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Chapter 1 “Elderborn…” 
 
The grass was flowing and high winds roared as the crystalline sky shimmered. The 

landscape was scorched from endless wars of the past. Vast mountain ranges score the 
horizon, with a scarred castle resting at the highest peak. A castle that had seen many wars, 
and fought off many attacks. In its hallowed halls rested a throne forged of Amaranthium, 
adorned with trinkets, weapons, and tapestries of all kinds. The scrawny servant approached 
the throne. 

 
“Aegoth, mine King.” in a shaky voice. 
“What is it Voltar?” 
 
Aegoth rose from the throne standing as tall as an oak tree. He was blessed with an 

almighty physique. His flowing silver hair wrapping around his head framing his tough and 
jagged face, outlining his well-groomed beard. Anyone who had a chance to lay their eyes on 
the King would be stripped of their confidence instantly. 

 
“Mine King, Aiden has completed his first trial.” 
“Excellent, I will see him now. Take charge of the courts.” 
“Mine King.”  
 
The servant bowed, not with respect but fear barely making eye contact. Aegoth 

exited the halls and made his way into the courtyard where his son had been training for 2 
years now. On the ground lay a full sized bull, impaled by a silver sword in the torso. Aegoth 
looked at the bull and then at Aiden, with bloodied hands, and grinned. 

 
“Well done, my son.” Aegoth acknowledged. “How did it feel?” 
“It was tough mine King.” 
“I’m your father!” 
“…Yes, mine- …Father.” 
 
Aiden was reluctant as ever to believe that someone as monstrous could be his 

father. 
“Have you chosen yet?” 
Aegoth knelt down and tried to meet his son eye to eye but still looked down. 
“No, Father. I can’t seem to decide.” 



“Aiden, my son. You must realize that you come from an ancient bloodline. We 
Elderborn are rightful successors to the Crystalline Throne.” Aegoth laid his finger under 
Aiden’s chin, bringing it upward. “You will be turning 8 soon. It is your birth right to seek the 
high council on the rising of your 8th. You will need to choose then, and it will be best for you 
to do so soon. For on our 8th rising, if we do not choose, we Amaranth are better off dead. 
Would you like to work as a stable boy for the Krieg?” 

“No, Father.” 
 
The Krieg Empire, the only power that stood between Amar and total domination. 

Until now, The Kriegs have only been barely able to withstand the Amaranth attacks because 
of their overwhelming numbers. Before Aegoth took the throne, Krieg had ruled all of the 
kingdoms. It was under Aegoth that the banner men took up arms and annihilated them. 

 
It was the eve of Aiden’s 8th rising. He would soon have to make an important 

decision. Upon an Amaranth’s 8th rising they are taken to the Council of the Three. It is at 
this commencement ceremony when an Amaranth is truly born. The Council of the Three, 
rightful caretakers of the Amaranthine Crystal, saw to it that every Amaranth was bestowed 
dominion over three aspects: Agility, Strength, or Magic. However, this right was only given 
to the Highborn, peoples of the court, and of course the royal lineage of the Elderborn. This 
ensured that the highest born of the court always had an advantage over the peasants. 
Refuse to pay tax, lose your life. Rebel, lose your life. If you were born into normalcy; you 
were powerless. 

 
“Father, why is it so important I make my decision.” 
 
Aegoth paced around the room spinning a sword as maids hustled around Aiden, 

grooming his hair and fitting his night clothes. 
 
“Aiden, we are Elderborn. The royal Amaranth bloodline. If our hearts waver in the 

presence of the Amaranthine Crystal, then it will see fit to take our lives instead.” 
“But why must we go before the Amaranthine Crystal? Can’t we just not go?” 
“Aiden…” Aegoth shakes his head. “This is a gift. To be blessed by the crystal with 

fearsome power. If we do not have this, our advantage over the Krieg disappear. We are few 
in numbers.” 

“What did you choose, Father?” 
“Ag-” Aegoth corrects his posture and resumes pacing. “Look at me, of course, I chose 

Strength.” 
“Should I choose strength?” Aiden looked around still muddled in confusion. 



“Aiden, there is a great power within all three aspects. The reason you undergo these 
trials is so that you may have a better understanding of what you’ll need to survive as an 
Amaranth. If the bull was too fast for you, perhaps Agility is your calling. If the bull 
overpowered you, then you must trust strength. And if the bull outwitted you, then you must 
depend on Magic.” 

 
Aiden looked troubled. He still could not decide. But the hour of his rising was 

approaching. Would he lose his life? Or would he embrace the blessing of the Three Aspects? 
This was all just too much for a child of 7 to comprehend. Aiden was put to bed to think of 
this decision as Aegoth left him with some words of wisdom. 

 
“Aiden, do not disgrace the Elderborn.” 
 
Aegoth closed the door as the room quickly became pitch black. 
In his quarters he sat in his chair sipping wine and looking out the window at the night 

sky. A frail man cloaked in black entered from the shadows taking one knee. 
“Mine King.” 
“Friede, I’ve been waiting.” 
“It is done.” 
“Everything?” Aegoth quickly stood up. 
“Yes. It has taken us a long time but we’ve finally been able to extract another 

crystalline essence.” the man unwraps a crystal pearl gleaming with energy. 
“Whose is it?” 
“Mine King, it came from Viktor Blazerift.” 
Aegoth rested his chin in his hands. 
“Viktor…he was Ran Windstrike’s maestro, was he not?” 
“Indeed, Mine King.” 
“So then, he chose Magic. How fitting it is, that Viktor be the one to give me Magic, as 

Windstrike had given me Agility. They both died for their King.” Aegoth moved swiftly and 
took the crystal pearls from Friede. “I need more Friede. We will strengthen my most trusted 
guards with this new power.” He laid out his palm as the crystal lifted into the air and spiraled 
in front of Aegoth. A high wind roared through his room and the halls. 

 
Awoken from the glancing winds, Aiden ran down the halls towards Aegoth's 

chambers. As he went to knock on the door, he heard chatter. 
“What about Mine Prince Aiden?” Friede asked. 
“Not yet. He hasn’t even chosen his aspect. He must prove himself to me.” 
“He would not like to know that his godfather Windstrike died for this.” 



“Silence! Watch your tongue in these hallowed halls. The words travel unimpeded…” 
Aegoth glared at the door. 

Aiden’s eyes widened. He wanted to scream but his hands covered his mouth as if he 
knew that this was no ordinary secret. 

“They died for their King. And I now…alone control all 3 aspects. And there’s nothing 
the Council of the Three can do about it. Krieg, is mine.” 

 
Aiden quickly returned to his room. He could not truly and fully understand the 

magnitude of what he had heard. His father now controlled all 3 aspects of the Amaranthine 
Crystal. But more importantly, soldiers died because of it. 

 
The morning came and Aiden awoke. He knew that what he had witnessed had to be 

a nightmare. He was 7. What else do children of 7 experience during the night? He put on his 
ceremonial robes and entered the Crystalline Hall. 

 
“Son. Are you ready?” Aegoth stood up. 
The subjects and all the Highborn knelt at Prince Aiden’s presence. 
“Yes, Father.” 
 
The priests of the council took Aiden’s hand and began to lead him into the rear of the 

castle. Aegoth followed with a troop of his personal guard. They arrived at an archway laden 
vine and half swallowed by the earth. The priests began reading from a grimoire as a 
doorway opened in front of their eyes, blocking the scenery that once stood before them. 
They descended a spiral stairway, which led to an opening in the cliff face overlooking the 
deadly vertical drop of Mt. Amaran. Pillars surrounded the altar as the priests and Aegoth's 
personal guards lined against the rear of the altar room. In the back, behind an altar were 3 
Magi dressed in silver and mithril linens and robes. Their faces half covered by silk, and their 
eyes white, devoid of pupils. In unison, they began to speak. 

“Aiden Elderborn. Step forward.” 
Aiden stepped forward. It was odd, however. Aegoth had signaled him to move 

forward but then glanced behind Aiden at his personal guard, Sentius. Aiden glanced back at 
Sentius, as he was acknowledging the King. He glanced downward at Aiden and met eyes 
with him as his face was ridden with fear. He quickly adjusted himself accordingly and smiled 
back at Aiden. 

 
“The Council of the Three now commences the ceremony of the Aspects. Aiden 

Elderborn, are you ready to receive your blessing?” 
“Yes, I am,” Aiden answered without hesitation. 
 



The Council put forth their hands as they summoned a large crystal pearl. Aegoth's 
eyes lit up with anticipation. 

“Amaranthine, we bring you now, a child on his 8th rising. Will you heed his request?” 
“Step forward, child” a voice devoid of gender answered. The whole room was 

enamored as always by the ubiquitous nature of this crystal. 
“I, Aiden Elderborn, appear before you now…on the rising of my 8th.” 
“Will you accept Amaranthine?” 
“I will.” 
“When you are on a linear path, and you come to a wall. Do you jump over it, break 

through it, or destroy it?” the crystal asked. 
“I jump.” 
“An enemy stands before you. At first glance, he may appear superior to you in every 

way. How do you proceed?” 
“I will wait for a moment to strike, find a weakness, and strike swiftly.” 
“Aiden Elderborn, on this day of your 8th rising, you have received the blessing of 

Agility.” 
 
Aegoth was astonished at Aiden’s steadiness. From the large crystalline pearl 

emerged a smaller one. It resembled the essence of last night’s events in which Aegoth 
absorbed the powers of Magic. The essence flowed into Aiden’s chest as it began to 
assimilate itself into his body. Sentius, unsheathed his sword and with lightning speed 
charged at Aiden slashing at his chest. At the very moment, the sword touched his flesh, 
Aiden awoke from his ecstasy, looked up, grasped his chest, and fell from the perch into the 
chasm of Mt. Amaran. 

“Mine Prince!” all of the subjects yelled. It had happened so quickly. The mage guards 
of Aegoth could not act quickly enough to save him from falling. The Council of the Three 
were in shock and the priests could not move a muscle. 

“Insolence!” Aegoth screamed. 
“How dare you strike down an Elderborn on his 8th rising!” Aegoth's muscles began to 

ripple, as the veins in his neck began to throb. 
“Sentius, I sentence you to Ending!” 
 
Aegoth lifted his hands into the air and aimed at Sentius. Flames emerged from the 

ground engulfing Sentius. As he burned alive, he could no longer scream. Another guard 
kicked Sentius down into the chasm as well, speaking his last words. 

 
“I am sorry…Mine Prince.” 
 



The priests and Council were still in shock after witnessing the murder of an 
Elderborn, they did not come to realize that Aegoth had just expunged one of his own, using 
Magic, an aspect he was not afforded. 

“Leave here!” Aegoth demanded. 
 
The Council and the priests scattered, as the Amaranth crystal submerged yet again 

into the sealed altar. Only Aegoth and his personal guards remained in the altar room. Friede 
emerged from the shadows and took his cloak off his head. 

 
“Good show Mine King.” 
“Quiet! I just lost my son!” 
 
Flaregraze, a personal guard stepped forward, “Mine King, I hope you realize you just 

demonstrated dominion over Magic in front of the Council.” 
“They were too shocked to realize this,” Friede said with great confidence. “Do you 

think he survived?” 
“Sentius? I laid his body to ash in the hottest flame I could summon.” 
“No, Mine King…your son.” 
“He was 7. His greatest achievement was killing that of a bull. He chose Agility. And 

Sentius’ sword struck at his heart. If his agility grants him a swift landing, he will soon die of 
the wound.” 

“Of course, Mine King.” Friede digressed. 
“What’s done is done. He was the last remaining of those who knew of our 

experiment. We will continue as planned. And destroy Krieg…” Aegoth looked into the 
horizon pointing his sword towards the South. 

   



Chapter 2 “Lotus” 
The man awoke suddenly, rising as if a catapult had just been sprung. Flaregraze rose 

beside him and placed her hands on his left shoulder. She could see he was sweating 
profusely. The man steadied his breathing and glanced at Flaregraze. 

 
“Sorry…I didn’t mean to wake you.” 
Flaregraze kissed him passionately, “It’s alright Allen.” 
“Be careful of what you call me around the others. We can’t be found out.” 
Flaregraze let out a whimper of a giggle, “You’re so paranoid.” 
“Elana!” he said sternly. 
“Alright, alright… Allen Swiftstrike.” Flaregraze backed off and got out of the bed. 
“I’m sorry. It’s bad enough that the Blade Guards and the Mage Guards are frivolously 

bickering. If they found out that their Commanders were sleeping together, we’d have both 
our soldiers at our necks.” 

 
She began to put on her clothes, as Swiftstrike remained in bed still breathing 

sporadically. 
 
“What was it about?” Flaregraze posted. 
“What?” 
“You obviously awoke from a nightmare. You just about had a seizure in bed, and now 

you’re sweating like a pig.” 
“I was there…” Swiftstrike moved to the side and remained seated at the edge of the 

bed. 
“I still can’t believe Prince Aiden has fallen.” 
 
Flaregraze sat beside him once more fully clad in her magical raiments. 
 
“There’s nothing you could have done. Even as a Magic user, I was unable to save him 

in time. Sentius knew that his speed was unmatched. I guess that is how he planned it.” 
“But Sentius? He just isn’t capable. He loved the Prince dearly.” 
“We all have our secrets, love.” Flaregraze kissed him again, “Don’t worry about it too 

much. Before long, Aegoth will have chosen a new chambermaid to give him a new heir.” 
 
Swiftstrike knew that he couldn’t just let it go. He had trained Aiden in his beginner 

sword mastery classes. It didn’t feel right to him. He pressed his hand against his forehead. In 
a brisk manner, Flaregraze made her way to the door and turned to Swiftstrike. 



 
“Come on. The kingdom guards are gathering in the Crystalline Halls with Aegoth. 

Wait about 20 seconds after I leave, then come follow.” 
“Right, sorry.” Swiftstrike began dressing. His silver armor adorned with a golden 

sword running down the chest. Broad and sharp plates rested on his shoulders. As Flaregraze 
made her exit, finally he took his crimson cloak and placed it over his silver armor looking at 
his reflection in the mirror. 

 
“Commander of the Blade Guards, huh?” Swiftstrike sighed heavily, “…pathetic.” 
 
In the Crystalline Hall, echoes of gossip traveled from ear to ear, as peoples of the 

court tried to make sense of the previous day's events. Aegoth entered the hall as the noise 
seized. His eyes met no other as he made his way to the Crystalline Throne. As he sat the 
three kingdom guard units made their entrance and sat at the table surrounding the court. 
The table was also made of Amaranthium, the most abundant alloy nested within the earth 
of Mt. Amaran. The Amaranths believe it is a blessing bestowed by the all-crystal itself, 
Amaranthine. A pudgy fat man entered the court laden with silk raiments. He sat at the head 
of the table and looked around the room at the Highborn. 

 
“Arbiter Humber, please commence the assembly.” 
“Yes, Mine King.” Humber mumbles through his guzzled and well-fed face, “Will the 

Commanders of the Kingdom Guards please announce themselves.” 
 
“Elana Flaregraze, of the Mage Guard.” Elana stood up and summoned a grimoire 

from thin air and cast a small flame burst in front of her, with a small grin, “Heh.” 
 
“Balin Langriss, of the Arm Guard.” Balin, dressed in full plate and chain was a bulky 

mess. His gauntlets forged of Amaranthium pikes. In a show before the courts, he clangs his 
two gauntlets together creating sparks. The crowd seemed pleased and smiled at the 
wonders of the kingdom guard commanders. Allen, still stricken with grief over the events 
they were now assembling over, remained motionless before the court. 

 
Humber coughs through his hands, “Ahem.” 
“I apologize…” Allen stands before the court, “Allen Swiftstrike, of the Blade Guard,” 

he continued to twirl his sword as a means to appease the people of the court. 
Aegoth stood up from his throne, “Begin.” 
 
Arbiter Humber commenced, “Does anyone wish to begin?” 
“I, Balin Langriss, wish to present a question.” 



“The floor is yours, Langriss.” Humber dropped into his chair as if he were already out 
of breath. 

“I would like to question Allen Swiftstrike. For he was responsible for Sentius 
Blackthorn.” 

“What are you implying?” Elana reluctantly broke character. Allen glanced at her and 
shook his head. 

“Balin Langriss, what is it you wish to question? I have nothing to hide.” 
“Were you aware of Sentius’ plot to remove Mine Prince from his seat?” 
“Sentius was like a block of ice. He wasn’t very social but he was one of my best 

Blades. Every day he was by the elder stones, training his sword mastery. He shared nothing 
with no one and had conflicts with no one.” 

“I must insist-” Balin began another question but was quickly cut off. 
“But there is one thing I cannot understand. If there is one thing Sentius was, it wasn’t 

a murderer. He loved Prince Aiden. After the age of 5, Aiden graduated from my beginner 
class and Sentius took Aiden as his personal disciple. He wished that Aiden would choose 
Agility, like he had, so that he could pass on his sword, Falkstream.” 

 
Falkstream, forged of Amaranthium and Phoenix heart-string was hailed as one of the 

swiftest swords among the Blades. It was bestowed to Sentius by the forefather and 
previous king Bragg Elderborn for being the fastest among the agile Amaranths. 

 
“Then why would he strike him down in cold blood, on the hour of his rising?” Balin 

was adamant in getting a straight answer, “Did he not choose Agility, as Sentius planned?” 
“This I do not know, Langriss.” Allen looked down, as Elana sighed. 
“I don’t think we’ll get anywhere questioning each other. We all have our secrets,” 

Elana glared at Aegoth, but he was too busy drinking wine and not affording them any 
attention, 

“Perhaps Sentius grew jealous of Aiden’s potential. I heard that he mastered the first 
sword stance at the age of 6. Sentius only mastered it after his 8th rising.” 

“No, Sentius wasn’t a jealous man.” Allen looked confused and continued to doubt 
any certainty. 

“How could you know this?” Balin argued. 
“He was always faster than me. His blade mastery unrivaled. But when I became 

Blade Master and Commander of the Blades before him, he showed nothing but compassion 
and pride.” 

