Chapter 1:The Vaiu Descendant

It was nighttime. Rain flowed and lightning bolts shot out from the sky. “You can never run away, Bardwin!!” said an angry man. He appears to be chasing a man holding a baby. “Hahaha! Do you think you can frighten the great Bardwin, master wizard!” the other one shouted back. Then the man at the back casted flames of sorceries toward Bardwin, but missed. They came to a school and Bardwin stopped, “Wegwin Academy, it’s been a while.” the master mage whispered. He looked towards the raging wizard behind him, then entered the academy. “It’s been quite a while, Stanfro.” said Bardwin. “Yes, it has been a long time since we fought like this. But now, we shall end it!” Stanfro revealed his hand and a tattoo that’s shaped like a fireball glowed. “Feel my fury, Bardwin!!” Large gobs of flames shot out of his palm towards Bardwin but he just raised his palm and the fire went to it’s caster instead of him. The flames burned thru the mage’s red tunic and revealed a burn. “This is insanity Stanfro!” Bardwin said, holding his son on the left and raising his palm on the other. “Remember, Vaiu clansmen specialize in using psych to annihilate their foes.” “Well then, Bardwin, just hope your psych can stop my flame!” just as he said that, his hand burst in flames and he torched his enemy’s forehead. But Bardwin, being the mage that he is, teleported to his assailant’s back and pierced him in his head then it exploded. Stanfro dropped dead, lifeless. The baby on Bardwin’s left arm started to cry. He settled it down touching the little baby’s palm, it also glowed, like his father, he was a Vaiu clansman. Blood dripped down Bardwin’s right arm, wetting his son’s palm. Shrouded men appeared from afar and shouted “For master Stanfro!!” then they charged down towards Bardwin’s beloved academy. “Well, son, it’s time for father to go.” He kissed his son on the forehead and cast a simple force field around his son and he stood up. He floated up on thin air and he said, “Goodbye son, may you become a great mage one day. I will never allow you to get my beloved academy!!!” Then he exploded himself. Everyone except the baby died in the vast space. An hour later, somebody opened the humongous academy gate and stepped out. It was Rijric the academy’s high mentor. ”what happened here?” he asked, looking at the vast massacre of wizards. He heard a baby’s cry and went over. Then he saw the mark on his palm. “Son of Bardwin, no doubt.” He whispered to himself then he grabbed the baby and went back inside.

Chapter 2:The Coming War

Eleven years after the war at Wegwin..

“..and so Master Bardwin, an alumni of this school, sacrificed himself for the welfare of the Vaiu, Hydruss, Gock and Zap clans. So does anybody have any questions about the war at Wegwin?” wizard mentor Phelios asked his class. “Okay then, class dismissed!” as soon as he said those words, the students at the level two lectorium trailed off to enjoy their weekend. “So Avatrice, what do you plan to do this weekend?” asked Keith of the Hydruss, while they walked slowly towards their dormitory, “Want to go fishing?” he asked. “Naah! Fishing are for Hydruss! Besides, I have to go study ‘Teleportation’.” His friend replied. “Oh man! You always study on weekends! C’mon! Lighten up! It’s going to be our last year being second level mages! Come on! We’re two of the greatest mages of our time! We’re thirteen and we’re level two! I mean, that’s amazing!” the Hydruss mage exclaimed. “One day, Keith. One day. You’ll see that all my hard work will pay off.” the defensive wizard replied. “Okay, okay, you win. Catch you later then.”  “Ok bye!” then the water spell master trailed off. The Vaiu spellman then continued his path to the high mentor’s office or should I say step-father. “Knock, knock, knock!”  “Come in!” came a voice from inside. Avatrice did as he was told. “Hello, step-father.” the young mage greeted. “Avatrice! Will you please stop calling me step-father and just call me ‘father’!” Rijric shrieked. “So, step-dad, there is the matter of telling me about my real dad...” Avatrice said. “Avatrice! We’ve been through this a million times! I told you! I’ll tell you when I have to! Now, it’s ten o’ clock, go to sleep, ok?” Rijric mumbled. “Alright, goodnight, step-dad.” “Goodnight son, and don’t forget to call me... ah! Forget it!” So Avatrice, being the obedient son that he is followed his father’s orders and went straight to his dormitory. He went up to the Vaiu dorm block and went up to the third floor. Avatrice went in the room that says ‘Avatrice Heimlick, level 2’. The Vaiu clan, though being the smallest clan in the realm of Aurii, was the most powerful. Avatrice changed to his sleeping clothes and dropped on his bed and slept.

