “He has and will continue to do so until we come out.”




  “Then let’s see how far this corridor goes.” But not far at all, for they discovered the path to be nothing more than a twenty-five foot cave. “Oh great! Now what do we do?”




  Melgothris roared so loudly it felt as if the whole mountain would crumble apart. Then he breathed another arson of fire down a different Goblin tunnel. This time the flames flew past them, soaring from the other direction. The rocks were heating up and the smoke was choking the air away.




  “He knows we’re hiding in this particular spot,” Mirabel said. “He’s spreading fire down each tunnel, making the rocks too hot to travel on. If we do not abandon this place soon we’ll die from heat exhaustion and suffocation.”




  “What are we to do then?” Darshun asked.




  “We’ll have to fight him.”




  “Without our abilities? We’ll be killed!”




  “I may be, but you’ll have distraction for escape.”




  Darshun looked into his eyes, more serious than Mirabel had ever seen him. “Father, we are both making it out of here alive. Besides, if I escape he’s going to hunt me down on the outside, along with everyone else. There must be a way to beat him.”




  “Elements.”




  “What?”




  “This place, it blocks out elements pertaining to Wizards and Nasharins, but what of…Elves?”




  “King Sirach didn’t say. Though why assume different?”




  “Among all creatures of earth, even Wizards, Elves retain the highest rank of the Light. Their sins are few. And Darshun, my son, you are elvish.”




  “So is Minevara and she was powerless.”




  “She never tried using them. The Nasharin blood in her made it seem she was powerless. That feeling struck us all.”




  “Not I.”




  “Yes, not you, interesting…”




  Realizing he might be right, Darshun said, “Even so, my abilities can do nothing to help us, they’re not offensive. And if they were, I’m untrained in the magic.”




  As another “river” of Melgothris’ flames came bursting through, Mirabel was taken back to old tales spoken by his father. “It has been said that the Nasharin is the most highly advanced being to walk the earth, adaptable, powerful, intelligent, but also dependable of his element. Naturally it is his life. You and I both know that our weariness right now is more so because of being denied our powers.”




  “Yes, my body feels like it’s on its last leg and that another day within this mountain I’d die.”




  “Your thoughts prove correct. As spirits are infused into bodies, completing the link between the Creator and the created, so must our elements once again infuse us.”




  “Yes but we must find our way out of this mountain for that.”




  “The body longs for it, my essence welcomes it.”




  “Father, what are you saying?” Darshun asked, for the look in Mirabel’s eyes was powerful, concentrated, as if he were conjuring up a sacred energy from the deepest depths of the earth.




  “Caelestias said you have power over the elements. Darshun, using every amount of will given you must draw lightning out of the sky and into me.”




  His jaw dropped. “Have you lost your mind?”




  Flames flew past yet again, dramatically increasing temperature. Some of the rocks where turning red, the smoke stinging their eyes.




  “My son, there is no other choice. I know you can do it; the elvish magic within is strong. Don’t worry about me, I possess no fear, and…welcome my element.”




  “And if I can’t draw the lightning?”




  Very Sternly Mirabel said, “It shall work. Let us go.”




  He unhooked the shield King Sirach had given him, as the King had put it: “the shield of glistening beauty,” created with sapphire gemstone, Milandrith Metal, and infused with Water Magic, specifically fashioned to defend against Melgothris, only…how long would it last?




  They stepped back into the tunnel. Darshun got behind him. Then they ran out and saw the dragon hovering beside another one of the Goblin mine entrances, preparing to breathe fire into it; his gaze caught them.




  Quickly Mirabel unhooked the Dragon Spirit Lance from his belt, aimed and focused his mind upon the target, merging his thoughts with the Lance, intertwining like the harmony of music, only this was no harmony. A kind of sacredness danced in his head, aligned to the mystic powers of the Lance, and the target it was bent on, as though it was the audience, was the evil of Melgothris, disrupting the harmony, and Mirabel could feel the Lance, wanting the corruption to cease, longing to destroy it. He now understood how wielding the Lance was done, which came naturally, and how no entity of darkness, or one with a weak, unsteady/unstable mind could ever hope to control it. The thought patterns had to be balanced, and direly focused. Seconds later the Lance shot out a flame, it blazed through the air, gracefully forming into the shape of a massive dragon, three-quarters the size of Melgothris; what Magic indeed! The fiery image flew directly into the enemy causing a ground-shaking explosion.




  “Now Darshun!” Mirabel shouted. “Do it now!”




  Darshun closed his eyes, held his hands into the air and a green glow surrounded him. He hadn’t much faith in the idea, with little to no understanding in what he was doing, but amazingly it came natural, as it had with Mirabel and the Dragon Spirit Lance, reminding Darshun of the first time he had ever transformed and launched two streams of blistering red flames against his Dream Assassin, striking the unholy entity down. It was instinctual, natural.