Arbiter Humber interjected, “That is one interpretation. Perhaps he was reluctant to 
show any prejudice against you, Swiftstrike. You do of course, as Blade Master, wield Lotus.” 

“What of it?” 



“Although Falkstream is hailed as one of the swiftest swords among the Blades. As the 
commander, you possess Lotus, the fastest of them all. The only sword edge sharp enough 
and quick enough to cut through the wind. Perhaps, being the fastest, was not enough for 
him.” 

“Lotus or not, he could sully me any day on the battlefield. He had nothing to be 
ashamed of. Falkstream was a fit weapon for him.” 

Arbiter Humber again interjected, “However, still interpretation.” 
“Enough.” Aegoth finally pleaded. 
“Mine King” Humber bowed. 
“I’m finished hearing of this discussion. Balin, I would like you to gather 3 of your 

Armsmen. Have them meet me in my chambers.”  
 
Aegoth began to make his way out of the hall and ignored the murmurs of the courts. 
 
“Mine King” Balin responds with a bow. “Halem, Grift, Rook.” 
 
Three men clad as similarly as Balin with strong gauntlets rose and followed Aegoth 

out of the hall. 
 
“This assembly has been adjourned.” Arbiter Humber announced to the people. 
 
Aegoth planted himself in his chair and waited for the three Armsmen to arrive. 

Before long, Friede had emerged from the shadows yet again. 
 
“How long will you keep this charade up, Mine King.” 
“I want to make sure Aiden has ended.” 
“He fell from Mt. Amaran, Mine King, you said yourself…with a wound to the heart.” 
“I know what I asked of Sentius. But I also know there was no resolve in his stroke.” 

Aegoth began fiddling with his fingers. 
“So you think Sentius purposely missed?” 
“Silence, we will discuss this later.” 
 
The three Armsmen entered the chambers. 
“Mine King.” 
 
Aegoth looked them in the eyes, and of all the Kingdom Guard, the aspects of Power 

were the most difficult guards to intimidate. 
 



“You are to go to Branton, at the foot of Mt. Amaran. From there, you will search for 
traces of Falkstream, and my son’s body.” 

“What of the body, if found?” 
“Make sure it has ended.” Aegoth's fist clenched. 
“Mine King.” 
 
The three Armsmen quickly turned and walked off into the halls. Aegoth stood up and 

began pacing back and forth in front of a brazier that was lit dimly by the black night. Friede 
stood beside him. 

 
“Mine King…I fear Allen Swiftstrike may get a little too curious for his own good.” 
“I do not fear that cockroach.” 
“He is, after all, the commander of the Blade Guards. If he gains any clout-” 
“Be silent. I will deal with him when the time comes.” 
“As you must, Mine King.” 
“But for now, I want you to bring me Balin Langriss. I have a present for him.” 
 
Allen was in his quarters packing a satchel with trinkets and a few supplies. Elana 

walked into the room and put her hands on her waist. 
 
“What are you doing?” 
“I’m following them.” 
“Allen, there’s nothing you can do…” Elana walked to the window and stared into the 

black night. 
“His son chose Agility. And he sends Arm Guards? Something’s not right.” 
“I would warn you, but I think you already know what happened to the curious cat.” 
“I’m not curious and I'm certainly not the cat.” Allen winked. 
“What do you hope to find by following them?” Elana sat on the bed. 
“Closure? Aiden? Who knows…?” Allen looked down as he froze from packing for a 

brief second. 
“You believe he survived that fall?” 
“I’ve survived greater obstacles, Elana, a fall such as that for those who choose agility 

is child’s play.” Allen hinted at a bit of sarcasm. 
“A fall such as that to a mage is no play at all.” 
“Very funny. Look, we Amaranth are blessed by the crystal with great gifts. I’m not 

going to doubt he survived.” 
“Allen, he only just received his blessing…and you believe he was keen enough to 

have learned how to utilize his agility in a matter of seconds in order to survive?” 
“You weren’t there when I witnessed a 7-year-old out match a bull.” 



 
Elana fell silent and chose to stare at her boots as they swung back and forth hanging 

off the foot of the bed. 
 
“You fleet footed men… I suppose there’s no stopping any of you from moving at the 

least.” 
“You know, your jokes are getting tiresome.” Allen kisses Elana on the lips sensually. 
“I do like it when you get sarcastic.” 
“I have to go.” Allen quickly jumped up and headed for the door. 
“And then you ruin the mood just like that.” a spark emits from Elana’s fingers as she 

snaps them together. 
“Listen, I don’t want to sound cliché but…I’ll be back before you know it.” 
“Yes, yes…and I’m beautiful, and all that.” Elana flicked her hair. 
 
Allen sighed as he exited the room. As Elana laid her head back onto the bed, the air in 

the room became still. She began to think of the moment Aegoth exhibited magic powers to 
lay waste to Sentius. At the time, she was only concerned about what the council would 
think. But as a mage herself, she could not fathom how it happened and did not dare 
question an Elderborn. She thought perhaps, Elderborn were granted the right over more 
than one aspect, but she couldn’t be too sure. 

 
His eyes were weak. He could not make sense of what was happening around him. He 

could hear water rushing beside him. His vision completely blurred and blackened. 
 
“Laddy.” a silent voice emerged from his conscience. “Boy!” another voice screamed 

out to him, very faint still. 
“Is he broken mother?” voices kept creeping up on him and he could not make any 

sense of it. The blurred vision and muffled sound around him began to clear. 
“Blink if you can hear me boy!” an old man suddenly appeared clear as day in front of 

him. 
“He blinked!” a girl’s voice shouted. 
 
He sat up and rubbed his eyes and then held his head. 
 
“Where…am I?” he asked. 
“You’re in Branton boy. You must’ve gotten lost in the woods and fainted.” 
“Why does my body hurt so much…” 
“Now, now, we must get you home. Questions later.” the old man picked him up and 

began walking downstream. 



 
As they entered a humble little hut the air was crisp and warm. He felt welcomed but 

at the same time very much at home. The old man laid him in a makeshift bed of haystacks 
and put a blanket on him. 

 
“You rest in here, I’ll go warm up some stew. Do you like boar?” 
“Um…I don’t know.” 
“Ah, everybody likes boar. I’ll be right back.” 
 
He rested on the bed, he couldn’t move half his body, and the pain was definitely 

there. He heard the old man chattering in the distance with the other voices he heard. 
 
“Hugo, we must return him!” 
“The boy is broken Yura! Let him rest now.” the old man defended. 
“Look at his raiments. He is at the least one of the Highborn! What if we are caught 

and accused of kidnapping?” Yura explained. 
“Highborn or not, he’s still battered and beaten and needs to rest!” Hugo took a bowl 

of soup and entered the room. “What do you call yourself?” 
“Excuse me?” he asked. 
“Well, I can’t keep calling you boy.” 
“I’m sorry…my name is…” he tried hard to remember but he could not grasp a name 

from his mind, “I don’t…know.” 
“Hit your head hard then? Well…” Hugo put the bowl on the bedside table and gave 

him a spoon, “…you are quite an important person to be wearing such garments.” 
“I am?” 
“It’s late. We’ll worry about who you are in the morning. Eat up, and get some rest. I’m 

Hugo, and this is my home.” 
“Thank you…Hugo.” 
 
Throughout the night, dreams of his life began to flash before him. He could not make 

sense of any of the images that were being shown to him. He shuffled and moved all 
through the night. It was difficult for him to make anything intelligible out of what he saw 
during his dreams. They were all so faint and blurry. The next morning Hugo walked into the 
room with some fried eggs and a share of bread. The boy awoke and rubbed his eyes until he 
could clearly make out Hugo. 

 
“Good morning, boy.” Hugo sat beside his bed and placed the food down on his lap, 

“eat up, you’ll need the energy.” 



“Thanks.” he picked up his ladle and began munching on the eggs as he ripped up the 
bread to eat it. 

“This was nestled into the ground beside you. Now, we’re no fighters and I don’t know 
who you are. But with those clothes and crests, you must be from the peak.” 

“The peak?” the boy was confused. 
“The summit boy, where Castle Amaran rests.” 
A sharp pain entered the boys head as he dropped the food onto the ground grasping 

his temple. 
“I knew it.” Hugo held onto the boy to comfort him, “It looks like your body is reacting, 

but you still have yet to remember.” 
 
Hugo picked up the sword and lay it next to the boy. 
 
“Now, there’s something etched onto the blade and being normal folk, I’d be damned 

if I tried to decipher them.” The boy grabbed the sword as if he knew it by heart. He gave it a 
once over and then felt the etchings with his fingers. 

 
“They’re glyphs. Ancient Amaranth glyphs…” 
“I see.” 
“Fa…alk….str…” the boy took his time feeling the glyphs as emotions poured into him 

from the sword itself, “Falkstream.” 
 
Hugo rose from the chair quickly and gasped for air. 
“Falkstream?!” 
 
His wife and daughter entered the room upon hearing the name of the sword. 
 
“Dear, what is the sword of Blackthorn doing in our house?!” 
“Quiet!” Hugo shooed them away, “Boy…I don’t know who you are but you are 

holding the sword given to the Blackthorns by Bragg Elderborn, the forefather.” 
“I am?” the boy looked confused. 
 
The daughter came back and shuffled Hugo’s shoulders, “Daddy!” 
 
“What is it, Rena?” 
“There are three large men outside looking for the head of the house.” 
 
Hugo leaned back and took a glance out the front door to see three large men clad 

with plate armor and gauntlets with sharp embellishments. 



 
“Damn…” Hugo froze for a moment and then walked towards the door turning to the 

boy, “You stay here.” 
 
Hugo walked out to in front of the house to meet the Armsmen. The sun was just 

setting as Allen sneaked behind the Armsmen in the brush just outside of Hugo’s home. 
 
“What do you want?” 
 
Grift stepped forward, with an eagle etched into his gauntlet, “We are looking for a 

small boy. He should be wearing expensive clothing. Have you seen him around here?” 
 
“What are three big men like you doing looking for a small boy?” Hugo remained 

steadfast. 
 
“Are you questioning a Kingdom Guard?” Halem stepped forward, his gauntlet etched 

with a Falcon. Hugo started to shiver in the presence of the three Armsmen. Their very 
energy was unnerving and intimidating. 

 
“Don’t you think this is a little much for an injured little boy?” Hugo stopped. He 

caught himself and clenched his fists, “…shit.” 
 
Rook, with gauntlets, etched with a raven, stepped forward, “Step aside old man.” 
 
The boy could see the commotion just barely around the opening of the door of his 

room. He began to sweat and shiver as if he was anticipating the gravity of what was 
happening. 

 
“There is no boy here, I have only a daughter!” Hugo tried to convince them once 

more. 
 
Rook took the old man by his shirt collar and lifted him up to the sky, “No one said 

anything about an injured boy. For lying to a kingdom guard, I sentence you to ending.” 
 
Rook picked up his other arm, and wound it up behind his head. The etched raven lit 

up as he thrust his arm towards the old man. In a blinding flash of light, the gauntlet was 
stopped. As everyone recovered from the blinding light, the boy held Falkstream in his hands 
and had parried Rooks punch. Allen rose from the brush and grew speechless. 

 



“Aiden!” he thought to himself. 
Grift stepped forward, “Mine Prince, we have been waiting.” 
Hugo was taken aback, “…Prince?” 
 
Aiden quickly turned away Rooks' hand and spun elegantly and slashed at his body. 

The sword carved into Rooks abdomen an inch through. Aiden struggled to remove the 
sword from his body. 

 
Rook turned to his companions, “We have found Falkstream.” Rook grabbed the 

sword and punched Aiden away, sending him flying into the house. Hugo was astonished as 
was his whole family. 

 
“What the hell is going on?! First, you address him as Prince, and then you’re 

assaulting him!” 
 
Grift jumped up and slammed his gauntlet into Hugo’s rib cage, “Silence.” 
 
Hugo gasped for air and coughed up some blood. His midsection was just crushed by 

an immense force. 
 
“Damn it, this is no investigation! It’s a cleanup crew!” Allen removed his cloak and his 

sashes, and anything with an identifying crest. He placed the cloak back on and over his 
head, covering his face. 

 
“Lotus, I call upon you now. There’s work to be done.” the sword began to emanate 

with a glowing aura, “Wind Style: Blistering Scream!” 
 
Allen slashed at the air as waves of energy cut through the air and shot at the three 

Armsmen. Halem turned quickly and parried the waves with his gauntlet. 
 
“Gentlemen, we have company.” 
Rook turned towards the masked man, “You will end as well.” 
 
Within moments, and in a blinding light Allen was behind them as their bodies began 

gushing blood. The three men could not move and fell to the ground. Allen whipped his 
sword into the air to clean it from the blood and stood up and sheathed Lotus. 

 
“I am a Blade Master, and Commander of the Blade Guard…know your place!” 
 



The three Armsmen lay dead on the ground. In an instant, Allen had cut them down. 
Hugo’s wife came running and tended to Hugo, and turned to look at the cloaked man, 

 
“I don’t know who you are, but thank you!” 
 
Allen walked into the hut and picked up Aiden’s beaten body, “…one punch and you’re 

down for the count, eh? You have a lot of work ahead of you, Mine Prince.” 
 
“Who…are you?” 
 
Fearing for his and Aiden’s safety Allen was reluctant to reveal himself. 
 
“Just call me Lotus, for now.” 
 
Aiden fainted from the shock of everything that had just transpired. Allen stopped 

beside Hugo, “I am eternally indebted to you old man. It is no longer safe for you and your 
family here. I will send a carriage to your house. When it arrives, tell the driver ‘vocare ad 
regnum.’ He will take you somewhere safe.” 

 
The wife held Hugo in her arms and nodded at Allen in confirmation. The daughter 

clinging by the door, scared to come out any further spoke. 
 
“Where are you taking him?” 
Allen turned swiftly, “Away from here.” 
“Is he really a prince?” 
 
Allen stopped for a moment, then continued to walk off into the distance. 
 
Back at the castle, Aegoth paced around in front of a window staring out into the 

dawn. Friede emerged from the shadows once more. 
 
“Mine King…it appears Halem, Grift, and Rook have ended.” 
“I know…” 
“How, sir?” 
“I can recognize Lotus’ wind stream from a mile away, blindfolded.” 
“Looks like the cockroach has now turned into a pesky rat.” 
“Silence Friede!” 
“Mine King.” 
 



Aegoth picked up his sword, Baragus, which signified his placement on the throne. It 
was as tall and wide as Aegoth himself. 

 
“We shall dispose of this pesky rat.” 
Aegoth turned and looked to the other side of the room, “How are things working for 

you, Balin?” 
“I’ll need some more time adjusting to the speed, but I feel powerful!” 
“Good. Take the rest of your men, and test out your new found dominion over Agility 

and end Allen Swiftstrike once and for all. And if you happen upon my son, end him as well.” 
Balin bowed down to Aegoth on one knee, “Mine King.” 
Aegoth unsheathed Baragus and pointed it out to the sky, “The end is coming, 

Swiftstrike.” 
   



Chapter 3 “The Hunt” 
The air was breezing by fast, and the smell of grasslands entered Aiden’s nostrils. As 

he began to awaken, he could feel sharp bumps creep up throughout his body. He was being 
embraced. As Aiden came to, he noticed he was on a horse galloping in the open fields. Two 
hands were rested on the reins as he noticed the cloaked man behind him steering the horse. 
Aiden grasped the lingering pain in his chest. 

 
“Rise and shine.” Allen noticed Aiden awaken. 
“It hurts…” 
“It’ll hurt for awhile. You took a mean punch.” 
 
Aiden looked around and saw only green, and hills as far as the eye could see. 
 
“Where are we?” 
“The safest place for you right now, Krieg.” Allen popped a small grin. 
“Where’s that?” 
“I guess your memory still hasn’t returned.” 
“…Sorry” Aiden’s head slowly descends into his chest. 
“Don’t worry about it. It seems your body still remembers.” 
“What happened?” 
Aiden was still cloudy as to the previous day's events. 
“You awakened your aspect.” 
“Aspect?” 
“What you did back there was unexplainable.” 
“…I don’t get it.” 
“You went head to head with one of the most powerful warriors in the kingdom of 

Amar.” 
“I did?” 
“Yes, and you used your aspect to do it.” 
 
Aiden looked at his bare hands and could see nothing of interest. It didn’t help that he 

was just a child and even then could barely believe he did any kind of fighting. 
 
“You know Aiden, it takes most Amaranth years to do what you did.” 
“I’m so confused…” Aiden shook his head and grasped it. 



“You are an Amaranth, Aiden. We have special gifts bestowed onto us at your age. 
You chose agility, which greatly enhances your speed and reflexes. And as I said, most 
Amaranth take years to awaken their gift. They train for it.” 

“This is all so strange…” Aiden couldn’t grasp the idea. 
“It’ll come back to you. Your body is already halfway there. But for now…” 
 
Allen comes to a stop in a little village town. As Allen finishes fastening the horse’s 

reins, he walks a few hundred yards out into the field. 
 
“What now?” Aiden questions. 
“I need to send word…” 
 
Allen lets out a sharp whistle. After a few minutes, an eagle swoops down and lands 

on Allen’s forearm. 
 
“Whoa!” Aiden remarks with excitement. 
“This is Phalanx.” Allen strokes the eagle's feathers. 
“Awesome!” Aiden was still in awe. 
Allen begins to shuffle in his satchel, “Where did I put it?” 
 
After a few seconds, Allen takes out a piece of parchment paper. He scribbles 

something down and then hands it to Phalanx. The Eagle proceeds to eat the parchment 
paper. 

 
“Why is he eating it?” 
“Most Messenger birds seen carrying a parchment or scroll in their talons are shot 

down. Phalanx keeps the messages he delivers close to his heart.” Allen smiles. 
 
“I see. What did you write?” 
“I’m sending word of our situation to a close friend.” 
 
Allen whispers a few words into Phalanx’s ears as the eagle flew off into the sky. Allen 

then turns and walks towards the village. 
 