                        *         *         *

Avatrice woke up suddenly in the morning because of the loud booming at his door. “Avatrice! Avatrice! Wake up! There’s an emergency assembly!” a familiar voice called. Avatrice hurriedly opened the door and went out. It was Keith, his best friend. “Well, let’s go!” he exclaimed. At the huge quadrangle, rows of mages align in their right position. The first twelve lines were all of the fifth level. Then the next eleven rows were of the forth level and the next eight rows were of the third level. The next two rows were of the second level and alas the last row, which consists of only fifteen mages, are of the first. Avatrice and Keith joined the last row of second level mages. The high mentor, Rijric, came up the stage with a tall man following him. “Good morning, everyone. Commander Vixoe here has come with grave news, commander..” then the commander stepped forward and announced, “Greetings! I am Commander Vixoe of the Aurii defense legion. It is true! I bring grave news! The war is upon us!” then there were loud chatting amongst Wegwin students. “As I said, the war is upon us! The Flaz have declared war with us. Half of my army has been wiped out due to the Flaz attacks. So, I need recruits. I shall therefore get the top fifty students of this Academy. The second leveled mages, will be armed with their own stones, because I believe that they are trained enough to control their own. As for the third leveled mages, wait ‘till your older. Tomorrow, I shall come and take you to the Aurii defense station, and there, you shall train and when the time comes, you will fight. Thank you and, goodbye.” There was a loud clapping then the clapping turned to awe as the Wegwin students saw the wizard mentors carrying the stones that will be armed to the second leveled. All students were dismissed except for the second leveled mages. The stones were passed around and at last each of them got one and all of them were dismissed too. 

Chapter 3:The Revelation

Avatrice sat on the bench with his best pal admiring their new stones until a wizard mentor approached him and said, “The high mentor wants to speak with you.” Avatrice nodded, then she turned and went away. Avatrice then ran to the office of his father. “You wanted to see me, step-father?” Avatrice started. “Avatrice, give me that stone.” So he did. “Here, this will be more proper.” He said while handing him a new purple one. “What’s this?” Avatrice asked, while holding his new stone. “I found it in your robe when I found you, beside your dead father.”  “What?!?” Avatrice stammered. “Yes, your father, he was...Master Bardwin of the Vaiu clan.” Avatrice stood still, puzzled, he said “eh?”  “Yes. Avatrice. You are the son of the greatest mage of all time.” Rijric finally got out. “So your telling me that you just picked me up on a battlefield?” Avatrice asked still puzzled. “Yep.” came the answer. “Your father sacrificed himself to protect us all, you know that?” the man asked. “Yes, of course, we just learned it in lectorium. So does anybody know?” the young puzzled mage asked. “No. Nobody knows. Now go get ready for the army. Make your father proud out there.”  “Yes, I will, father.” Then he went out the door. “He called me father!” the old mage shouted. As his father told him to, Avatrice went to his dorm and fixed his things. On the way, he met Keith, his best friend. “Hey Avatrice!” his friend started “Nice new stone! Where did you get it?” “Dad gave it to me. He said he found it just when he found me, lying on the battlefield.” Avatrice explained. “Battlefield?” his friend asked. “Yep. Battlefield. And he also told me that...that I’m the son of...Bardwin.” the other one answered. “Bardwin as in...the famous, great, amazing, Bardwin?” his friend asked puzzled about what the other just said. “Yep.” Came the reply. “Oh man! Blasted waters! Your so lucky!” Keith exclaimed. “Yeah I know, I know. Well, better go pack up, the war is waiting.”  “Ok see ya then!” the other mage said. Then Avatrice continued his way to pack his things. He went inside his dorm, opened his closet, and packed. After he packed he went outside to catch a last glance of his beloved academy, where he spent the whole first thirteen years of his life.  