  As if elements in the sky were part of his body, the wind, the clouds, the rain and the light, urging to come to him, he focused all he could on electrical charges, the phenomenon which causes lightning, and to even his surprise, felt them, made his skin tingle, his senses enlighten. Now, he had to draw them to himself, as if hooked on rope or chain, link by link. The elvish magic was too unbelievable, ridiculous, and mind-boggling. He began the process, causing the sky high above to slowly darken, ever curious what those on the outside were thinking.




  As for Melgothris, he had fallen down from the attack of the Lance, dazed and confused, but only a few minutes. He stood up, unharmed, having minor burns; worst of all, the monstrosity was enraged.




  “Is it working?” Mirabel asked.




  “Yes, but I need time,” Darshun yelled.




  “So be it.”




  Mirabel ran toward Melgothris, though the Dragon was much more interested in Darshun, now that a greenish light shined around him. Fixing a dark glare on its prey, he took flight attempting to do ‘who knows what kind of damage?’ So Mirabel, putting all strength into one arm, launched his sword into the air, shooting right at Melgothris, piercing his left wing. In a flash the Dragon turned its cold eyes on Mirabel and breathed fire. Hoping, praying it might work, Mirabel held out the blue shield, stationing himself behind it. The dragon’s fire was much wider in width than the shield, but surprisingly aqua light extended out of the metal in all directions, becoming large enough to stop every spark of the deathly flames.




  “Amazing,” Mirabel said. “It really has been infused with Water Magic, not that I doubted. However, it won’t last for long. Of that I am sure.”




  Melgothris, becoming even madder, tried stomping onto him. Mirabel ran back and forth, maneuvering around its massive clumsy feet, but the trembling ground made it difficult to move gracefully. Then a sharp swing of the tail struck Mirabel in his side and sent him flying across the cave, helplessly plunging into the lake, not to mention losing hold of his weapons. With a swollen chest, and probably a few broken ribs he surfaced as fast as he could, though only to come face to face with the King of all Dragons, hovering above the water, preparing to breathe fire. Quickly Mirabel swam under. The flames fell hard into the lake heating it up. Mirabel resurfaced at another location, hoping to make a clearing for air but yet again Melgothris was waiting for him. Back under the water he swam as flames fell into the lake a second time. Cold, tired, and losing breath, Mirabel wouldn’t last much longer. There had to be something he could do, it couldn’t end like this, not his life. Then he saw the shield drifting past from above, shining a glorious aqua, as if calling to him. With little strength left he swam up, grabbed the handle and let the extension of light protect him as another host of flames fell. While this allowed him time to breathe, he saw that the shield had lost a section of power, like defected metal, one-fourth of the aqua light had “broken off” or disappeared and some of the Dragon’s fire touched water. The rise in temperature proved incredible. From just a tad of the Dragon’s flames the lake began to feel like a steam bath. How much longer could he keep this up?




  Suddenly a roaring thunder coming from outside the mountain distracted Melgothris; he ceased attacking; growing ever curious, he began to fly up to the exit of the cave. Under no watchful eye, Mirabel took advantage of this moment and swam to shore. Fortunately he found his sword lying upon the rocks, picked it up, and began to run toward Darshun. Melgothris saw the raging storm brewing outside, the first thunderstorm to ever sit in Syngothra’s sky. It made no sense, not in this frozen land ruled by his master Abaddon. Then he looked down at Darshun, the green glowing creature; he was causing it! Not knowing the reason for the storm, though understanding it couldn’t be good, Melgothris flew down to him opened-mouthed, and breathed a heavy arson of fire. Mirabel, running as fast as he could, leaped in front of Darshun at the last possible moment, holding out the shield, and blocked the flames. It held out long enough for the flames to pass, then all light ceased and the metal crumpled apart to the handle. Mirabel cast it to the ground. Melgothris had only to do a final attack.




  “I can’t hold him off anymore,” Mirabel said, falling to his knees from exhaustion.




  And then it came, a large surge of energy, strangely red-orange, with electrical streaks around it, storming through the opening by the motion of Darshun’s hands and right into Mirabel. There was a flash, followed by a bright glow, and smoke. Darshun didn’t know if the process had worked, or if he had just reduced his own father to ashes. As the brightness lifted, a being stood, shining yellow, white, and blue, with ecstatic emerald eyes. Mirabel! The plan had not only worked, but had enlightened him to a whole new level of power, almost like a third ability beyond Ascension. It was...mind-boggling!




  “Finish this, Father,” Darshun said and collapsed to the ground, nearly falling unconscious.




  The energized Nasharin glared at his opponent, holding his sword high into the air. Lightning shot out of the metal tip, striking Melgothris in his chest, knocking the wind out of him. Before realizing what caused the blow, Mirabel ran behind him and slashed the back of one leg, hamstringing the monstrosity, then tried for the other. Melgothris sharply turned, swinging his tail, striking Mirabel in the back. Across the cave some seventy, eighty feet he flew, smashing into a wall of rock. Had this new energy not engulfed his body, the blow this time would have surely broken him apart. As he struggled getting up, Melgothris took flight, fixing his eyes on this annoyance of an enemy, and sprayed a stream of fire strangely larger, thicker, and hotter than ever before. Seemed toying with the “prey” had ended, no more holding back. Mirabel barely managed to roll out of the way. The flames hit and instantly melted the rock to molten lava. Melgothris shot again, and then again, and again and again, Mirabel continuously dodging, a pool of lava filling up the surrounding areas.