“We need to secure shelter, and get you some food.” 
“I’m not hungry-” Aiden’s stomach grumbles mid sentence. 
“Hah! We’ve been on the road for four days now, you need food.” 
“Four days?! I’ve been asleep for four days?” Aiden was astonished. 



“Yes. For now, let’s get you some food, and perhaps your mind will try to remember 
more.” 

 
Allen and Aiden walk into the tavern and secure a room from the innkeeper. 
 
“That’ll be 15 gold pieces.” 
“We’ll also need some food. What’s the special this evening?” 
“My wife Deb is fixing some nice Blacktail we caught just up river. Would that do?” 
Allen nods, “That’ll be fine.” 
“Well, we’ll send it up as soon as it’s ready.” 
“Thank you.” 
 
They walk up the stairs and enter a nice little room with beds cushioned with hay, and 

blankets laid out for them. Allen takes off his equipment and sets it on a table in the middle 
of the room and crashes on one of the beds. 

 
“Lotus?” 
“Ah, sorry…you can call me Allen.” 
“Allen…?” 
“What is it?” 
“Where is Krieg, and why are we here?” 
“Well, when your memory comes back you’ll know all the details. But right now, Amar 

is probably crawling with Armsmen looking for you and I suppose myself now.” 
 
After a short while, the door knocks. In an instant, Allen is beside the door as it takes 

Aiden several seconds to realize that Allen had even moved. Aiden began to speak but was 
quickly hushed by Allen. 

 
“Who is it?” 
“Dinner!” 
“Enter…” Allen grasps Lotus as the door opens. 
 
The innkeeper enters with a tray carrying a sizzling plate of fried Blacktail fish. Aiden’s 

eyes widened as he hopped off the bed to meet the tray at the center table. 
 
“That looks amazing, sir!” Aiden was just too hungry to hide any excitement. 
“Thank you. It is my wife’s specialty. Blacktails come through our canals every day.” 
“Thank you, old man. That’ll be all.” 
“Aye,” The old man exits the room. 



 
Aiden grabs a spoon and scoops up a large portion of the fish. As the spoon is about 

to enter Aiden’s mouth, Allen grabs his arm. 
 
“Hold on.” Allen took the spoon. 
“But I’m hungry!” 
“Do you even know how to eat Blacktail?” 
“I know how to eat fish!” Aiden crossed his arms. 
“Then you were aware that you were about to eat the black tail, which is venomous?” 
 
Aiden looked away and sighed. Allen gave off a small laugh and took a knife and cut 

off the black tail. He hands Aiden a boned, portion of the fish and let him eat his fill. After 
eating the whole fish, Aiden sat beside his bed rubbing his tummy. 

 
“Satisfied?” Allen smirked. 
“Definitely, Blacktail has to be my favorite!” Aiden was so pleased. 
After several minutes, Allen began sharpening Lotus with a rugged piece of silver 

lining. Aiden looked around and found Falkstream. He took it in his hands and looked over at 
Allen. 

“Um, do you have another one of those?” 
“Silverscreen?” Allen asked, “Why don’t you ask your sword?” 
 
Aiden looked at the sword and could not find any hidden compartments or indication 

there was any kind of cloth on the sword. 
 
“Ask your sword…Aiden.” Allen repeated. 
 
Aiden looked down and held the sword in his hand, and looked it up and down. 
 
“Um…Falkstream?” the sword began to glow. 
“I knew it…” Allen was pleased. 
“Knew what?” Aiden was confused. 
“The sword has accepted you.” 
“I’m just a kid!” Aiden interjected. 
“You’ve lost your memory but your body remembers your training.” 
 
Aiden stared into Allen’s eyes. Allen’s eyes began to sparkle as he thrust towards 

Aiden slashing at his neck. In an instant, Aiden’s eyes sparkled as well and in a burst of 
energy, a white aura surrounded him as he stopped Allen’s blade from cutting his neck. 



 
“There it is, Aiden!” 
“What the-” Aiden couldn’t believe what had just happened. 
“Your body definitely remembers its training.” 
“What was that just now?” 
“Your aspect.” Allen sheathed his sword, “Remember, I told you…your heightened 

agility allows for increased speed and reflexes. It just helped you stop my sword.” 
“But you were just testing me, right? You weren’t really going to-” 
 
Allen turned around and laid on his bed. 
 
“I can’t believe it! You really were!” 
“Don’t think too much of it Aiden. If I hadn’t had the resolve, it wouldn’t have 

awakened.” 
“You just tried to kill me!” 
“Hah!” Allen turned to lay on his side facing away from Aiden laughing. 
“Don’t you turn from me!” Aiden screamed across the room. 
“Goodnight, Mine Prince.” 
 
Aiden crossed his arms and gave Allen a snarky look. He grasped Falkstream again and 

felt the blade with his fingers. Aiden finally smiled. 
 
The big boots imprinted into the crumbled earth as he gradually walks towards the 

gate. He signals for the guards to open the gates. He walks through the gate and kneels 
down. He takes a sample of the dirt and sniffs it as he takes a glance off into the horizon. 

 
“Balin, mine commander, what is it?” 
 
Balin sniffed the dirt once more and stood up clenching his fist and dropping the dirt 

on the ground. 
 
“Our prey has wandered into foreign territory.” 
“Should we pursue?” 
“This situation has gotten fragile.” 
Balin looks up into the sky as he sees an eagle soaring passed them. Balin’s eyes 

squint as he grins. 
 
“Who would like a chance at glory and honor?” 
A man steps forward, “I would!” 



“Splendid, Balefor. This is a special assignment I am handing you. However, you must 
renounce any connection you have to the kingdom.” 

“Whatever must be done mine commander.” 
 
Balin grasps Balefor’s tabard and rips the crest on it. 
 
“Take Dresden with you. Discard any crests and identifiable markings on your person 

and track our prey into the Krieg territory and send word back to the Castle. Should you be 
caught and exposed, you are on your own. Be successful and immortality awaits you.” 

 
Balefor kneels down, “Mine commander.” 
 
The two men walk off into the distance as Balin and the rest of the men mount their 

horses. 
 
“We ride for Castle Amar.” 
Everyone acknowledges, “Sir!” 
 
It had been two weeks since the events of that day. Within the walls of Castle Amar 

friction and dissonance grew amongst the kingdom guard. Elana was pacing back and forth 
until finally she sat at her vanity mirror and started brushing her hair. 

 
“Damn it, Allen, where are you?” 
 
In the Bladed Halls, the guards grew restless as they were all in assembly with Arbiter 

Humber. The guards began to grumble awaiting the king’s arrival. Finally, Aegoth entered the 
Bladed Halls and sat on the high throne. 

 
“Arbiter Humber, you may begin the proceedings.” 
 
Arbiter Humber stood up from his chair as the Blade Guards gathered in front of him. 
 
“Blade Guards, you are hereby assembled before the King to heed his new decree.” 
 
Aegoth waved Humber to commence. 
 
“The King has declared Allen Swiftstrike, an enemy of the state. As of now, anyone in 

contact with him will be expelled from service and sentenced to End.” 
 



Murmurs and grumbles arose immediately as the Blade Guards could not believe 
what they just heard. 

 
“What was his crime?!” 
“Allen Swiftstrike has been found to be in cahoots with Sentius Blackthorn in the 

assassination of our Prince Aiden. He has fled from these walls taking the lives of three 
Armsmen in the process.” 

“That’s ludicrous! He would never do such a thing!” one man yelled. 
“Swiftstrike is an honorable man!” another man exclaimed. 
Humber, “Do you both wish to vouch for Swiftstrike and accept Ending?” 
 
The grumbling grew weaker but the guards were still talking amongst each other. 
 
“The King would now like to appoint a new Blade Master and Commander of the 

Blade Guards. Does anyone wish to step forward and challenge the title?” 
 
“This is insane! You expect us to believe Allen Swiftstrike has committed treason 

against the court?! What of his defense?!” 
 
Arbiter Humber grinned, “Grenn Steelburn, vice commander of the Blade Guards, his 

defense was forfeit the moment he fled the castle walls. Do you wish to challenge the title?” 
 
Grenn grasped his sword reluctantly and gave Humber a cold stare. A man grabbed 

Grenn’s shoulder and lightly brushed him aside. He walked forward towards Arbiter Humber 
and stared him in the eyes. 

 
“No one could ever replace our Commander.” 
 
Arbiter Humber interjected, “Treyes Falkrin…you dare raise a sword against the court?” 
 
Treyes grasped his sword and looked down, “Not the court…the King!” 
 
With blinding speed, Treyes burst forward towards Aegoth with immense speed and 

slashed at Aegoth. Aegoth stood up and held Baragus up to stop the sword and grabbed 
Treyes by the neck. 

 
“Your mastery of agility is pathetic. I sentence you to End.” 
 



In a swift painless manner, Aegoth clenched his fingers and broke Treyes’ neck. He 
dropped him onto the ground and stared down the rest of the blades. 

 
“Does anyone else wish me to take their lives?” 
 
The Blades all backed down reluctantly as Grenn ground his teeth in anger. He looked 

back at his fellow soldiers, “I will challenge the title…” 
 
“Grenn!” the men grumbled. 
 
Grenn glared at them all and spoke softly, “Please…” 
 
The men understood what Grenn was trying to do. They all digress as Grenn walked 

forward in front of Arbiter Humber. 
 
“I, Grenn Steelburn, Vice Commander of the Blade Guard wish to challenge the title of 

Blade Master.” 
 
Arbiter Humber put his hand on Grenn’s head and proceeded. 
 
“Grenn Steelburn, in three days time you will be put to the test by your fellow Blades 

as well as Mages, and Armsmen. Should you succeed in the challenge, you shall be afforded 
the title and appointed the new commander of the Blade Guards. This assembly has been 
adjourned.” 

 
Grenn stared down at his feet as Arbiter Humber and Aegoth exited the Bladed Halls. 

The grumbling ceased as a few men put their hands on Grenn’s shoulders. 
 
“Look, if I don’t challenge the title, Aegoth will just appoint a new commander, and 

then we’ll all be in danger…” 
 
“We understand, sir.” 
“Viktor, among all the Blades your step is the quietest. I need you to investigate this 

matter, stealthily.” 
“Yes, sir.” 
 
Back in Elana’s chambers, she shuffles through her possessions as she hears 

something pecking at the window. 
 



“Phalanx!” 
 
She opened the window and let the eagle in. The eagle began to vomit as the 

crumpled up parchment dropped onto the desk. 
 
“Ew, I hate that part…” 
 
Elana unfolded the parchment paper and began reading Allen’s writing. 
 
“Elana, I found Aiden, he is alive. Taking him somewhere safe. Aegoth sent those 

Armsmen to murder him. I’m most probably a fugitive. Be safe until I return.” 
 
Elana blazed the parchment into ash and began thinking heavily. She could not 

fathom what she just read, not to mention accept the gravity of the information she now 
knew. She let Phalanx out of the window. Phalanx flew off up into the sky. As it reached the 
highest tower of Castle Amar, hands reached out and grasped the neck of the bird. 

 
“What do we have here?” 
 
Balin pulled the bird in and broke its neck. He dropped Phalanx onto the ground. 
 
“Looks like I got back in time.” 
“Sir?” 
“This was Swiftstrike’s bird, it was trying to reach someone. We must be cautious 

about who knows of our plans.” 
“Of course.” 
 
Balin looked down from the perch and saw one window open, “Flaregraze…?” 
 
Balin descended from the tower and made his way to Elana’s chambers. As she 

finished getting dressed she seemed as though she was packing a few things. There was a 
knock on the door, as she grew a little suspicious. She opened it slowly as Balin forced it wide 
open and walked in. 

 
“Haven’t you heard of knocking? This is a lady’s room.” 
“Shut up…” 
“Excuse me?” Elana was infuriated. 
“So what did the parchment read?” 
“What parchment?” 



“Don’t play dumb mage, I caught Phalanx exiting your window.” 
“Phalanx likes to visit me sometimes.” 
Balin smirked looking out the window, “I’m afraid it just lost its life just to visit you 

then.” 
“What did you-?!” the veins in Elana’s neck began to throb. 
“Now, now…it’s just a bird.” 
“That was Allen’s- …” Elana paused for a moment, “Swiftstrike’s bird!” 
“So what did it say?” Balin approached Elana and cornered her at the opposite end of 

the room. 
“I swear, I do not know of what you speak. I must go” 
 
Elana then teleported away from Balin and appeared by the doorway, but in an 

instant, Balin came from behind and grabbed her neck and held her against the wall. Elana 
was astonished and bewildered. 

 
“Your speed!” 
“It’s amazing isn’t it?” Balin grasped at her neck even tighter, “…mixed with Strength, 

it’s very deadly.” 
“How did you-?!” 
“What did it say?” Balin asked calmly. 
“I told you, nothing!” 
 
Balin grasped her neck even tighter, within an inch of crushing it. He took his other 

hand and slipped it beneath her robe and grasped at her breast. 
 
“Did Swiftstrike touch you like this?” 
 
Elana smacked Balin’s hand away from her body as a burst of fire exploded in front of 

her sending Balin crashing into the wall on the opposite end of the room. 
 
“How dare you lay your hands on me!” Elana summoned a staff from thin air and 

spun it into her hands as she switched into a fighting stance. 
 
Balin removed himself from the wall and brushed himself off, “I deserved that.” 
 
“You’ll deserve a lot more if you ever touch me again!” Elana summoned an icicle with 

flames circling inside of it. 
 
“Don’t get too comfortable Flaregraze. I’ll be watching you.” 



 
Balin exited the room quietly as Elana fell to the floor gasping for air as the staff 

disappeared. She was thoroughly convinced the information she had been entrusted with 
was the truth. Balin had almost crushed her neck, as she grabbed it in pain. 

 
“Allen…” 
 
Allen awoke from his sleep grasping his chest. In his panic, he woke up Aiden who was 

in the bed beside him. 
 
“Phalanx!” Allen ground his teeth. 
“What happened, Allen?” 
“I can no longer feel Phalanx’s presence.” 
“Do you think…?” 
“It’s possible…but I just can’t believe it.” 
“I’m sorry, Allen.” 
“It’s alright…” Allen got up and began gathering his things, “it’s no longer safe here. We 

must hurry.” 
“Where are we going?” 
“To Lionel Castle, to meet with the King of Krieg.” 
“Why him?” 
“If we ever hope to return home to Amar, we’ll need his help.” 
 
Allen and Aiden walked out of the inn at just about dawn and packed the horse. They 

began to ride into the horizon. A few hours later Balefor and Dresden entered the village. 
Balefor knelt down and smelled the dirt on the ground. 

 
“They were just here.” Balefor explained, “I’d say they are ahead of us by a day at 

best.” 
 
Dresden looked off into the horizon, “Then we’ll just have to ride faster.” 
 
Balefor took out a parchment and summoned a hawk. The hawk took the parchment 

and flew off into the distance towards Amar. Balefor and Dresden mounted their horses and 
began riding. 

 
“We can’t let them get to Lionel…” 
   



Chapter 4 “Shadows of an angel...” 
The wind was breezing by swiftly as Allen and Aiden made haste towards Lionel 

Castle. Their pursuers were just a day’s ride behind and gaining on them. Several times Allen 
looked behind them to confirm that their lead was still steady. This made for an arduous ride, 
as at any moment if they chose to rest for awhile, their pursuers would gain on them and 
could even catch up entirely. Allen was getting concerned however as his horse Future was 
showing definite signs of fatigue. He could faintly hear the long winded and heavy breathing 
of the horse as it was being forced past its limits. While riding, Allen tried to spot any sign of 
safe haven that they could rest in for a spell. Even Aiden was showing signs of poor health as 
he was burning up. 

 
“I can’t keep this up forever…” Allen squinted at the horizon. 
 
Future grumbled at him as it had been miraculously keeping up its pace for nearly 2 

days straight. 
 
“I’m sorry my friend.” 
 
Allen spots a cave hidden in between two mountain passes that seemed to be 

inconspicuous to the eye. He stopped Future finally and fastened the reins to a nearby tree. 
He grabbed Future by the head and rubbed him gently. Allen began to dig into the ground 
about a foot deep. When he finished he took his canteen and emptied its contents into the 
ditch and let Future drink for a moment. He walked back into the cave to check on Aiden’s 
condition, but he was still burning up. He left the cave and approached Future again as if to 
whisper something in his ear. 

 
“My friend. The earth is your enemy tonight. Should you hear it tremble, break your 

reins and ride free.” 
 
Future grumbled as if to acknowledge Allen’s caveat of an imposing threat. Allen 

walked out several yards from the cave and took out a piece of parchment paper and began 
scribbling what appeared to be a rune of some sort. He placed it on the ground and put his 
hands on it and began to speak. 

 
“I don’t know if this will work, Elana, but hopefully it does.” Allen began chanting 

above the parchment, “Earth protects and it shall bind. For when Earth and Wind become 
one, it shall4 



conceal the mind.” 
 
A light glow emanated from Allen’s hands as the rune from the parchment extracted 

itself and began to float in front of Allen. The rune dispersed into fragments in every 
direction and surrounded Allen and several yards surrounding the cave in a faint white veil. 
From the outside, you could see nothing but the cave and the mountain pass. Though he hid 
their existence temporarily, it would not actually erase the fact that they existed. The 
low-level enchantment Elana taught Allen, was for concealing what was within, however, if 
anyone passed through the barrier’s threshold, the truth would reveal itself. Allen returned to 
the cave and sat beside Aiden in front of a fire to keep them warm. He took out some share 
of bread and began snacking on it. 

 
Two hours passed as Allen sneaked a glance outside to notice that no one had passed 

by for awhile. Suddenly, Aiden began to awaken as he slowly widened his eyes open. 
 
“Where…are…we?” 
 
“We’re about 4 days ride from Lionel Castle. How do you feel? The long ride must’ve 

given you the fever.” 
 
“I’m feeling a little better.” Aiden rubbed his head. 
 
A sharp pain suddenly struck Aiden’s temple as he grasped his head and groaned in 

pain. Allen quickly embraced Aiden to keep him from lashing about. 
 