                          *         *         *

When dawn came, everybody was prepared. The top fifty students aligned at the assembly hall carrying their packages. Then the commander of the Aurii army, came, riding a wyrm, along with fifty other lizards. Then they landed, each wyrm landed just in front of each of the fifty mages. Everybody gazed in amazement. “Good morning!” the commander started, “Here, you see, are Aurish battle wyrms. You will ride them in battle. They provide speed, strength and excellent companions. Get used to them. We’re going to ride them to the Aurii defense station. Let’s move along, Red Flash!” then he whipped his red wyrm and it flew. Everybody followed him and got on their own wyrm. Each of them flew towards the direction of the commander and flew. About thirty-two of them fell including Avatrice. In class, Avatrice learned that the red wyrms were the hardest to master and by luck, he got a red one. Keith had no problem keeping up to the commander since his dragon was green, green ones were the easiest to control and master, but it’s the slowest. Avatrice got back on, and once again try to fly, but fell again. Then he got on again, then fell. He was so sore that he kicked the dragon. Then surprisingly, it said, “Ouch!”. Avatrice felt puzzled and asked it, “You can talk?”  “Yes, Avatrice.” it replied, “Haven’t you learned it on your lectorium?”  “Really? Okay then, what’s your name?” Avatrice taunted. “M’ name is Crimson Flame.” the lizard responded. “Oh.” the mage sighed with disbelief, “Well then, Crimson, can we move now?”  “Of course, hop on!” it said courteously and so Avatrice did. As soon as the mage got on, they flew.

Chapter 4:The Trip

So far, after Avatrice fell, the flying went on smoothly. They are now flying above rocky caves and finally, the young spellman flew so fast that he was now third in the whole group, Keith was just behind him. “What if we fall?” shouted his anxious friend. “I don’t know!” shouted Avatrice. Then suddenly, the commander shouted, “Ambush!!!!” after he shouted, arrows of flame shot them, about two of them fell. The commander, being a vaiu, mind controlled the assailant’s so that they may kill each other. His attack was successful. From about twenty, the attackers were reduced to seven. Then the younger mage followed their commander. Hydruss shot icicles and water, the Gock showered them with stone, the Zap electrified their foes with lightning and the Vaiu, mind bended the assailants. Alas due to their attack, the enemies were reduced to just one, and that one, Avatrice guessed, was their leader. He aimed at the Flaz and shot a psionic beam. He dodged. Then he casted flame that shot Avatrice and his wyrm, Crimson Flame, down to the dark caves of Aurii. 

                        *         *         *

About an hour later, Avatrice regained consciousness, rubbing his head, he looked around the wide cave and saw that his wyrm was badly injured and was still unconscious. “Poor Crimson.” He whispered. The lizard was no big one, it’s body looked like it was meant for a single passenger. He looked up and saw that the cave that he fell on was very high and if his wyrm companion couldn’t fly, he just had to go and walk his way out. To his right, he saw that there were light coming out of a small hole on the wall. Curious, he peered at the hole and he saw a lusciously green forest and beside it, a clear pond. Avatrice thought he could teleport out since it is for a short distance only. So he brought out his purple stone from his pouch and concentrated. Then light flashed all around him and the next thing he knew, he was outside. He kept his stone and went to the pond to drink. He cupped his hands and drew water from the pond. As he was about to drink his first sip, a long serpent appeared from the pond. No. It was no ordinary pond. It was the pond of Thevuss, the only Aurish serpent. In class, Avatrice learned that it was about one millennia old. It looked like a giant snake that had a face of a dragon. Avatrice dropped the water and stepped back to lie on the cave wall. Then the serpent lunged at him. Avatrice dodged and the serpent hit the cave wall and made a huge hole into it. About one-third of the cave was broken down because of it. Turning his face towards Avatrice and it looked furious. It let out an ear breaking scream then it shot gobs of flame towards Avatrice. Two of the three fireballs missed, the other one burned through the mage’s purple tunic. He took out his stone and tried to cast a force field around him but the serpent, in rage, threw another fireball. It burned the caster’s right arm. Angry of the burn, Avatrice held his stone in his right hand and casted a ray of psych. It hit the monster in the eye and it let out a shout of blind fury. It fell down on the floor for a while then rose up again, this time, it was not blind. Avatrice used a spell of temporary control to command the beast to drop it’s head, and so it did. The spellman climbed on top of the beast’s head and prepared to cast the most ultimate spell of the Vaiu, The Sudden Death. Only he mastered it in his own batch and only a few knew how to do it. Avatrice casted a paralyzing spell so that it will be easier to do the other spell. The beast was then paralyzed and was lying on the ground. The spellman’s stone was now on the left hand and his right was preparing to do it’s job. Avatrice reached out his right hand and pierced the monster’s head, where the brain should be. His right hand was now inside the monster’s head. Blood was already oozing all over him. Then, he finally got hold of the brain. He squeezed it as hard as he could, the purple stone on his left hand gleamed. Then the serpent’s head suddenly exploded. Blood splat all over the sight and the young mage was covered in red. Then suddenly, his wyrm became conscious once more and asked his companion, “What did I miss?”