  “Wait a minute; he’s not trying to hit me. He’s trying to trap Darshun and me in lava!”




  Realizing no time must be wasted, Mirabel cast a shower of lightning at the Dragon, striking all over its body, smoldering portions of scales, electrifying its entire figure. Continuing the onslaught, bolt after bolt, flowing out of him like a river, he felt his essence beginning to fade; never before had he so “carelessly” unleashed such power. But never had he faced such a creature of immense strength, and it had to be brought down! Also, he apparently had no control over the elemental colors, sometimes flashing white, yellow, sometimes blue, with thunder roaring to no end. However, every hit was one step closer to victory. Melgothris had now gotten struck a hundred times and having too little energy for escape, he drifted to the ground, clumsily landing on one leg, the other still oozing blood from the hamstringing. Mirabel ran behind him, sword in hand, and hamstrung the right leg, toppling Melgothris over. Then he climbed onto its back, carefully avoiding the sharp spikes, still glowing red from the heat of the lightning, and hurried to his head, attempting to jab a sword into the skull. Amazingly, life still sprung in this monster. Swaying his massive wings, nearly blowing Mirabel off, Melgothris took flight once again, soaring up and up, at least two, three hundred feet. What strength, what power! it must have took to accomplish this. Now Mirabel understood why Melgothris was heavily feared in the ancient days, even by the mightiest of Dragons. For what other creature could take such overwhelming damage and still possess a fight? He struggled holding on, gripping the slippery scales. Wanting this annoyance off, Melgothris purposely flew backwards and crashed into the mountain, almost crushing Mirabel to death had he not moved the last second. Melgothris began crashing himself into the walls continuously, back and forth, to and fro, causing rocks and boulders to fall everywhere, a few almost landing on Darshun. Then it happened, a devastating blow delivered by the Dragon as it crashed into a position where Mirabel had been keeping his arm and crushed it. The pain shot through him so dramatically, so insanely that every bone in the limb must have broken to shards. And with his newfound strength almost extinguished, he couldn’t hold on any longer, not in his condition. Landing in water seemed the only hope. Therefore, summoning up what he believed to be his final strength, he cast two lightning bolts at Melgothris’ wings, knocking them out of commotion. From nearly the top of the cave the Dragon fell like a shooting star; and just as Mirabel had hoped, they crashed into the lake, sinking into depths of darkness, joining the five Demons bound for eternity.




  “Father!” Darshun yelled in despair.




  For a moment all remained quiet, not a sound, not a peep. Like the storm outside, the power of Mirabel had passed. But did it work, and was he…dead? Finding the strength to stand, he made his way to the lake; one way or another, his father was coming with him. Then the water bubbled and ripples began to form. They were small; however, one cannot be too careful. Darshun stopped in his tracks and unsheathed his sword, knowing full well that if Melgothris emerged he’d be damaged and possibly able to defeat. Every passing second drove Darshun insane, waiting…watching. Finally a head surfaced and to his delight it was Mirabel. Quickly he rushed into the lake to help, splashing through the water, and gently setting Mirabel’s untouched arm around his shoulder.




  “Are you all right father?”




  “A little dizzy, but I’ll live. The question is are you all right?”




  “Good as ever. Ha, never in a thousand years did I think that would have worked! You were right, I shouldn’t have doubted.”




  Smiling, he said, “Oh my boy, there’s so much uncharted territory of power in you you’ve yet to discover. Now let’s get out of here. I have a few jolts left to blast an opening through the rocks blocking our escape. Step aside.” Pointing a finger, he fired a flashy yellow bolt at the blockade, smoke and dust rising. “The passage is clear.”




  Then, like a never-ending night terror, there was a bubbling among the lake, and great ripples spreading far across.




  Overhearing, both Mirabel and Darshun turned around sharply. “There’s just…no way!” Darshun panicked.




  Out stormed Melgothris, ascending like the rising sun, enraged and still possessing energy. He soared to them, eyes glowing red like two stars ready to explode, his mouth hanging open, smoke drifting out his nostrils. A final arson of flames was about to come.




  “To the tunnel!” Darshun shouted.




  But Mirabel knew they wouldn’t make it. There remained only one option. Concentrating every scrap of energy left within, he held out his sword, loosening the grip, empowered the blade with electricity, and shot it off on a lightning bolt, riding the current directly through the Dragon’s severely damaged scales and into its heart. Power shot out of his eyes, nostrils, and mouth, melting his face. The lifeless body of Melgothris crashed hard into the wall above their escape and tumbled off to the side. But the weight had split much of the wall apart and it began to crumble. With what had to have been Mirabel’s absolute final surge of energy he pushed Darshun forward into the tunnel and the collapsing rocks separated them from one another.




  After debris and dust settled Darshun opened his eyes. It was not entirely dark, for within the mound of rubble there were a few gaps that allowed in some light. Darshun, however, was alone.
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