“What’s wrong, Aiden?” 
 
Aiden’s spasms quickly calmed after a couple of seconds. Allen returned Aiden to a 

lying position and covered him more with some cloth and a makeshift blanket. 
 
“I remembered something…” Aiden struggled. 
 
“How much?” 
 
“Something about…King Aegoth.” 
 
“Your fa-” Allen quickly canceled was he wanted to say, “The King of Amar?” 
 



“I remember him saying he had finally gained control of all aspects?” Aiden 
miraculously delivered the information but was all too confused himself. 

 
“Are you sure?” 
 
“Yes, he was speaking to someone…” 
 
“Don’t force yourself, Aiden.” 
 
“I was listening behind a door…and I could hear him speaking to someone about this.” 
 
“This is troubling…” Allen began rubbing his chin as he entered deep thought. 
 
“How so?” 
 
“If the King has been experimenting with the All Crystal, he might be more dangerous 

than ever imagined. You remember I told you that Amaranths are bestowed a gift of one 
aspect, Aiden?” 

 
“Yes.” 
 
“If the King can now control all aspects he might just be the most powerful Amaranth 

in all of Amar. The forefather Bragg couldn’t even come close to Aegoth's stature but he 
ruled our nation not with his fists but with reason and logic.” 

 
“I suppose that’s why we’re trying to get help from the Krieg?” 
 
“Correct. This has become far more dangerous than I would’ve liked.” 
 
  
 
Allen noticed that it had already been 3 hours and not a single person had passed 

through. Future was resting outside still, and the air was calm. For Allen, this air was too calm. 
He knew that Balin’s riders would have gained on them and even caught up to them in a 
matter of hours. 

 
Another hour passed as Allen’s paranoia began to weigh on his mind. Suddenly, 

Future broke his reins and began to run off into the distance. 
 



“…Future.” Allen unclasped his sheath and drew Lotus. “They’ve come.” 
 
The air was still mute and calm, however. Allen cautiously looked out the entrance of 

the cave and saw nothing. He carefully exited the cave and encountered nothing. He began 
scratching his head. 

 
“Why did you run, Future.” Allen was confused. 
 
  
 
Suddenly, from Allen’s right, Balefor came rushing in and tackled Allen as he braced 

himself into some rocks. Allen gathered himself and stood up drawing Lotus. 
 
“Balefor Longrid…so he sent you.” Allen readied himself. 
 
“You should know, Swiftstrike, that this prissy little enchantment works both ways. 

You also are concealed from what lurks on the outside…” 
 
Allen knew that was the one thing Elana had warned him about, but at the time he 

was conjuring the barrier he couldn’t recall. Allen had inadvertently trapped himself and 
Aiden and was now up against the wall against a highly formidable Armsmen, Balefor 
Longrid. 

 
“Why does the King want Aiden dead?!” Allen screamed in anger. 
 
“It is not our duty to question the King,” Balefor reassured Allen. 
 
“Is it not your duty to serve your Prince?!” 
 
  
 
Aiden was just about waking up from his nap when suddenly he heard the words 

come out of Allen’s mouth. Shock, awe, and surprise. Several feelings bombarded Aiden all 
at once but more importantly, his past had come back to him in a matter of seconds. Aiden 
had finally realized what had happened on his 8th rising. Why he was being chased, and the 
secret his father was willing to kill his own son to protect. Aiden, although fully recovered, 
could not move. He was paralyzed with emotion, and could not even react to the situation 
outside of the cave. 

 



“That ‘thing’ in there is no Prince of mine.” Balefor countered. 
 
“Enough idle chatter!” Allen was pissed and thoroughly convinced he had to slay 

Balefor once and for all, “Lotus, I wield you! Wind carry my hopes, and guide my blade.” 
 
“Havoc, raze earth and shatter mortal coils.” Balefor’s gauntlet lit up and began to 

emanate the same glow Lotus was exhibiting, “Let’s see how that prissy sword holds up 
against Havoc!” 

 
Allen within a blinding flash of light thrust at Balefor. His speed was immense and a 

burst of wind precluded his movement. 
 
“Crave, break and rapture!” 
 
A voice from above appeared out of nowhere, and with great speed descended upon 

Allen as a gauntlet crashed into Allen as he could barely adjust his body to partly block the 
incoming attack. The attacker jumped back as Allen landed on the ground grasping his 
abdomen. Allen knew the surprise attack had just shattered several of his ribs. 

 
“…Dresden Riptorn…” Allen struggled to get up, grasping at his ribcage, “So he sent 

you as well.” 
 
Allen noticed something very odd. His reflexes reacted to Dresden’s incoming attack 

normally but his body could not react fully. As if Allen’s adjustments were not fast enough. 
 
“Your speed…” Allen coughed up some blood and spit it on the ground. 
 
“It’s brilliant isn’t it?” Dresden replied. 
 
“You’ve managed to trap yourself using this enchantment and now you’re faced with 

impossible odds. You will end today, Allen.” 
 
“I’m not a writer, Balefor, but I believe you’re forgetting…those odds are ‘seemingly’ 

impossible.” Allen smirked. 
 
“No matter…it’s over for you.” both Dresden and Balefor locked gauntlets as they 

began to emanate again. 
 
  



 
Allen was in a great pinch. He was facing not one but two Armsmen. Except these 

Armsmen were modified by Aegoth's experiments with the All Crystal. They were granted 
additional speed on top of their great strength. Allen could only think of one possible way to 
defeat them. He was betting a great deal on their inexperience with speed and hoping that 
their mastery of agility was not fully on par with his own. The one thing that worried him was 
that they were still stronger than him. He could not flat out defeat them with speed. Still, it 
was all or nothing. He had to get to Lionel Castle and keep them from killing Aiden. Allen 
slowly changed into an attacking stance. 

 
“How are your ribs, Swiftstrike?” Dresden acted coy. 
 
“None of your concern…” 
 
  
 
Allen jumped up and with great speed descended upon Dresden with his sword 

overhead. Dresden blocked the attack with his left gauntlet and reached out for Allen with his 
right, but Allen had already flipped back several feet. He then thrust forward again with 
another horizontal sword stroke. Balefor blocked the sword, as Dresden threw a punch at 
Allen. Allen quickly adjusted and twirled bringing his sword back around to parry Dresden’s 
punch. Allen was discouraged. Not only did they both possess agility, and strength but he 
had to fight two of them. He thrust forward again in a piercing action as Dresden evaded and 
threw another punch as Allen dodged yet another attack. From above, Balefor descended 
upon Allen with even greater speed than Dresden and punched down. Allen flipped back and 
evaded as the punch slammed into the ground. As he dodged, he couldn’t help but feel the 
immense pain coming from his ribs and it was affecting his ability to fight. 

 
“I need to even the odds…” Allen thought to himself. 
 
Allen had suddenly recalled their words about the enchantment he had used. It 

concealed what was, from the outside and inside. Allen quickly thought of an idea and 
smiled. Balefor grinned back but was unaware of Allen’s discovery. Balefor lunged forward to 
punch Allen as Allen parried the attack and struck back. Again, it was parried by Balefor. 
Dresden jumped from behind Balefor and dropped onto Allen. Lotus was keeping the 
gauntlet from touching the rest of Allen’s ribs as Dresden continued to push really hard. 

 
“I’m going to crush you, Swiftstrike!” 
 



Allen then knees Dresden and kicks him off and flipped backward. As he was flipping 
backward Allen took out another rune and tossed it at Dresden. 

 
“Earth and Wind combine! Conceal the mind!” 
 
Suddenly a veil engulfed Dresden. After recovering from Allen’s kick he was 

surrounded by nothing. Allen and Balefor had disappeared from his sight. He grew anxious 
and confused. 

 
“I need to get out of this damn barrier!” 
 
As Dresden began to run out in one direction a voice sprang from behind him, 
 
“Dresden you fool!” 
 
  
 
As Dresden exited the barrier he could finally see Allen, kneeling before him. His 

sword was extended in front of him. Dresden looked down, realizing he had just run into 
Allen’s sword impaling himself. Dresden could not believe he had fallen for a simple trick 
such as this. Dresden wound up his gauntlet ready to punch Allen, but Allen switched stances 
and held his sword upright and with a single stroke, slashed upwards from Dresden’s 
abdomen up through his shoulder. 

 
“Cross,” Allen whispered. 
 
Dresden fell to the ground inanimate as his body was just split in half by Allen. Allen 

stood up and continued to grasp his ribcage. 
 
“I must say, that was well played Swiftstrike.” Balefor grinned but realized it was now 

only him versus the Blade Master and Commander of the Blades. Balefor knew that even 
wounded, he could not stand up to Allen. He recalled the days when Balin would spar with 
Allen and even with great combat potential Balin would still fail to defeat him. 

 
“You have my respect, Swiftstrike.” 
 
“None was taken.” Allen witted. 
 



Balefor did not find that funny, but knowing he could not stand up to Allen’s mastery 
of his sword and agility, he quickly backed off. Suddenly, Allen fell to the ground on one knee 
as he leaned against Lotus, pierced into the ground and coughed up some more blood. 
Balefor saw this golden opportunity and began running towards the cave entrance. 

 
“…Aiden!” Allen reached out and tried to get up but his wound wouldn’t allow him to 

match Balefor’s speed even for a moment. Allen could hear a harsh cry coming from the 
cave. It was Aiden’s voice. A flash of light burst from the cave opening. Allen looked down 
and began to shed tears. Using Lotus as a hook, he inched his way to the cave opening. As he 
reached the opening he saw Balefor standing behind Aiden. Aiden, behind Balefor, with 
Falkstream in hand. Balefor then fell to the ground. Allen couldn’t believe his eyes. In a 
matter of seconds, Aiden had slain Balefor, who at the time wielded both strength and 
agility. Suddenly, Aiden fainted and dropped Falkstream. 

 
“Shit…” Allen sheathed Lotus and struggled to stand up. He walked towards Aiden and 

struggled to pick him up. He threw him on his back and began to walk. 
 
  
 
Inside the Bladed Halls, the grumbling continued as no one could fathom what was 

happening to the Blade Guards and their former commander. Grenn was very much 
distraught but also under extreme pressure to succeed in his Blade Master trial. He had 
always looked up to Allen. All of the Blade Guards looked up to their commander. Grenn was 
fully clad in his armor twirling his sword, awaiting the summons from the court to proceed to 
the arena for his trial. Grenn heard a knock on the door and signaled for entry. The door 
opened and Viktor walked in and greeted Grenn. 

 
“Sir.” Viktor bowed. 
 
“What business have you, Viktor?” 
 
“I followed the Chancellor around for the past two days. It seems Friede has been 

talking to several Kingdom guards all at once. Including Blades.” Viktor sat down. 
 
“Do you think Chancellor Friede is plotting something?” 
 
“Definitely. The Blades in question have not been seen since.” 
 



Grenn started pacing around in deep thought. He wasn’t quite sure but could 
probably guess that Friede was preparing to mount an assault on Allen. Of course, without a 
commander to wrangle the Blades, anyone with clout could persuade the guards to do the 
courts bidding. But what was more troubling was that all the guards were involved. If Allen 
had to face Armsmen, Blades, and Mages he would have a difficult road ahead of him. 

 
“Thank you Viktor, continue to investigate the matter.” 
 
“Sir.” 
 
Viktor left the room as another person entered. A royal subject clad in royal garments 

entered and unraveled a scroll in front of Grenn. 
 
“Grenn Steelburn, you are hereby summoned to do battle in the Arena for you have 

challenged the title of Blade Master.” 
 
  
 
Grenn stood up and acknowledged the subject as he accompanied him out of the 

room. Back in the Magical Halls, Elana was surrounded by two others and the soft and almost 
faint volume of their conversation were very much suspect. Elana took the hands of one of 
the other mages and nodded her head. As soon as she had finished with the two mages, she 
walked off and disappeared. Balin, who was spying on Elana ever so vigilantly, stopped the 
two mages that Elana was speaking to as they were walking towards the Arena. 

 
“Ladies.” Balin bowed. 
 
“Sir Commander Balin.” the two acknowledged. 
 
“Silvia Coldwind, you’re Flaregraze’s Vice commander, correct?” 
 
“Correct, Sir.” Silvia nodded. 
 
“May I ask what that counsel was about?” 
 
“I’m afraid you cannot, Sir. All magical decrees bestowed by our Commander 

Flaregraze are rightfully confidential. You should know this, Sir Commander.” Silvia bowed 
and walked off with her companion. 

 



“Interesting…” Balin thought to himself. 
 
  
 
Night fell, as several guards left the arena battered and beaten. Grenn was at the 

center of the arena half torched, leaning on his sword on one knee. The court was giving him 
a standing ovation as King Aegoth gave him a thumbs up. Arbiter Humber stood up from his 
chair and spoke. 

 
“Grenn Steelburn, your performance was admirable. As such, you have proven your 

prowess in battle to be mighty and you have bested the trials given to you. The King has 
afforded you new Blade Master and commander of the Blade Guards.” 

 
The applause continued in the court as Grenn was disgusted. He was quite beaten and 

spent but he knew that this frivolity had to be met to keep suspicion at bay. Humber 
motioned for the court to disperse, and as such, the arena seats began to empty. Grenn, with 
the help of a Blade Guard, exited the arena and was placed in the infirmary to rest. A 
detachment of Blades came into the infirmary to congratulate him on his victory and saluted 
him as the new commander. Grenn smiled half-heartedly and acknowledged the greetings 
from his comrades. 

 
  
 
Morning came, Grenn was still in medical care as he lay in his infirmary bed. He was 

imagining just what the King might resort to, to bring Allen to his own justice. Would Grenn 
have to chase down Allen himself, and fight not only his mentor but his friend? Suddenly, 
the door opened and in walked Silvia Coldwind. Grenn was confused. The Mage Guard rarely 
kept up with the affairs of the Blades. She walked to the bed and stopped beside Grenn. 

 
“Grenn Steelburn, Commander Flaregraze has an important message for you. Will 

you accept?” 
 
“Speak…” 
 
“The hour of reckoning falls still. The head of the snake strikes.” 
 
Silvia then turned and walked out of the room. Grenn was baffled, and could not 

make any sense of the message. He wondered why him, but also why that message. It was 
obviously archaic for the sole purpose of him deciphering it. He spent several minutes 



pondering about the message but was unsuccessful in deciphering its meaning. After an 
hour, Grenn came to the conclusion that the head of the snake was the King. But what could 
he make of the still hour? 

 
In the war room, Aegoth sat at the head of the table as several others surrounded 

him. Friede was to his right, Balin after, two Blade Guards, one mage guard, and Viktor 
Talonhal. Friede looked over to Viktor as if he was looking for confirmation. 

 
“So, Talonhal, did Steelburn buy your little investigative results?” 
 
“Certainly.” 
 
Balin leaned forward and interrupted, “We know Swiftstrike has been in contact with 

Flaregraze. I dispatched of his messenger bird however it seems the message was already 
delivered.” 

 
“How much does Flaregraze know?” Aegoth questioned. 
 
“We should be cautious and assume she knows everything,” Balin answered. 
 
“We’ve thrown Steelburn off our trail for now. He is most probably going to concern 

himself with the rest of the kingdom guard and try to wrangle them in like usual.” Friede 
commented. 

 
Balin again interjected, “We must remain cautious of the Mage Guard. Flaregraze was 

speaking to her vice commander Coldwind very quietly before the Trials began, and now 
Flaregraze is nowhere to be found.” 

 
“If you suspect anyone of knowing. Send them to my chambers tonight, Friede. I will 

deal with them personally. Sooner or later, we will make sure that if any rumors spread, those 
who harbor those rumors will find themselves in an unpleasant situation.” Aegoth clenched 
his fist. 

 
“As you wish Mine King.” 
 
Balin rose up, “As of now, we have a clear path to Swiftstrike. Balefor’s hawk just 

returned with information. No word from them since. We have to assume they’ve ended.” 
 



Aegoth stood up from his chair, “You all have your new found mastery. As of now, the 
hunt for Swiftstrike continues. Balin, you have with you Viktor Talonhal, who now possesses 
strength. You have two of his Blade Guards, a mage, and of course, you as well have agility. I 
want you to end this. End Swiftstrike and my son, or I will end you.” 

 
“Mine King” Balin stood up along with Viktor and the other Guards and exited the 

room. 
 
“Mine King, I shall summon Silvia Coldwind to your chambers tonight.” 
 
“Good. Prepare a fitting Ending announcement for tomorrow. She will no longer be 

with us.” 
 
  
 
Several days passed. Allen could barely stand carrying Aiden on his back. His ribs were 

shattered, and now without a horse were several days walk from Lionel Castle. Allen still kept 
moving. He was forcing himself with sheer will. 

 
“I have to get you to Lionel.” speaking to Aiden, Allen was trying to give himself the 

motivation and courage to keep moving. The air of Krieg was unforgiving. Dry, heated winds 
swept across the grasslands with no mountains around to filter its grazing heat. They were 
traveling far more south than they had ever been before. During the Elder Wars when 
Aegoth took over half of the land, he had forced the Krieg to retreat into the southern lands. 
Although the southern lands were majestic in their own right, it was cruel to Allen who was 
not only carrying Aiden on his back but was also suffering from injuries. 

 
  
 
Another night passed as Aiden was waking up. As his blurry vision cleared up he saw a 

fire in front of him. Allen was leaning against a corner, bandaging his wounds with some 
cloth. Aiden sat up. 

 
“What…happened Allen?” 
 
“We were attacked by two Armsmen. How are you feeling?” 
 
“I’m fine I suppose. Are you okay?” 
 



“I’ve several broken ribs, but I should be okay. I certainly cannot fight at my fullest for 
awhile.” 

 
“Allen…my father…” 
 
Allen interrupted, “…so you remember?” 
 
“Everything.” 
 
“Aiden, I-” 
 
“He killed my godfather, Ran.” 
 
“What?” Allen was surprised. 
 
“When I heard what I heard…about his control over the aspects, I also heard he got his 

agility from Ran Windstrike.” 
 