Chapter 5:The Aurii Defense Station

“Avatrice! Avatrice!” came a familiar sound. It was Keith. “Hey!” was the only word Avatrice could say. “What happened here?” his friend asked. “Oh, nothing, just some problem with a serpent, but it’s all under control now.” The mage said, arrogantly. “Man! Your amazing! Come on, commander is waiting.” 

                          *         *         *

“Report, cadet!” commander ordered Avatrice, just as they came to their waiting site. “Sorry I’m late, sir! I had to slay a serpent, sir!” Avatrice explained. “Serpent? Is this true, Cadet Keith?” the doubting commander replied. “Yes, sir!” Keith told him , “We will escort you to the site, sir!”  “Ok, ok. Is the site on our way?” Vixoe asked. “Yes, sir!” Avatrice responded, “It’s north, sir!”  “Good.” the commander commented. “Hop on your wyrms! We’re going now!” just as the commander ordered, the whole platoon hopped on and so did he. They flew north, to the direction of the station and stopped at the site where Avatrice had slain the serpent. “Have you done this, Cadet?” commander asked the young mage. “Yes, sir! But I didn’t mean to! He attacked me first!” Avatrice defended. “That’s enough!” the commander ordered, “From now on, you cadet, are my lieutenant. Get that, lieutenant?”  “Yes, sir!” Avatrice proudly exclaimed. The commander saluted him and grinned, “Good to know that we finally have some mages that have guts in this army.” Then hey flew once more. While in transit, Keith shouted, “Hey! Avatrice! Great job!”  “Thanks!” the proud mage shouted back. Alas they came to a large structure, it seemed larger than the academy itself. Then, on a wide plain on top of the humungous structure, they landed. “This, my friends, is the flight plain. Here, you will land and fly, got that?”  “Sir, yes, sir!” all of them shouted in unison. Then the commander stepped down his wyrm and stored it in a sort of large dragon barn. All of them followed. Each of their wyrms occupied a cubicle. Then the commander opened a door and went down the steep staircase. “Follow me!” he ordered so everyone did. The staircase led to a large indoor assembly hall and in it, all the war-mages in Aurii were aligned. All of the war-mages covered their face with some sort of cloth. The new recruits went up to the wide stage and the commander announced, “These are the new recruits of the army. Don’t under-estimate them, because one of them just killed Thevuss, the serpent a while ago.” even telling them about the serpent didn’t even impress them one bit. “They will occupy the last dormitories available on each clan house. Thank you, and goodbye.” There was a loud clapping then it sieged. Then all of the war-mages were separated into four groups, each according to their clan. Then each group entered a different gate. “Well,” the commander started, “Please go to your respected places.” So all of the new recruits broke up into groups then entered their own gate. “See ya!” Keith exclaimed. “Yeah, later!” Avatrice replied. He realized that there were only eleven Vaiu clansmen and ten whom which are of the first level. He was the only one that was second in level. Inside the Vaiu Clan house, there was a huge hall and it had a huge rectangular . Across the room, there were three doors, each of them were marked at the top: kitchen, training center and dormitory. All of them including the war-mages went to the dormitories. The door leading to the dormitory, led to a humungous quadrangle that on all the sides, had four floors of dormitory. All of the new recruits who were fast enough, got their own rooms. But Avatrice who was behind of the line, had a hard time finding a room, so when the time came, he was the only one without a dorm to stay in until, “Umm… excuse me, do you have a room?” a kind, sweet voice asked. “No, I don’t have a dorm yet.” said the bewildered Avatrice. “Come, I have an extra bed at my dorm.” said the other mage declared. She led Avatrice to the third floor and opened the room. Inside, there were two beds, each on one side of the square room and each side has a desk and closet too. And across the room, there was a bathroom. “Thank you.” Avatrice said while leaving his luggage. “Your welcome.” said the girl and at the same time uncovered her face, “By the way, I’m Captain Tiffany, level, second.” She offered Avatrice her hand to shake. Avatrice shook her hand and said, “I’m Lieutenant Avatrice , level, second.” Avatrice was apparently surprised at his new dorm mate’s gorgeous face. “So,” the shy boy started, “how old are you?”  “I’m thirteen, you?” the Vaiu girl asked politely. “Thirteen too! That’s perfect!” Avatrice exclaimed. “So, Avatrice, wanna go out and get some lunch?” the red head asked but Avatrice was still staring at her beautiful crimson hair. “Hello? Avatrice you there?” Tiffany asked him while waving her hand in front of his face. “Umm…ok, let’s go!” Avatrice finally got out. The captain opened the door and the lieutenant followed.

Chapter 6:Training

After both of them ate their lunches, all new recruits of the Vaiu were to attend the training session, although only Avatrice was to go, Tiffany went too . The training hall was just located below the Vaiu hall and was accessible thru a steep staircase much like the one headed to the dormitories. All of the new recruits were there all right. All eleven of them including him, of course. There was a big glass wall and a door. Avatrice went inside while Tiffany stayed outside and watched thru the transparent wall. “Is everybody here?” an old mage asked. “Yes, sir!” everybody replied. “Good.” the mage commented. “Get ready to train, I am Sir Augustus, Aurish rector.” The old man introduced. The room was empty other than a table that stood near the ancient mage. Then he flashed his stone at the table and eleven mask-cloths and iron bands appeared. “These are iron bands” he explained while holding one in his right hand, “and these are mask-cloths.” Then pointing to the bunch. “The iron bands, are for the feet, you put them in the sole of your shoes. And the mask-cloths are for the face, you wrap it around like so.” He demonstrated as he spoke. “Now, come forward, all of you, and take one of each, well, two of the iron bands of course.” And so the trainees did. After they gat one of each and had put them on, they resumed their position in a straight line. “Now,” he said and flashed his stone once more, making eleven metal blocks appear, “each of you will lift these metallic bars using nothing but your mind, concentration and your stones.” Then as he said stone, each of them took out their own and held it in their right hand. “Ready, go!” the mage trainees responded quickly and concentrated. They find it hard to lift them. Avatrice cleared his mind then concentrated once more. This time, it flew up the ceiling and fell on the rector’s head.

                          *         *         *

“The blasted child hit me on the head!” the rector complained while rubbing his head to comfort the bump. They were now at the commander’s office, Avatrice, Tiffany and the annoying old mage. “But I didn’t mean to, sir! Honest!” the young angry spellman defended. “Not a word!” the commander ordered, “Is this true, captain?”  “Yes, sir! Avatrice only focused on moving the miron stones, nothing more.” The girl reported. “Then, if this is true,” the commander started, “then you’re probably the greatest recruit we had yet! When I was recruited, I hadn’t even budged my miron stone an inch! Great job, lieutenant! Or should I say, admiral!” Avatrice was struck dumb. It’s his first day in the army and already he had been promoted twice. “You’re dismissed. And as for you, Augustus, lighten up, ok?” The old magistrate grumbled then went out of the office and the two of them followed. Suddenly, just as Avatrice was about to close the door, a man pushed right pass through them and went inside the office, Avatrice with his new friend, curious as they were, decided to check on what was happening inside. The strange mage saluted and shouted, “Permission to speak freely, sir!”   “Permission granted, major.” The commander replied, still sitting on his leather chair. The masked mage put down his hands and announced, “Commander, I just came here from the town of Aresty and our squadron there just died mysteriously.”  “Are there any signs of what might cause their death?” the commander demanded. “No, sir.” Came the reply. “Go get your wyrm, escort me to the town.” He said as he stood from his seat, “you two, come with me.” Commander Vixoe said pointing at the two eavesdropping mages.

                         *         *         *

Crimson Flame, Avatrice’s first and only wyrm, seemed to be in finer shape since he last saw him. “Welcome back, Avatrice.” the courteous wyrm greeted, “and where may I take you this time?”  “To the town of Aresty please. Commander will lead us.” the mage pointed at the commander. “So, who’s your new friend?” the lizard asked, facing his head towards the direction of the girl. “Oh, she’s my new dorm mate.”  “Okay... hop on and let’s go.” Avatrice jumped on the wyrm and the lizard started to run towards the open air, picking up speed as he went. And alas they were out of the dragon barn and out on the flight plain. He was running towards a steep cliff where the commander just flew off. Then the wyrm jumped down the cliff, flapped it’s wings and they flew. Tiffany’s blue dragon followed right after Crimson did.