“Windstrike…?” Allen was distraught, “…he was retired from service 5 years ago…” 
 
“I went blank Allen, what happened?” 
 
“A man named Balefor tried to kill you…Even I don’t know what happened. But you 

cut him down.” 
 
“I could not see anything.” 
 
“There’s something special about you Aiden. I’ve seen you do some impressive things 

since your rising. That man had dominion over strength and agility…yet you bested him 
better than I ever could.” Allen grinned. 

 
“How far are we from Lionel?” 
 
“About 2 days walk now…I was able to catch some Blacktail just this morning.” 
 
“I’m starving.” 
 



“Yes, well we’ve strayed quite a bit a ways off just to throw our pursuers off our trail, 
but they still managed to find us. Now we’re several miles off course, and I haven’t seen so 
much as a trading post. Krieg used to be a bustling land.” 

 
“Do you think they sent more after us?” 
 
“I would if I were them. They certainly won’t let us get to Lionel Castle.” 
 
“Are you going to be able to fight?” 
 
“Not to my fullest, Aiden. I was kind of hoping you’d go all gung-ho and destroy 

them.” 
 
“Very funny.” 
 
“Sorry…” Allen smirked. 
 
  
 
Suddenly, the wind became still. Lotus called to Allen in a breeze. A murderous intent 

lingered in the air, so powerful it was almost ominous. Allen stood up and took up Lotus and 
held the sword to his forehead. The sword began to glow. 

 
“This isn’t good, Aiden.” 
 
“What is it?” 
 
“The air is dangerous…” Allen confirmed, “Aiden, I need you to find a place to hide and 

do so now. The air is getting thicker.” 
 
Aiden retreated to an alcove just off the stream beside them. Allen readied Lotus and 

began to turn slowly to the right as if to anticipate an incoming attack. Allen was in a very 
precarious situation as he was in no condition to fight. The air was so thick it worried Allen to 
great extent. 

 
“This isn’t good, Allen” he spoke softly to himself. 
 
Suddenly, from out of the brush, Balin walked out and greeted Allen. 
 



“Well, well, well…” 
 
“Langriss…” Allen readied himself. 
 
“From the looks of things, I’d say you managed to encounter Balefor and Dresden.” 
 
“Damn you and your King’s perverse experiments!” Allen shouted. 
 
“Now, now…” Balin began to pace back and forth in front of Allen, “The power is 

amazing, Swiftstrike. The things we can finally achieve…Krieg will soon bow to us.” 
 
“You have no idea what you’re dealing with! You’re all destroying the balance of the 

All Crystal!” 
 
“Balance? What can we accomplish by yielding to such a thing?” Balin asserted. 
 
“I’ve never been an expert on these things, but such power should not be trifled 

with…” 
 
Aiden grew anxious watching the two speak to each other. He grew restless. Aiden’s 

desires to go out and help Allen was overwhelming him. Balin clanged his gauntlet as it 
began to glow. 

 
“Sentinel, overrule and conquer.” Balin got into a fighting stance, “I will end you today 

Swiftstrike. And after I’m done, I will have my way with Flaregraze.” 
 
“Elana!” Allen shouted to himself in his head, “What did you do to her?!” 
 
“You will never know.” 
 
Balin lunged at Allen with immense speed as he threw a punch towards Allen’s ribs. 

Allen, with extreme difficulty, dodged the punch and slashed down at the gauntlet sending 
Balin to the ground. Balin rolled to his feet as soon as he touched the ground and jumped up 
into the air. 

 
“Shatter!” Balin’s gauntlet slammed into the ground as the earth crumbled and 

summoned spikes from the ground to emerge as Allen began to dodge each one. Balin met 
him halfway and punched Allen, sending him flying several yards away. Allen quickly 



recovered and rolled to his feet. Balin began to run towards Allen as he swiftly cut through 
the air, 

 
“Windstream!” a burst of wind emerged as it hit Balin and sent him flying into the air. 

Allen them jumped up and readied another attack, as a sharp pain entered his body from his 
broken ribs. Balin saw Allen hesitate, and punched him back down to the ground. Allen 
struggled to find his way back to his feet. Balin then charged towards Allen and punched at 
him. Allen successfully parried the attack and kicked Balin back a few feet. Balin then grabbed 
Allen by the neck and threw him several yards into the ground. As Allen got back to his feet 
Balin again was right in front of him, with great speed, and punched Allen. Allen blocked the 
attack with Lotus as they locked weapons. 

 
“You’re done, Swiftstrike!” 
 
As Allen began to deflect Balin’s gauntlet, two Blade Guards emerged from Allen’s 

sides and slashed at him. Allen could see their approach and quickly pushed Balin’s gauntlet 
to the side and twirled his sword through the air and spun around swiftly, 

 
“Hurricane!” as a massive gust of wind transforms into a tornado. The tornado caught 

the two Blades and sent them flying into the air. Allen jumped up and in a blinding light, he 
cut down the two Blades and made quick work of them. As Allen recovered from his attack 
Balin rushed forward and grabbed Allen from behind. 

 
“Still as persistent as ever!” 
 
Balin then kicked Allen in the knee and broke his leg. Allen screamed in pain as he 

dropped down to the one knee he had left. Aiden grew anxious, he saw Allen in grave danger. 
He wanted so desperately to help but he knew that he could not face the Arms commander 
Balin. He did not know how his powers worked but he tried desperately to summon them 
but to no avail. 

 
“Damnit!” Aiden yelled. 
 
Balin grabbed Lotus and threw it away several yards and held Allen up by the neck. 
 
“I always lost to you Swiftstrike, but this time it’s different.” 
 
Allen in extreme pain mustered enough energy to deliver a moonsault kick to Balin 

sending him back several feet and escaping his grasp. Allen landed on his one good leg. 



Aiden was amazed at Allen’s resilience but suddenly a flash of light blinded Aiden. Allen, with 
his weight fully on his one leg looked down and saw a sword piercing his stomach and a pillar 
of magical ice grasping at his feet. 

 
“I was wondering when you two were going to make your move.” Balin wiped his 

mouth of blood and stood up. 
 
“I’m not the quietest foot of all the Blades for no reason.” 
 
Allen looked behind him, “Talonhal….” 
 
Viktor looked up at Allen and smiled, “Well, hello there Mine Commander.” 
 
Aiden’s vision cleared as he laid eyes upon what just happened. Viktor had ambushed 

Allen in his great attempt to escape Balin’s clutches and pierced Allen through the stomach. 
Anger. Despair. Anguish broke through Aiden’s inner gates, as his eyes lit up fully white. He 
began to scream uncontrollably as a burst of white aura surrounded him. Balin noticed Aiden 
and grinned. 

 
“Well, well, well.” 
 
Suddenly, a gust of wind roared in the valley as a wind storm surrounded Balin, Allen, 

and Viktor. Allen with his remaining energy could only speak two words, 
 
“…mine…prince.” 
 
The storm grew heavy as it heated up and fire began to swirl around Balin. Aiden’s 

eyes were pure white and the aura was exceedingly powerful. Out of nowhere a blaze of fire 
exploded and blew back Balin, Viktor and a Mage Guard several yards and knocked them 
down. A cloaked figure grabbed Aiden interrupting his proliferation and whispered into his 
ears, 

 
“Trust me…” 
 
The cloaked figure took Aiden and ran off into the distance. Tears streamed down 

Aiden’s cheek as he regained consciousness. As he was being carried into the distance Aiden 
screamed Allen’s name but the sound was muffled in the storm as he could only see one 
thing, Allen falling to the ground. 

   



Chapter 5 “Vocare ad regnum” 
The air was still in his mind. As they sped through the terrain on magical streams, 

nothing else entered his thoughts. The image had been branded into his memory. The 
cloaked figure carried Aiden away, as the hope of his retribution was lost forever. From the 
moment of his 8th rising, he had experienced nothing but death in the wake of his becoming. 
They came to an alcove just off of the southwestern shores of Renaultus, a small port town 
outside of Lionel Castle. As the magical streams dispersed, they descended upon the land. 
Aiden, stricken with grief could do nothing but lash out on the cloaked figure. Tears streaming 
down his face, his arms wailing, there was nothing the figure could do but hug and console 
him. Both his anger and sorrow were intertwined into one emotion. 

 
“Why?!” Aiden continued wailing, “Why?!” 
 
“Mine Prince…” the figure could do nothing but accept the pain. 
 
As Aiden heard the words from the figure, he stopped wailing and stepped back. Why 

would some stranger call him Prince? Ever since he had fled the castle, everyone but Allen 
refused him as a prince and tried to kill him. Aiden drew Falkstream and got into a fighting 
stance. 

 
“Who are you…?” Aiden questioned. 
 
The cloaked figure proceeded to remove their cowl. Aiden was speechless. 
 
“Mine Prince, I am Elana Flaregraze, Commander of the Mage Guards.” Elana flicked 

her hair and then stopped at a twist, “well…former commander, I suppose.” 
 
Aiden approached Elana with caution, “Why…did you-” 
 
“You do know Allen has been in contact with someone?” 
 
Aiden looked confused. After a few seconds, he finally gathered that Phalanx was to 

deliver a message to this person. Sorrow and rage returned to Aiden as he recalled a lack of 
Allen’s presence. 

 
“…A mage guard…” 
 



“Yes, mine prince.” 
 
“And you did nothing…?” Aiden’s fist clenched. 
 
“I’m sorry?” 
 
“Allen was outnumbered, he was injured…” Aiden’s volume increased to a roaring 

scream, “YOU DID NOTHING?!” 
 
Elana was taken aback as her eyes sharpened. She could not yield to her emotions 

and cast back at Aiden. She knew in her heart she had done the right thing. Allen had 
instructed her without Aiden’s knowledge that if the time came, she would ensure Aiden’s 
safety above his own. As strong as Elana was, she couldn’t hold all of it in. Her eyes 
sharpened even further, but her expression grew painful, as one tear emerged from her eyes. 
Aiden noticed as his posture and thinking took a step back. Elana turned around to shield her 
emotions and wiped away the one tear. 

 
“I did- …what I had to do.” Elana expressed with severe difficulty. 
 
Aiden didn’t know what to say. Without remorse, he had just blamed Allen’s death on 

Elana. Elana flicked her fingers in Aiden’s direction as he began to levitate. 
 
“Whoa- Wha?!” 
 
“You need some rest.” 
 
She brought him inside the small shack and laid him onto a stack of hay and 

summoned a blanket onto him. It really was Aiden’s first time witnessing magic. From an 
Amaranth’s rising, they are trained solely in melee combat until they have chosen their 
aspect. This ensured that no matter what they chose, they would all hold a firm and solid 
foundation in combat. 

 
Aiden couldn’t hold onto a good sleep, as terrors of Allen’s death kept flashing before 

him. He awoke several times during the night. This time, he had heard something very 
saddening. He snuck out of the hay stack and crept up to the shack’s door. He looked out to 
see Elana by the campfire, cowl covering her head, sobbing. Tears streaming down her face, 
she was releasing every bit of emotion she had been keeping inside ever since Allen’s end. 

 
“Allen! I could have helped you!” Elana was screaming to herself. 



 
Aiden could hear just barely. Aiden felt bad for his earlier actions. Though he was 

being controlled by his emotions as well, no one should ever be blamed for someone’s end. 
Aiden was not aware of the nature of their relationship but seeing Elana like this, he knew 
they were very close. He crept back into the bed and tried to get some more sleep. Elana was 
still by the campfire shedding the last tears the ducts of her eyes could muster. 

 
“You know, I see it Allen.” she was speaking to herself, “…there’s something special 

about this boy.” 
 
Elana took out a pendant of a silver wing with a sword piercing through it. She had 

received this from Allen just a few weeks prior to the incident. 
 
“I did what you asked. Aiden is safe. The boy actually summoned a wind storm the 

likes I’ve never seen. It was as if his aspect was being super powered by something. I’ve seen 
the wind storms Lotus can produce, Allen. This boy is only 8.” Elana looked up into the sky, 
“If you’re listening…I will make sure retribution is ours.” 

 
  
 
The halls were dark and morbid. It was mute and empty around the whole castle. 

Aegoth was holding a meeting with the high commanders to ascertain the most recent 
events. Seated at the head of the table, he was surrounded by Balin Langriss, Viktor Talonhal, 
Chancellor Friede, and Arbiter Humber. There was the victory in the air, and the expressions 
on their faces were of immense pride. Surprisingly, also among them was Silvia Coldwind. 
However, her eyes were sharp and blackened around the edges, as if neigh a soul remained. 
She sat beside Aegoth suspiciously. 

 
Balin was first to rise, “I will get right to the point. Swiftstrike has ended. But we lost 

Aiden. Someone intervened at the last moment.” 
 
Silvia responded, “It was Flaregraze.” 
 
“How do you know?” Arbiter Humber questioned. 
 
“Langriss, did they ride on the wings of air?” 
 
“I was not able to see clearly, but they moved swiftly, like a Blade.” 
 



Viktor interjected, “That was no Blade. They were definitely riding the air.” 
 
“Before leaving, Flaregraze had told me that she was leaving to take care of 

something and that she would not be returning. Furthermore, she was in league with Allen 
Swiftstrike. He had given her the Silver Wing of Fervor.” 

 
Arbiter Humber stood up, “…the Wing of Fervor….” 
 
Balin rubbed his chin, “Given her magical properties she would be able to activate its 

powers.” 
 
Silvia continued, “Among the mages, she was the only one who could travel in that 

form.” 
 
Aegoth sent a smile Silvia’s way as she returned the favor. Then he turned to them 

and grew angry. 
 
“What is to be done about Aiden?” Aegoth slammed his fist into the table. 
 
“We have no leads; their escape was veiled from us,” Balin answered. 
 
“They now have the means to secure aid from Krieg. They still outnumber us 500 to 

1.” Arbiter Humber asserted. 
 
“Who cares? We’ll just crush them all with our new powers!” Viktor yelled. 
 
“You are young yet, Talonhal. What of your new powers against 500 able bodied 

warriors, fighting for their very existence?” Balin continued, “You know little of battle…” 
 
“I know if I can cut down Allen Swiftstrike, I can handle 500 men!” 
 
Balin interrupted, “That was a concerted effort, Talonhal. And these are not just men. 

Every one of us would be up against 500 highly trained Krieg warriors. How many Krieg have 
you fought in battle, Talonhal?” 

 
“…None…” Viktor digressed. 
 



“The Krieg may not possess the All Crystal. But what they lack in power, they make up 
for in numbers and skill. They are mighty warriors. We need to empower our whole army 
with the All Crystal to make it an advantageous war.” Balin finished. 

 
“He is right. As of now, Krieg would be a hindrance to our plans. If any of you are to 

defeat their numbers and determination, you will need the All Crystal on your side even 
more.” Aegoth asserted, “Chancellor, begin experiments on the augmentation of the All 
Crystal. Powers gained from essences don’t seem to be potent enough. We will need enough 
to secure a whole battalion of soldiers. We will see how things go from there.” 

 
“Mine King.” 
 
“And what of Aiden?” Viktor questioned. 
 
“We have failed in that regard, Sir Blade. We have no choice but to meet Krieg in 

battle.” Balin responded. 
 
Aegoth grinned, “Let my son come…I will end him myself.” 
 
Silvia interjected, “We must be cautious, my love. The Krieg not only possess greater 

numbers, but they will now have the Flame Master Elana Flaregraze on their side.” 
 
“What of the Flame Master, against my Frost Queen?” Aegoth witted. 
 
Silvia smiled wickedly, as Aegoth stood up from his throne. 
 
“Arbiter Humber, assemble all of the kingdom guards. We are consolidating our forces 

into one. The Royal Guard. From now, all commanders will report to Balin Langriss, our new 
High General of the Royal Guard.” 

 
“Mine King, the honor is mine.” Balin kneeled. 
 
  
 
Everyone made their exit as they all assembled in the Crystalline Halls. Aegoth sat at 

his throne as all the kingdom guard gathered in the middle of the court. Grenn was at the 
forefront of the Blades. He had no idea what was going on but he knew it had something to 
do with the recent events. He was confident that he had gotten all the Blades on the same 



page, but then he noticed something odd. Viktor was standing on the raised steppe of the 
Crystalline Hall along with Balin Langriss. 

 
“What is he doing…?” Grenn thought to himself. 
 
Arbiter Humber stepped forward and took out a scroll as if to announce a royal decree 

by King Aegoth, “Ladies and Gentlemen of the Court. Your King Aegoth Elderborn does 
hereby decree, all Kingdom Guard shall be disbanded and joined into one complete unit 
known as the Royal Guard.” 

 
Grenn’s eyes sharpened as several other guards from Blades, Mages and Armsmen 

were baffled by the news. 
 
“In addition to the new Royal Guard unit, all guards will now report to Balin Langriss, 

the new high general of the Royal Guard. Blade Master Steelburn shall retain command of 
the Blades, Sorceress Coldwind shall also retain command of the Mages. However, central 
command lies with Balin Langriss and his new Vice General, Viktor Talonhal.” 

 
  
 
The grumbling began. No one knew how to take the news. They were all certainly 

upset about this, as for thousands of years the guards had had a healthy competition with 
each other, but now they were one unit, that for all intents and purposes were nowhere near 
united. Grenn could not understand the sudden promotion of Viktor Talonhal. But they were 
about to find out. 

 
“Balin Langriss, Viktor Talonhal your new High Generals stand before you as great 

examples of Amaranth brilliance! It is due to their concerted efforts that the criminal Allen 
Swiftstrike has met his end.” 

 
The hall was filled with grumbles, and it had now turned into yelling. Grenn was 

astonished by this news. Viktor was supposed to be investigating the matter for him, but 
instead, he seemingly had been working with Langriss to eliminate Allen Swiftstrike from the 
equation. 

 
“How could you Talonhal…?” Grenn stepped forward and questioned in front of 

everyone. 
 
“Blade Master Steelburn, this is not a forum-” Humber interrupted. 



 
“Quiet old man!” Grenn was furious, “He was a mentor to all of us…how could you?” 
 
“Steelburn…it’s quite simple.” Viktor smiled, “…it had to be done.” 
 
“Screw all the high court politics! You were jealous!” 
 
Viktor’s smile was a bit shaken by that statement, “Honestly, jealous of what? Being 

the almighty Blade Master?” 
 
Grenn drew his sword, “Forget about titles. You were jealous because he was simply a 

better man…” 
 
Viktor was growing angrier with every breath that Grenn was taking to insult him. 
 
“How dare you…” Viktor drew his sword as well and got ready to receive Grenn. 
 
Grenn lunged forward with a piercing attack as Viktor locked blades with Grenn. 
 
“Enough of this!” Aegoth slammed his fist into his throne. 
 
“Guards!” Arbiter Humber called forth, while most guards were hesitant to intervene, 

Silvia Coldwind stood up and pointed at her mage guards with a cold stare. A mage guard 
finally summoned a breath of fire and aimed it at Grenn. Grenn was forced back and began 
to flee. 

 
“Do not let him escape!” Humber commanded. 
 
The mage guards continued to run after Grenn as they cast fireballs and lightning 

bolts towards his direction. Grenn’s agility helped him dodge most of the attacks as he made 
his way out of the castle. The rest of the Blades were just looking down in complete anger 
but utter confusion. They didn’t know who to obey or what to do anymore. 

 
Arbiter Humber interjected, “In light of these events, Viktor Talonhal will also be 

named Blade Master in Grenn Steelburn’s stead. Should anyone encounter Grenn Steelburn, 
strike him down with a cold malice!” 

 
  
 



Explosions and sparks could be seen off in the distance as the noise continued to 
persist throughout the castle. The guards exited from the hall as the chaos slowly ceased. 
Everyone from the Blades, to the Mages, down to the Armsmen were confused. Why was 
this all happening? So many lives lost, and for what? Many of them were still very much loyal 
to Allen Swiftstrike and Grenn Steelburn. Many of them were also growing very weary of 
Viktor Talonhal. Though, they had all agreed to weather the storm until they could figure out 
what to do. They were sure the other guards were having the same argument among 
themselves. With the departure of Swiftstrike, Steelburn, and Flaregraze, there was a strong 
possibility for insurrection amongst the royal guard. 

 
  
 
Assembled back in the meeting room Aegoth assumed a furious face. Viktor, Balin, 

and Silvia all took their seats. Chancellor Friede came out of the shadows as he always does 
and tried to calm Aegoth. 

 
“Stay your anger, Mine King,” Friede suggested. 
 
“You risk a lot by imposing such a thought on me, Friede,” Aegoth grumbled. 
 
“Your guards will follow you yet.” Friede smirked, “…as you know, through scientific 

means we can procure abilities from the All Crystal by extracting essences from those who 
have received the crystalline blessing. However, with time I believe we can fully integrate 
Amaranthine into you as the master host.” 

 
“I’m listening to Friede.” Aegoth took his seat. 
 
“If we can infuse the Amaranthine Crystal into your body as its ever bearing host, we 

can essentially implant essences from you into the guards. Along with giving them strength 
to fight for us, they will be subjugated by the crystal. And as the ever bearing host of the All 
Crystal, they will hold an undying loyalty to you.” Friede explained. 

 
“You are sure of this method?” 
 
“I can’t be too sure, but I need time to do some more research and make sure it is 

safe.” 
 
“What are you waiting for?” Aegoth stood up. 
 



“As you wish, Mine King.” 
 
Friede immediately left the room to begin his work. Aegoth's generals all faced the 

king as all their eyes met at the same time. 
 
“Soon, the royal guard will be superior to anything the Krieg can send our way.” 
 
Aegoth looked out the window at the horizon, “…and finally rule over all.” 
 
  
 
The night was dark and the air was streaming against Grenn’s face as he raced against 

the wind fleeing. His thoughts were jumbled and chaotic. He still could not believe that Allen 
had ended. More than that, he couldn’t believe what was happening in the Castle. The prince 
assassinated, Swiftstrike a wanted man, Flaregraze leaving the Mage Guards. He couldn’t 
make sense of this past chain of events. But he put together whatever puzzle pieces he 
would work out and continued to run with swift agility toward Krieg Empire. 

 
  
 
Aiden had woken up from a horrible sleep, but he tried to swallow it as both he and 

Elana were facing a similar nightmare. He walked outside to Elana sitting out front in a weird 
position with her hands flowing in the air. Crystals and sparkling embers swirled around her 
as if she was summoning something. Aiden didn’t dare to interrupt her. 

 
“It’s all right. I’m just Focus Meditating. Channeling my magical powers.” 
 
“Why do you do it?” 
 
“Well, we mages have a certain will that allows us to cast spells. The more powerful 

the spell, the more it fatigues us. When we’ve reached our limit we can either drink some 
potions to give us more strength or submit. But drinking potions only give us artificial energy, 
so our spells are less effective. We try to end the fight before that happens, or in the past had 
the Blades and Arms protect us while we Focus Meditated to regain our will.” 

 
“Sounds like you guys were a liability on the battlefield.” 
 



“Smart kid…” Elana smirked, “we were actually always behind the front lines as 
support. The Blade Guard and Armsmen were always so effective that we never had to 
engage in prolonged fights.” 

 
Elana’s smile disappeared, “Aiden, Allen saw something in you that I have yet to fully 

witness. He knew what he died to protect.” 
 
“I still don’t know either. He told me that there was something special about my 

Aspect. He actually tried to kill me one night and for some reason, I stopped him. But I don’t 
know how I did it or was even conscious at the time.” Aiden looked at his hands. 

 
Elana quickly threw her fingers across the air and pointed at Aiden, “Crystallus!” 
 
A sharp icicle formed out of thin air and raced towards Aiden. He noticed it almost too 

slowly and looked up at it, but as soon as the icicle reached his face, his eyes grew vacant and 
the icicle dissipated. He had averted the attack yet he was still standing there with empty 
eyes, unconscious as if nothing was happening. 

 
“Aiden?” Elana asked. 
 
As Aiden emerged from his stasis Elana was quick to catch him before he fell. 
 
“Aiden, are you there?” 
 
“Elana….?” Aiden slowly gained consciousness. 
 
“I knew it.” 
 
“What…?” Aiden sat up. 
 
“The All Crystal…it somehow infused a part of itself within you. Not only do you have 

dominion over an aspect as an Amaranth should, it seems as though you have been chosen 
to be its ever bearer.” 

 
“What does it all mean?” Aiden was utterly confused. 
 
“We are taught from a young age about the All Crystal, do you remember these 

lessons?” 
 



“Yes, a little bit.” 
 
“It is believed that every 500 years, the All Crystal chooses to assimilate a part of 

itself with an Amaranth giving them not only their Aspect – but infusing its will into them. I 
believe that part of the crystal…is what is keeping you alive. It activates because it sees your 
death as a threat to its existence.” 

 
“You mean I’m immortal?” Aiden suggested. 
 
“Well, no you could still be incinerated or pulverized. So far it has kept you alive from 

mundane attacks that are otherwise lethal to someone as young and inexperienced as you.” 
 
“Then-“ Aiden started. 
 
“It is protecting you Aiden.” 
 
Aiden looked down at his hands and began to scan his body. He was overwhelmed by 

this knowledge. Had the All Crystal really chosen him to be its ever bearer? 
 
Elana’s eyes squinted, “…trouble.” 
 
Suddenly a masked vigilante appears from thin air above Elana and Aiden and with a 

quick slash overhead, he attacks them. Elana grabs Aiden quickly and teleports away. 
 
“Your senses are still as good as I remember them, Elana.” 
 
“Who are you?” 
 
The masked man took off his mask and revealed his face. Elana quickly smiled and 

ran to hug him. 
 
“Grandmaster Uryu!” Elana elated. 
 
“Child, it is good to see you are still alive and well. After receiving word from Allen, I 

knew something was wrong. Where is he?” 
 
Elana backed off and turned away. Aiden was still confused as he just stood there 

eyeballing the both of them. 
 



“He was taken.” Elana hesitated, “he has ended.” 
 
Uryu looked down and stroked his beard, “That is quite unfortunate. I’m sorry Elana. I 

suppose his intention from the beginning was to die protecting this young man. Seeing as he 
had led you and me here.” 

 
“Aiden Elderborn, sir.” Aiden politely introduced himself. 
 
“I’d prefer it if you just called me Master,” Uryu smirked. 
 
Elana turned around, “What are you talking about?” 
 
“Along with leading me here, Allen also requested that I take in this young man to be 

my apprentice. After all, he has chosen Agility as his aspect?” 
 
“You’re going to train Aiden?” Elana was overwhelmed. 
 
“Allen had requested this of me. And while I was hesitant, he assured me that this 

young man had potential. If Allen died to protect this young man, I must honor his wish.” 
 
“This is insane!” Elana exclaimed. 
 
Uryu started laughing as he waved Elana off, “Don’t worry about it! I’ll go a little easier 

on the kid this time around.” 
 
Elana’s palm met her face as she shook her head. 
 
  
 
The air around the area smelled of burned ash. The smoke was still very prevalent as 

Grenn approached the grotto. Dead Blades sprawled all over the field. Patches of land and 
rock scorched. As if a battle had taken place. 

 
“This is where it took place…” Grenn froze, “…where Allen died.” 
 
Grenn walked over to the center of the field and took a knee. He smelt the ground to 

assess how long ago the battle had taken place. He then picked up the cloak beside him. 
 
“Hold on…this is Allen’s…” 



 
Grenn scanned the perimeter of dead bodies and around himself. 
 
“I’ve found your cloak old friend…now, where are you?” 
   



Chapter 6 “HOPE” 
“Ouch!” Aiden yelled. 
“You hesitated. Start again.” Uryu commanded. 
 
Aiden took his stance again. Uryu continued to thrust a whip at Aiden. Aiden deflected 

several lashes until he missed. A lash grazed him on his cheek. 
 
“Ouch!” 
“Stop your whining.” Uryu laughed. 
“Why are we doing this?” Aiden asked. 
“Well, I know you have your basics down as a child of Amar. You’ve been trained in 

very foundational skills. But it’s time to evolve.” Uryu explained. 
“Why a whip?” 
“If you can see a whip. You can see a great big sword or gauntlet coming at you. Even 

more so, a magical spell designed to be swift and cunning.” 
Aiden glanced down at the marks left by the lashing. But his resolve grew steady. He 

raised his head and looked at Uryu. 
“Again.” Aiden requested. 
The training continued for several days. Elana spent that time cleaning her clothes, 

gathering wood and food for them and witnessing Aiden’s training. Amidst it all, she 
constantly thought of Allen and was still grief stricken over his death. Every night she would 
shed a lonely tear for him. Aiden decided to join Elana by the campfire this night. 

“Does it get better?” Aiden asked. 
“I’ve been told. But I’ve never lost someone before. I’m hoping it does.” 
“I wouldn’t be here if it weren’t for him.” Aiden sulked. 
“Allen believed in you.” Elana fiddles with fire around her fingers. “I always knew his 

convictions would get him killed.” 
“I will avenge him.” 
Elana laughed, “You’re too young to be taking up causes for vengeance.” 
Aiden grinned, “I’m also too young to be a wanted fugitive or the ever bearer of the All 

Crystal.” 
“True,” Elana confirmed. 
“I wonder what my father plans to do with those experiments.” 
“Judging from the battle the other day, I’m assuming he is modifying his most loyal 

soldiers to hold dominion over the aspects.” 
“But doesn’t it take time and training to master it?” 
“Of course. But you still get a small measure of its abilities.” 



 
Grandmaster Uryu stepped out of the hut and joined them by the campfire to roast a 

jerky. He nodded at Elana and Aiden. 
 
“Master, what aspect did you choose?” 
Uryu looked up, “Oh…” 
Elana put his hand on Aiden’s shoulder, “Master Uryu is no Amaranth.” 
“What?!” Aiden shouted. “How did you train Allen?” 
Elana laughed a bit, “Master Uryu possesses the skills of someone with innate agility.” 
“Innate agility?” Aiden continued his interrogation. 
Uryu interjected, “My people before they were annihilated…were born with innate 

abilities. I was born with a natural swiftness. I was nowhere near as fast as Allen during his 
convergence with Agility. When I found Allen he was laying in his own blood after a training 
session had gone wrong. I taught him how to understand speed. He wanted me to teach 
him.” 

“Understand speed?” 
Uryu continued, “Receiving the gift, is quite different from being born with it. It is 

instilled into your senses. You have to understand the forces of nature you are contending 
with are vast. Life is a balancing act. To master speed, you must understand the equal and 
opposing natures with which you are imposing said speed. The atmosphere, the ground, the 
wind, any force of nature that must bend in order for you to assert your own force must be 
harnessed.” 

Aiden raises his hand to his head, “I don’t get any of this!” 
Uryu laughed, “I’m sorry – I got carried away.” 
“Long story short, Master Uryu understands the gift. And didn’t teach Allen speed. He 

taught him how to understand it.” Elana explained. 
Aiden’s eyes widened, “That’s why he was so fast…” 
“I also taught him how to use his sword properly, the idiot,” Uryu confessed. “As I’m 

teaching you currently. If you did not know your weapons were also born from the same 
phenomena which grant you your powers. Understanding them is another story.” 

“I bet…” Aiden grew restless. 
“Tomorrow we continue your training. I will have you completely avoid the whip. You 

will understand the shift of the air around you. Once you do, you will see almost any attack 
that comes your way.” Uryu declared. 

“Any attack…? Allen could’ve used that.” Aiden quipped. 
“If Allen fell in battle, it was because the forces of nature surrounding his 

circumstances were a greater force than he alone could contend with. Remember, you may 
see the attack coming but it’s up to you to compel your body to evade it. You can only do so 



much on your own. I’m guessing he had several extremely powerful individuals bearing down 
on him all at once.” 

“Yes…” Aiden confirmed. 
Elana added, “It was an Arms Commander, a Blade, and a Mage.” 
“It seems like it was insurmountable odds.” Uryu proclaimed. 
“Weren’t we going to consign the help of Krieg?” Aiden asked. 
“Not until you have mastered your training. The King of Krieg won’t be privy to being 

asked for help by a child. We want to appeal to his militaristic side. Offer him conquest.” 
Elana explained. 

“I see. You seek the King of Krieg’s help in all of this.” Uryu ponders. 
“There’s only one way out of this I’m afraid. It’s the fall of Amar. The fall of Aegoth.” 
“I’m not opposed to it Elana. But if it's war-” 
Aiden interrupts, “I’ll be ready.” 
 
His fist slams down on his throne with great force. Aegoth stands up and starts to 

pace back and forth with an eager look on his face. 
 
“It’s been months! What is taking so long?!” Aegoth shouts. 
“I’m sorry Mine King…we’ve run into some trouble,” Friede announces. 
“Tell me.” 
“It seems we cannot get the All Crystal to take a new host.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“It is rejecting everything we’re throwing at it.” 
“Then force it to take me!” 
“We don’t know of the consequences mine king! If it rejects you, you could-” 
“I am no mere man, Friede! Do it now.” 
“Mine King.” 
 
Friede leaves the throne room in a hurry. Silvia grabs Aegoth's hand and tries to 

assuage his concerns. 
 
“Dear, we shouldn’t be too hasty.” 
“Quiet quim.” Aegoth lashes back. 
“If we force the All Crystal to take a host, there may be dire consequences. We don’t 

understand-” 
Aegoth throws his hand into Silvia’s face. She falls down the steppes and looks back 

at Aegoth with worried eyes. 
“Leave me!” Aegoth yells. 
 



Silvia struggles to get up and leaves the throne room. Aegoth sits down and picks up 
his wine and continues to ponder by himself. 

 
“Aiden.” Aegoth grasps the end of his throne’s armrest and grows in anger. 
“I will find you and make sure you are ended!” 
 
Aegoth walks into Friede’s apothecary and scans all of the concoctions of Friede’s and 

walks up to Friede. 
 
“Where are we with the assimilation?” 
“I don’t know, Mine King…” Friede hesitated, “but as you said we shall move forward 

regardless.” 
“Good. You are learning.” 
 
Friede picks up a corked vial as he leads Aegoth to the Crystalline Halls. He summons 

Amaranthine and grabs the crystal into his hand. 
“Drink this, Mine King.” 
 
Aegoth chugs the concoction down. Friede takes the All Crystal and places it on 

Aegoth's chest. 
“Do not move,” Friede explained. 
 
The All Crystal begins to glow and react to the presence of a host. Aegoth begins to 

emanate with a cooling aura. Suddenly the All Crystal and his body begin to fuse together as 
if his body is absorbing the crystal itself. Friede notices a fragment of the crystal missing. 

“What the-?” Friede thinks of himself. 
 
The All Crystal is fully absorbed by Aegoth as his body begins to emanate a heated 

aura and he begins to shiver and cry in joy. Aegoth's cries turn into laughter, 
“This is incredible!” Aegoth scans his body, “I’m coursing with energy!” 
 
Friede has a worried look on his face. Aegoth's body begins to shift into a red and 

black aura. He begins to cough as he grasps his neck. 
“What’s happening?!” Aegoth asks. 
“Mine King!” Friede panics. 
 
After several moments, Aegoth rises from the ground shrouded by a black aura 

around his face. 
“Excellent,” Aegoth says unbothered. 



“Mine King?” Friede asks. 
“Yes, Friede?” 
“Are you…alright?” 
“I’m fine.” Aegoth walks out of the Crystalline Hall. 
“I don’t understand. His assimilation failed. He should be dead.” Friede thought. 
 
In the Royal Guard chambers, Silvia is nursing a wound to her face as Balin and Viktor 

both enter. They notice Silvia’s posture and confront her. Balin takes her face in his hand and 
scans the wound. 

 
“What did you do now?” Balin questions. 
“Nothing…” 
“You know that won’t work with us anymore?” Viktor asserts. 
“Aegoth plans to force the All Crystal to assimilate with him,” Silvia reveals. 
“We cannot stop the King. If it is his desire.” 
“Balin, according to lore whenever Amaranthine rejects an ever bearer, it eats away at 

the host’s soul until it is released,” Viktor recalls. “If we let the King do this, he might-” 
“Die?” Balin grins. “And?” 
“For starters, none of us are an Elderborn! Regent powers fall to the Arbiter and I 

won’t let this kingdom fall into the hands of Humber.” 
 
Aegoth walks into the room. The aura around him has changed. His face shrouded in a 

mysterious dark veil. He turns to Balin, 
 
“I once thought your loyalty was unmatched Balin.” 
Balin assumes proper posture, “Mine King, you have my undying loyalty-” 
“Fool…” Aegoth interrupts. “Did you really think I did not know?” 
Balin looks up, “Mine King-?” 
 
Aegoth appears behind Balin suddenly and grabs his neck. 
“This is the man that would have my throne, is it?” 
Aegoth clenches his fist around Balin’s neck. 
“M-Mine…K-K” Balin struggles. 
Viktor interjects, “Mine King, please…show mercy!” 
Aegoth looks at Viktor, “Mercy?” then back at Balin, “Granted.” 
Aegoth breaks Balin’s neck and drops him to the floor like a ragdoll. He walks towards 

the door and fixes his mantle. 
“Clean up this mess.” Aegoth exits. 
 



Silvia and Viktor’s faces are still with shock and horror as they look at a lifeless body. 
“Viktor-” Silvia murmurs. 
“I know…he’s already assimilated.” 
“What do we-” 
“Nothing…we do as he says or we’ll end up like Balin or worse” 
“I don’t think even Aegoth could have anticipated this.” 
Viktor glances at Silvia, “We have to assume that that is no longer Aegoth.” 
 
Back at the King’s chamber Aegoth sits at his dining table with a cup of wine in his 

hand as Friede enters. 
“Mine King.” 
“Friede…” Aegoth looks at his hand and scans it, “You’ve done wonders.” 
“You honor me.” 
“I can feel the power surging within me.” 
“With the All Crystal within you, you command all of the aspects at an increased 

affinity.” 
“The Kingdom of Krieg will bow down to me!” 
 
Aegoth's face again becomes shrouded in a dark aura. 
“Everyone will burn!” Aegoth announces. 
“Mine King?” Friede was baffled, “I think the All Crystal is affecting your mind-” 
“Nonsense Friede, I’ve never been thinking more clearly.” Aegoth picks up Barragus, 

“What’s 200,000 soldiers to my infinite power. King Krieg shall tremble before me.” 
 
Friede bows out and does not dare to question Aegoth. 
“Friede.” 
“Yes Mine King.” 
“Put Arbiter Humber to the task. Assemble the Royal Guard. I want Aiden and anyone 

who has helped him put to the ground and ended.” 
“Yes Mine King.” 
 
Over in a town called Palefoot. Grenn enters an inn and studies the room. He sits at 

the bar and signals the innkeeper. The inn keep approaches Grenn with a limp and glass in 
hand. 

“Wine please.” 
“Aye, sa” the innkeeper acknowledges Grenn. 
“Anybody strange happen to pass by the last couple of days?” 
The innkeeper while pouring responds, “Not really. It’s been slow.” 
“You’re sure?” 



“Why do you ask sa?” 
“I’m looking for someone.” 
“Ar’n you all…” the innkeeper jests. “Wha’s an Amari doing all the way out here?” 
“How did you-” Grenn looks around. 
“Do’n worry…I’m not turning you in or noth’n. But you should do a better job of 

concealing your sigil. That there is a Blade Guard’s crest.” 
“To hell…” Grenn shifts his cloak a bit to cover it. 
“No’n here gives half a Gargle.” 
“Gargle?” 
“On’em lizards…you should know Amari.” 
Grenn smirks, “You mean Gargoth.” 
“Wha’ever” 
“What’s your name?” Grenn inquires. 
“The name’s Igurd. Igurd Brimstill” 
“So Igurd Brimstill. How does an inn-keep out in the Krieg country know about a 

Blade Guard’s crest?” 
“Seen on’em before.” 
“I thought you said you hadn’t seen anybody recently.” 
“You asked if I’d seen anybody strange.” innkeeper grins, “The man di’n seem strange 

to me. Asked for a bed, gave me coin and was off.” 
“I missed him.” Grenn grimaces to himself. 
“Listen, I do’n want to get into trouble if you’re after him.” 
“No no…why do you say that?” 
“Well, he was in a bad way…I thought noth’n of it. I do’n usually get involved. I figured 

he would fix himself up.” 
Grenn thinks to himself, “He would do that wouldn’t he…” 
Igurd interrupts his thoughts, “Is he’n trouble?” 
“Depends on your definition of the term.” 
Igurd sighs, “trouble is trouble, sa” 
“I suppose you’re right.” 
 
Suddenly Grenn is hit in the back of the head by a stranger in a cloak and knocks him 

out cold. He comes to in a barn on a bed of hay. The stranger is hunched and limping as he 
feeds a fire with more wood. Grenn musters the strength to speak. 

 
“What do you want?” 
“Man of your cloth must be worth good money.” the cloaked man replies. 
“Actually, not anymore.” 
“What’s that supposed to mean?” the cloaked man gets angry. 



“If you’re talking about my crest, I’m afraid it bears no value.” 
“Why is that?” 
“I’m a deserter. I left my post.” 
 
The cloaked man changes his voice, “Good.” He removes the hood from over his head 

and reveals himself to Grenn. 
 
“Allen?!” 
“I had to make sure you weren’t here for me. I’m in no condition to fight.” 
“To hell!” 
“I’m sorry. But lately, all I’ve seen out of Amar have been warriors who fight with cold 

malice and merciless intent. I haven’t fully recovered yet.” Allen explained. 
“What happened out there by the bluffs?” 
“Prince Aiden and I were ambushed by Balin, Viktor and a couple of other guards.” 
“It looked like a blood bath. I found your cloak.” 
“Thank you Grenn.” Allen retrieved the cloak. 
“They say you were in cahoots with Sentius. But I never believed it. So Prince Aiden is 

alive and well.” 
“I have reason to believe that King Aegoth ordered his son ended. And he sent the 

Arm Guards to finish the job that day. I took the Prince and fled the country.” 
 
“So, how did you survive the ambush? That was a lot of blood. Balin and Viktor 

announced your ending.” 
“I don’t know exactly. One moment I was bleeding out. Then, I felt a surge of power 

come from Aiden. I reached out to him and my wound began to seal. I maintained the act to 
ensure that Viktor and Balin would assume I was dead.” 

 
“Well…now that the whole kingdom believes you’re dead what’s your plan?” 
“Nothing.” 
“What do you mean?” Grenn asked. 
“I need to refocus my mind. I need to commune with the winds.” 
“How can I help?” 
“You can’t.” Allen asked, “It’s something only I can do.” 
 
“If we’re going to help Aiden reclaim the throne we’ll need everyone, including you.” 

Grenn appealed to Allen. 
“You want to help Aiden regain the throne?” 
“Aegoth is drunk on his desire for power. I have no doubt it will send the kingdom into 

a state of darkness.” 



 
“Alright then,” Allen confirmed. 
“Alright, what?” 
“Come with me. When I am fully recovered…I shall train you.” 
 

PRESENT 
 
The land has yielded. Those who remain in the Kingdom of Amar suffer, clouded by a 

perpetual darkness. The days no longer witness the rising of the sun. It is as if Amar had been 
abandoned, and left to ruin. Yet people still live within its borders. 

 
Dust kicks up as a heel of a boot plants itself on the ground. A cape flows free in the 

air and dances in the wind revealing a young man, face covered by a half coif standing at the 
border of Amar. A familiar sword hunched on his back. 

 
“It’s been awhile…” the man says. 
A cloaked woman walks up beside him, “It has.” 
“I can feel the cries of those who are suffering.” the man says. 
“This place doesn’t feel the same.” 
 
The man walks forward studying the ruins of the border town of Tyranis. He kneels 

down and picks up dirt from the ground and smells it. 
 
“This place hasn’t seen life in months.” 
The woman joins him, “We can only assume.” 
Another cloaked man joins them and stares off into the distance, “He has assimilated 

the All Crystal.” 
The woman looks down to the cloaked young man, “What do you want to do?” 
 
The young man removes the coif from his face and rises up revealing his face. “Free 

my people…”  
The woman smirks, “After you…mine Prince.” 
 
The young man looks behind him to reveal an army ranking in the thousands. He 

signals them to move forward and then smiles at the woman. 
“Let’s go, Elana.” 
Elana smiles back and looks to the other man, “Master Uryu?” 



“Of course.” Uryu nods. 
Aiden waves to the legion behind him, “Move out!” 
 
Several years had passed since Aiden began his training. Now standing before the 

large army was a new man, given new resolve and renewed hope. He was no longer the 
small frightened child that Allen had rescued from a falling Kingdom. He was now the true 
ever bearer of Amaranthine. What had the years of training and solitude afforded Aiden? 
Was he ready to face the monster his father had become? Two pieces of Amaranthine slowly 
drawing closer together, pulled by the strings of fate – in an attempt to rejoin one another. 

   



Chapter 7 “A dance with wind…” 

PAST 
 
Nothing could be seen for miles. The air was still and the trees remained muted. Allen 

and Grenn sat with their legs folded facing towards each other, their eyes closed. The 
breathing and heart beats remained steady and in sync. The wind began to shift all around 
them in a harmonious dance. A wind that you could feel had a conscience and was aware of 
its purpose. It circled the two and encapsulated them in a funnel. The velocity of the wind 
began to increase as the violence of its throws raged until suddenly it dispersed. Grenn let 
out a gasp and grabbed his chest. 

 
“Enough…I can’t” Grenn said panting. 
 
“That’s fine.” Allen calmly stood up. 
 
“How are you doing this?” 
 
“It took me years to understand the wind and the role it played in my affinity for 

speed. I had a great mentor by the name of Issa Uryu.” Allen picked a leaf off of a nearby 
tree, “he was one of the Talal.” 

 
“The Talal?” Grenn says shocked, “According to our lessons the Talal were a gifted 

race. Born with innate abilities.” 
 
Allen looks up to the sky, “He is the only remaining Talal. How he survived the 

Cataclysm-he has yet to reveal that to me. But he helped me understand the nature of 
speed. Carrying an affinity with the winds that propel me. Without the wind-we are simply 
exerting a brute force speed that is rugged and unrefined. I want to show you something.” 

 
“Of course,” Grenn replied. 
 
Allen unsheathed Lotus, “I want you to do your best to dodge my attacks.” 
 
“This will be fun!” 
 



Allen then slashed the air between him and Grenn forcing the vortex to form a wind 
flume towards Grenn. Grenn immediately jumps up and dodges the attack. Allen slashes 
again towards him in the air creating another stream. Grenn pushes off the air and dodges 
the next attack and he lunges towards the ground. Allen sends another attack towards 
Grenn’s projected destination. Grenn struggles to come to a full stop and uses his sword to 
stab into the earth and flips over the attack and lands on his feet. 

 
“Impressive,” Allen remarks. 
 
“Interesting choice of attacks Allen. But I bested them all.” Grenn smirks. 
 
“That last attack-you lost your sword.” Allen quipped. 
 
“It had to be done otherwise-” 
 
Allen interrupted, “Try me.” 
 
“Oh, the great Windstrike is going to show his quality- how exciting…” Grenn 

sarcastically shouts. 
 
Allen smirks and gets into formation. Grenn picks up his sword from the ground and 

slashes at the air, “Windstream!” 
 
The stream of air lunges at Allen as he jumps up to dodge it. Grenn sends another 

attack at him as Allen spins in the air creating a vortex as he changes direction midair. 
 
“What the-?!” Grenn thought to himself. 
 
Grenn sends another attack towards Allen as he spins again in midair and dodges it. 

Allen begins his descent towards the ground as Grenn attempts to send an attack where he’ll 
land. In the same fashion, as Grenn had, Allen unsheathes his sword but slashes downward 
to create a bellow of air drafting towards him. Allen then receives the gust of upward wind 
and glides over the attack and lands at Grenn’s feet with Lotus at his throat. 

 
“What just happened?!” 
 
Allen removes Lotus from Grenn’s throat and sheathes it. 
 



“When you dodged my attacks, you forced yourself to dodge them. Ultimately you 
ended up at a disadvantage. I used the properties of the air to control my movements. The 
wind is there to guide you, not oppose you. When you stepped into the air to jump down you 
were opposing the wind.” 

 
Grenn looked down in dismay having learned a very important lesson about agility. 
 
“Instead of being fast in several straight lines. I created an area…a zone in which I 

could endlessly traverse using the wind.” 
 
Grenn gazed at Allen with shock and awe. He thought to himself, “This is the true 

Blade Master, Allen Windstrike. The difference in power between you and I…Allen…is vast.” 
 
“Don’t just stand there Grenn.” 
 
“I…uh…yeah. Sorry” Grenn fumbled. 
 
“We’ll have you moving with the wind in no time.” 
 
Allen and Grenn sat down once again facing each other. 

PRESENT  
 
The fire was crackling and roaring as they set up camp just a day’s ride passed Tyranis. 

They had not encountered a single soul since entering Amar. 
 
“Why do you think it’s so sparse?” Aiden questions. 
 
“It’s difficult to know. But I would wager the King has driven the people of the land to 

flee.” Uryu answered. 
 
“We already know that a fragment of the Amaranthine resides within Aiden. Aegoth 

will undoubtedly be a different person. A far more evil one.” Elana explains. 
 
“We’re taught in our lessons that the all crystal upon rejecting a host would take their 

soul,” Aiden recalls. “But my father is strong. There’s no doubt about it. I doubt the crystal is 
to blame entirely for his behavior.” 

 



Uryu responds, “If not entirely, it certainly is leading him astray.” 
 
“No matter,” Aiden continues, “he has an army at his doorstep. We will soon see his 

answer.” 
 
  
 
Back at the castle, the walls have been ladened with vines and brush. It has fallen in a 

state of abandon. Aegoth sits at his throne tapping his finger on the armrest. The same 
darkness shrouding his face. 

 
“What news from the Eastern Tyranis fen?” 
 
Friede steps forward, “The scouts report they have set up camp. They are moving 

slow but they rank in the thousands.” 
 
“Thousands? That’s it?” Aegoth replies. 
 
Viktor steps forward with soulless eyes, “I’m sure that is but a diversionary force. The 

Krieg have hundreds of thousands at their disposal.” 
 
“Our scouts have confirmed the one leading this legion is Aiden himself along with 

Elana Flaregraze,” Friede adds. 
 
“Their main force then rides on the power of just a few thousand?” Viktor asks. 
 
“No matter,” Aegoth interjects. “The royal guard ranks 2,000. All of whom have been 

augmented with my essence. We are no longer facing the formidable odds we once faced 
against the Krieg.” 

 
Friede responds, “Aiden leads them, Mine King. Along with Flaregraze and reportedly 

a Talal. We must not underestimate them.” 
 
Silvia Coldwind sitting at a corner table sipping wine looks up suddenly, “A Talal? 

Weren’t they thought extinct after the Cataclysm?” 
 
“Whatever the case may be, he is in their employ. We must be vigilant.” Friede 

cautions. 
 



“Friede, is he ready?” Aegoth interjects. 
 
“He is mine, King.” 
 
“Summon him.” 
 
Friede motions for a nearby guard. The guard opens the door as a black figure walks 

out shrouded by his cloak. Viktor and Silvia look on surprised. 
 
“Who is this?” Viktor asks. 
 
“Reveal yourself,” Aegoth commands. 
 
The man removes his cloak and throws it on the ground beside him. Viktor and Silvia 

gasp suddenly. Silvia falls to her knees in shock. 
 
Humber walks in and inherits the same look, “This…this is…” 
 
“Good of you to join us for this revelation Arbiter,” Aegoth smirks. 
 
“This is blasphemy!” Humber proclaims. 
 
“Mind your tongue Arbiter,” Friede warns. 
 
“I tried to support your little experiments all this time. But this is something else 

entirely! You’re mad!” 
 
“Mad?” Aegoth raises an eyebrow then nods at the man. 
 
In blinding speed the man lunges at Arbiter Humber and stabs him in the chest, 

pinning him to the castle wall. The man then walks over to Aegoth and looks at Viktor and 
Silvia still in shock. 

 
“It can’t be-” Viktor whispers under his breath. Viktor then extends his hand and 

points at the man, “you’re dead…” 
 
Aegoth laughs, “Well it’s obvious that isn’t the case anymore Viktor!” 
 
Silvia retreats within herself, “What kind of sick magic-” 



 
“Enough,” Aegoth interrupts, “is that the proper welcome we should be extending to 

our once fallen brother?” 
 
Viktor confirms, “It is you then…” 
 
The man looks straight into Viktor’s eyes. 
 
“Sentius Blackthorn!” Viktor exclaims. 
 
  
 
PAST 
 
  
 
“Very good, Aiden,” Uryu remarks. “Now, I want you to concentrate on the vibrations 

in the air. The smallest shift could tell you a story.” 
 
“Alright…” 
 
Aiden closes his eyes. Uryu raises his sword back as Aiden puts his sword forward to 

block. 
 
“Good…” 
 
Uryu then moves his sword to the right. Aiden reacts and blocks to his left. Uryu nods 

at Elana, as she raises a finger and lights a fire on her finger while Uryu points his sword 
forward. Aiden reacts and blocks to his right. 

 
“You are dead.” 
 
“Damn it,” Aiden responds. 
 
“Concentrate on the frequency and scale of vibration. You must be able to determine 

the story of each vibration. You felt Elana’s fire but you should have known it not to be my 
sword.” 

 
“I understand Master.” 



 
“That’s it for now. I want you to meditate and focus on the wind for now. I need to go 

into town to pick up a few items.” Uryu explains. 
 
Elana raises her hand, “Master Uryu, do you mind?” 
 
“What is it Elana?” 
 
“We’re out of wine.” 
 
Uryu rolls his eyes, “Yes my lady.” 
 
“Thanks!” Elana smiles and waves. 
 
  
 
In the nearby town Bellstow, Uryu arrives at the ensuing commotion in the market. A 

group of vandals is harassing the townsfolk. 
 
“We’re looking for a young man, about 8 summers lived. Traveling with a woman!” 

one vandal proclaims. 
 
“You ha’no business’re Amari!” a villager cries shout. 
 
“I suggest you cooperate!” another vandal shouts. 
 
“Halt!” the town guards arrive. “What business do the Amari have here? This is Krieg 

territory!” 
 
“We’re just looking for some of our pals, that’s all.” a vandal says. 
 
Another vandal interjects, “You wouldn’t want to assault the Royal Guard and break 

armistice would you?” 
 
A town guard questions, “Royal Guard?!” 
 
Uryu remains hidden in an alley listening in on the commotion. 
 
“I’d advise you to step back while we conduct our business!” 



 
Uryu sneaks a peek at the vandals. He confirms with his eyes two Blades and a Mage. 
 
A Blade grabs a villager by the neck, “Are you going to stop us and break armistice?” 
 
Uryu hesitates, “This is not the Blades I remember…something is different about their 

air.” 
 
The Blade puts his sword to the throat of the villager. A woman runs forward towards 

the Blade, “Let go of him!” 
 
The other Blade intercepts the woman and grabs her from behind. 
 
“You’re pretty for a Krieg woman. Hey Halfus, might this be that man’s wife?” 
 
“I’m thinking you’re correct Reed.” 
 
The Mage interrupts, “Can we get this over with…” 
 
Halfus responds, “Let’s have a little fun, Astrea.” 
 
Halfus puts a hold on the man and grabs his chin and forces him to look at Reed’s 

direction. 
 
“She’s quite the catch isn’t she?” 
 
The man struggles, “Stop this!” 
 
Reed begins to grope the woman. 
 
The woman yells, “Unhand me!” 
 
Reed covers her mouth, “Shut up!” 
 
Halfus looks at the man, “I’m afraid my friend has gotten impatient.” 
 
Reed moves on to her breasts. The villagers start to grow restless. One man takes a 

step forward but Halfus raises his hand and wags his finger. 
 



“Ah ah! I wouldn’t do that.” 
 
“I think she likes it Halfus!” Reed slips his hand down her pants and violates the 

woman. The woman’s husband begins to tear up and struggle. 
 
A town guard steps forward, “Enough of this!” 
 
Halfus looks at the guard, “So you are going to break armistice and declare war on 

us?” 
 
The town guard hesitates. 
 
“Look, it’s quite simple. You all tell me if you’ve seen a young man and a woman 

around these parts. If you haven’t then we’ll leave.” Halfus claims. 
 
A village shouts in the background, “We don’t know anything about a young man or 

woman!” 
 
“Wrong answer.” Halfus slits the man’s throat and drops his body in front of the town 

guard. 
 
“Who’s next?” Halfus points his sword at the villagers. 
 
“You can’t do this!” The town guard proclaim. 
 
“I just did.” 
 
Reed proceeds to bend the woman over against a small table and removes her linens. 
 
“Don’t worry love, I’ll make you feel good.” 
 
The woman cries out as Reed presses his hips against her. Suddenly a gust of wind 

blows Reed off of the woman. Uryu is covering her up and leading her behind the town 
guard. 

 
“Who the hell are you?!” Reed yells. 
 
Halfus readies his sword, “This is an act of war!” 
 



“I am no Krieg…but it does not matter. You will not live to tell anyone of this.” Uryu 
responds. “I suggest all of you go to your homes and lock up.” 

 
The town folk all disperse and the town guards retreat to the back while maintaining 

visual of Uryu and the Royal Guards. 
 
Astrea steps forward, “Well, this just got interesting.” 
 
Halfus lunges forward at Uryu, Uryu parries his attack and knocks him back. Reed 

comes in from behind and swings his sword horizontally. Uryu jumps up and spins and kicks 
Reed sending him into a pile of crates. Astrea summons a fireball and shoots it at Uryu. He 
stomps on the ground to create a vacuum around him and thrusts his palm straight into the 
fireball as it dissipates. 

 
“What the hell?!” Astrea curses. 
 
Halfus jumps at Uryu again and slashes at him. Uryu parries the attack again but this 

time Halfus follows up with a kick and sends Uryu flying. Uryu gets up and does a hand 
gesture towards his stomach and breathes in heavily. 

 
“I see…” Uryu says. “So the change…you have been augmented further. That was not a 

kick I have ever felt from a Blade. You now have Strength?” 
 
Halfus then charges at Uryu with great speed as Uryu parries his sword attack again, 

but at the moment of the clash, he gives, making Halfus fall forward from his own 
momentum. Uryu then spins around in a massive wind vortex and kicks Halfus in the back of 
the head sending him slamming into the nearby wall. 

 
“Halfus!” Reed exclaims. “Astrea, now!” 
 
Reed jumps up and lunges down at Uryu at full speed. Astrea summons a fire wall and 

swirls it around Uryu. 
 
“Now you have nowhere to go!” Reeds yells. 
 
Uryu then gets into a stance and slams his sword into the ground, “Void!” 
 



The fire dissipates and Reed suddenly loses his acceleration and is free falling. Uryu 
then jumps onto the hilt of his sword and jumps up at Reed delivering a devastating 
moonsault kick breaking Reed’s neck. Reed drops to the ground before Astrea. 

 
“Void?! A Talal?!” Astrea yells. 
 
“I’m surprised you knew…” Uryu approaches Astrea. 
 
“Nimbus!” Astrea summons a cloud and mounts it. She begins to ride away. 
 
“I said…you would not live.” Uryu kicks up Reed’s sword and throws it towards Astrea. 

Astrea deflects the sword. As the sword is deflected a second sword appears from behind it 
and stabs her in the chest. She falls to the ground. Uryu walks up to her and looks down at 
her. 

 
“You have not been altered. Yet you let their actions pervade. For this, you will bleed 

out on this street.” 
 
Astrea gasps for air and reaches out to Uryu. Uryu walks away as her vision slowly 

dims. 
 
“Clean up these bodies,” Uryu tells the guards. 
 
“Are you… a Talal?” a guard asks. 
 
“Speak of this to no one,” Uryu asks. 
 
“Of course…thank you for your help.” 
 
Uryu nods. 
 
  
 
Back at camp Elana is sitting by the fire while Aiden is still meditating. Uryu arrives 

with a bag of food and supplies. 
 
“We have to move.” Uryu proclaims. 
 
“What happened?” 



 
“They sent the royal guard to Bellstow. They are targeting areas around Lionel.” 
 
Aiden opens his eyes, “Are you alright?” 
 
Uryu smirks, “Nothing I couldn’t handle.” 
 
“You’re kidding right?” Elana raises an eyebrow. “I can tell from a mile away you’ve 

broken 3 ribs.” 
 
“In any case, we must change our venue.” 
 
“Right.” Elana agrees. 
 
“Where are we going?” Aiden asks. 
 
“I have a cabin out west. We’ll head there for now. It’ll be easier for us to operate out 

of there. And the folks in Palefoot are neutral.” 
 
“Alright then.” Aiden begins to pack his stuff. 
 
After packing up, Elana kicks dirt to the fire and they walk off into the distance. 
 
“So – how many were there?” Elana asks. 
 
“Two Blades and Mage.” 
 
“You took on 3 by yourself?” 
 
“No, there were town guards too.” 
 
“Very funny.” Elana sighs. 
 
“They were changed. A nefarious intent shrouded their faces.” Uryu explained. “The 

two Blades held dominion over Strength.” 
 
“That’s impossible!” Elana remarks. 
 



“No, it’s not,” Aiden interjects. “That’s exactly what my father was experimenting on, 
remember the fight with Allen?” 

 
“Yes, but I thought that was only a few people.” 
 
“He must have progressed to the point in which he can infinitely supply the Royal 

Guard with essences of Amaranthine,” Uryu explained. 
 
“…Infinitely?” Elana looks at Uryu, “So how did you survive then?” 
 
“They relied too heavily on their aspects. They weren’t very cunning.” 
 
“…Right.” Elana lingers in doubt and thinks to herself, “There’s more to the Talal than 

he is letting us believe.” 
 
“Let us speak no more of this,” Uryu suggests. 
 
A voice off in the distance shouts, “Wait!” 
 
Uryu turns around, “You…” 
 
“I wanted to thank you…for earlier.” 
 
Elana fakes a cough and crosses her arms, “Master Uryu?” 
 
“She was there when I fought off the Royal Guard.” 
 
The woman interjects, “I’m sorry I followed you…” 
 
Elana smirks, “The great Master Uryu was followed.” 
 
Uryu grimaces at Elana. 
 
“My name is Kalyn. Kalyn Starcry.” 
 
Uryu responds, “Miss Starcry, you cannot come with us.” 
 
“I must have my vengeance on Amar!” 
 



“…Miss Starcry. Vengeance is the province of the wicked. It is not becoming of a lady.” 
 
Elana grunts. 
 
“Please…I ha’no’re to go.” 
 
Aiden interjects, “Come.” 
 
Uryu and Elana turn to Aiden in shock. 
 
“The more the merrier.” 
 
“Aiden…” Elana stops herself. 
 
“Master Uryu, please – let’s move.” 
 
Uryu lets out a sigh and continues to walk forward. Aiden beckons Kalyn to follow. 

Kalyn smiles and follows behind them at a safe distance, curled within herself. Uryu whispers 
to Aiden, “What are you doing?” 

 
“Nothing.” 
 
“Aiden…” Uryu scolds. 
 
“How am I any different from my father if I turn away someone in need?” 
 
Uryu looks at Elana who confirms Aiden’s feelings and smiles back at Uryu. Uryu then 

grins and continues to move forward confidently. Uryu motions for Kalyn to join him. 
 
“Miss Starcry…we are on a very arduous quest. Do you have any special skills we can 

make use of?” 
 
“I us’ta help my husband Feryl hunt,” Kalyn responded. 
 
“I am sorry for your loss,” Uryu asks. 
 
Kalyn nods and tears up. 
 
Uryu changes the subject, “So you hunted?” 



 
“Yes. We norm hunted the Vasarax and Chrobak for food.” 
 
“Those are pretty large game. What did you use?” 
 
“A long bow.” 
 
Uryu grins, “Looks like we’ll have to make you a bow.” 
 
“What?” Kalyn was baffled. 
 
“If you’re going to fight the Amari with us, you’ll need a weapon.” 
 
Kalyn smiles and nods at Uryu confirming his intentions. 
 
“Our party is now complete.” 
 
Aiden looks at Elana strangely. 
 
“What? I’ve always wanted to say that.” Elana grins. 
 
Elana then extends her hand, “Well we might as well make it official.” 
 
Kalyn smiles and grabs Elana’s forearm. 
 
“We’re going to need to train you how to fight,” Elana suggests. 
 
“Oh…” Kalyn looks down in doubt. 
 
“Don’t worry. It may not look it but we’re trained to fight from an early age. I am a 

master sorceress but I can hold my own in combat.” 
 
Kalyn looks up at Elana and smiles, “I will do my best!” 
 
Uryu raises his hand, “Now that that’s settled…let’s make haste” 
 
Kalyn bows her head to Uryu, “Krieg’sal amon…” 
 
Uryu nods in response. 



 
“I’m sorry?” Elana asks. 
 
Kalyn responds, “It is ho’we offer gratitude.” 
 
Elana raises her head and eyebrows, “Ah, the old Krieg tongue.” 
 
The group continues to walk. 
 
“After the Great Armistice between Amar and Krieg; we were encouraged to abandon 

our old ways ‘n adopt the common tongue,” Kalyn explained. 
 
“It must be difficult.” 
 
“Why ar’ya fighting the Amar? You on’em guards.” Kalyn asks. 
 
“It’s a long story…” Elana responds. 
 
Elana attempts to cover all the bases of the story as the group arrives at Uryu’s cabin 

in Western Krieg, in the forests outside of Palefoot. 
 
“Krieg’sal halaa for your loss, Miss Flaregraze,” Kalyn remarks. 
 
“It’s quite alright. Please call me Elana.” 
 
Uryu interjects, “I’m going to go collect some firewood. It has been quite awhile since 

I’ve been here. Kalyn why don’t you join me. Maybe we can get a good stave for your bow.” 
 
Kalyn nods, “Yes, sa.” 
 
Uryu taps Aiden on the shoulder, “Prepare the beddings and hay inside. The room is 

for our two ladies.” 
 
“Yes, Master.” 
 
Aiden enters the cabin. The floors were creaky and enveloped in webbing. He walked 

around to see some of the old equipment Uryu had used. A deprecated wooden shield and a 
bo staff warped out of shape. Aiden brought some bales of hay inside to set up bedding for 
the night and used some old drapery to cover them up. 



 
The forest is thick and shades the ground like a canopy with holes punched in it letting 

only a few rays of sun through. Uryu is walking through the brush collecting small pieces of 
wooden sticks as Kalyn walks alongside him. 

 
“Miss Starcry…” 
 
Kalyn interrupts, “Please, Kalyn is fine.” 
 
“I want to apologize.” 
 
“What of it?” 
 
“I should have intervened sooner…” 
 
Kalyn cringes, “It’s.. alright.” 
 
“What that man did to you is unforgivable…” 
 
“Krieg’sal amon.” Kalyn nods. 
 
“I got entangled in gauging the enemy.” 
 
“The guards were saying you were a Talal. Honestly, I do’no what that is. But what you 

did to those Amari was incredible.” 
 
“Most don’t know about my people. The destiny of the Talal and Amari people have 

been forever intertwined.” 
 
“How?” 
 
“It’s a long story.” 
 
“I’d like to hear it.” 
 
Uryu takes a breath, “Well…let’s make our way back, I’ll give you a small history 

lesson.” 
 
Kalyn nods. They both pick up the last of the wooden sticks and start walking back. 



 
“My people, the Talal, were a reclusive group. We kept to ourselves most of the time 

and we shared the land with the Amari. At the time the Amari were also a very quiet and 
passive society. Trade between our two peoples was constant and there was never any 
conflict. It was at this time that Asperia and both our people were under the rule of Galeon 
Krieg.” 

 
Kalyn interrupted, “Sa Galeon Krieg…our first King.” 
 
“Yes. I was advisor to the Talal Chieftain Indio Aru” 
 
“Wait…” Kalyn interjected again, “if you were alive back then that would make you at 

least…” 
 
“186 summers lived.” 
 
“Krieg’shis Kaha!” 
 
Uryu laughs. 
 
“Krieg’sal halaa…I d’n mean to curse. But you on’ look to be 60 at the least!” 
 
“Our sense of time is stretched. My people are born with innate abilities. Those with 

the gift of swiftness often age at a slower rate than others. You are correct, however, using 
the Asperian calendar I am around 62 or 63 summers lived physically. Three of your 
summers equals one to me.” 

 
“Tha’s amazing…” Kalyn’s eyes shot open. 
 
Uryu continued, “Under Galeon Krieg, Chieftain Aru and Amari Lord Sang Elderborn 

both kept their people relatively peaceful. It wasn’t until Lord Sang was mysteriously 
assassinated that things started to heat up. Of course, neither I nor Chieftain Aru was 
responsible. He was succeeded by his son Bragg Elderborn. He was a foolhardy Lord. He 
coveted our gifts the most. Then the Cataclysm happened.” 

 
“Cataclysm?” 
 
“The birth of Amaranthine, the all crystal.” 
 



Kalyn drops her firewood, “That thing was born?!” 
 
“Let me clarify. It was made.” 
 
Kalyn picks up all her firewood. 
 
“It is still a mystery to this day how it was made. But the Cataclysm shook half of 

Asperia and drove a wedge straight through the Talali and Amari. The day of—our people had 
almost entirely been wiped out for reasons unknown. They all fell as if their souls had been 
taken. Chieftain Aru’s last order for me was to take a small splinter cell and retreat into the 
foothills. My cohorts and I watched as Bragg Elderborn and a few Amari rode through our city 
and killed the remaining survivors. The massive upheaval gave rise to Mount Amar and within 
it the all crystal. Forged from the souls of the Talal and their gifts within. It was when Galeon 
Krieg arrived with a battalion that Bragg Elderborn demonstrated for the first time – 
dominion over a worldly power. He single-handedly rendered the entire battalion useless. It 
was at that moment that I knew he had sold his soul to the crystal. Ever since then, on an 
Amari’s 8th rising—the crystal bestows its gifts. They teach their children that it chooses an 
ever bearer every 500 years-to to divert from the real creation story of the all crystal. 
But…this time it really has chosen an ever bearer. An heir to the will of the Talal.” 

 
Kalyn interrupts, “Is’at who that boy is?” 
 
Uryu smiles, “That is the question. When Bragg fell ill his son Aegoth took up the 

mantle and throne. And that is when he went to war with Krieg Empire. He slew Galeon Krieg 
and forged an armistice with his son Terran Krieg pledging half of Asperia and an end to the 
war. No one knows why Aegoth did such a thing. He could have had his way with all of 
Asperia. But the rumors were at that time that he was also ill. I thought at the time that 
perhaps the dominion promised by the all crystal needed to be balanced. Aegoth probably 
knew this and strategically ended the war until he could recover to full power. But that is all 
speculation.” 

 
Uryu and Kalyn arrive back at the cabin. Aiden is sat in front of a fire that Elana had 

conjured using dried tinder and a few wooden logs. 
 
“What took you guys so long?” Aiden remarks. 
 
“Yeah, the kid and I caught our dinner and it’s sitting here getting cold.” 
 
“My apologies…we-” 



 
“Were you having a long discussion?” Aiden interrupts. 
 
“How did you?” Uryu puts the firewood down by the fire. 
 
“The air. It was constant with a few short vibrations here and there but its pace was 

slow. Then the vibration stopped and there was a large interference. Then it continued 
forward…” 

 
“I am impressed Aiden…” Uryu claps slowly. “You read that entire scenario simply 

from the vibrations in the wind…” 
 
“I had a lot of time to sit here and think about it.” 
 
“Well, let's get you two some dinner.” Elana interrupts, “Chrobak legs are on the 

menu.” 