Chapter 7: The Undetectable Predator

The whole town of Astery was barren, save for the tent that the army platoon set up. It was in the middle of the small town. There were some mage surgeons coming in and out of the small crowded tent. “May I help you, sir?” a medic asked Commander Vixoe. “Tell me what happened here.” the general ordered. “Okay sir. Come in.” the surgeon led the commander. Avatrice tied his wyrm on a post near the tent, “Hey! Not so tight!” the dragon requested. Tiffany also tied her wyrm on the same post. “Your mask suits you well, admiral.” the lass commented. They both went inside but were ordered to stand guard outside. They were both standing straight, scanning the noon skies for possible causes of the deaths. Avatrice suddenly saw a small glass bottle at the ground so he picked it up, examined it and put it in his pouch. Then the commander went outside after examining the dead bodies. “The surgeons told me that the mages died of some kind of disease or something.” The commander declared. “They still don’t have a cure for this plague.” the commander continued, “the Flaz have done this. They found this note beside the dead bodies.” He said while lifting a thin sheet of paper so that the two minor mages can read it, “The Plague has just begun, you will all die and honor the greatness of the Flaz union -signed, Sirac. What!?” the two surprised mages exclaimed. “Yes, my little ones, the son of Stanfro has come for revenge.” the elder mage stated. A faint flickering of light shone from the top of the bell tower of Astery. Then, it grew, no! It came nearer to them! It was aimed at the commander! “Commander! Duck!” Avatrice shouted as he pushed the general. The flare burned the right part of his tunic but he didn’t mind. Avatrice saw the assailant mage running away from the bell tower and jumping to the next building. The furious minor mage took out his stone from his velvet pouch and concentrated on it. The next thing he knew, teleportation brought him to the bell tower and he started chasing the attacker. He aimed at the assailant with his stone and the mage sent a beam of mind control towards the fleeing man. He missed. The frustrated mage aimed again and shot another spell this time, it hit the running mage. Avatrice stopped, and so did the assailant. He concentrated and he made the man standing on the other building, jump towards him. Avatrice disabled the psychic control and grabbed the foe by the neck and dragged him as he jumped from building to building until he reached his destination. Avatrice let the mage go when they were in front of the commander. The commander stepped forward, grabbed the mage by the tunic and unveiled his mask. The commander himself, didn’t even have a mask on at the moment. “Who sent you?” the master mage demanded as he tightened his grip. Then, suddenly, the assailant burned. His red tunic turned to ashes and his whole body was in flames then he dropped down, dead. Then when the commander, Avatrice and Tiffany looked up at the bell tower, they saw him. Sirac. Though Tiffany and Avatrice had never seen Sirac before, it was known to them thru the pendant the mage wore around his neck. The pendant was no different than the commander’s except Sirac’s etched the sign of Flaz, not Vaiu. The pendant was given to the strongest mage in each of the five clans and in Vaiu, it was the commander. The one who the pendant was entrusted to, had power to lead the whole clan, that explains why the commander was who he is. Sirac’s right hand flickered in flames. He grinned, he wore no mask and it showed a horrifying face of evil. The commander, who was still staring at him, was in rage. He stepped at the floor in front of him and he glided towards the Flazic mage. He formed a ball of disruption around his right hand as he glided. Finally, when he was in range, he smashed his hand at the mage but the mage dodged so the ceiling of the bell tower broke and it made a breakage at the corner of the triangular structure. Sirac stood at the other corner of the tower and he faced his right palm to Commander Vixoe and shot gobs of flame. The commander, who was unaware at the moment, got hit by the fireballs struck at him however, he didn’t seem to care so much. The angry general formed another ball of disruption, but this time he formed two, one for each of his hand. He lunged, aiming at the mage’s head but the flazic mage ducked so he ended up killing air. Sirac formed a great ball of flame and he aimed for the commander but he teleported to his back and hit him with the other ball of disruption at his left hand. Sirac fell. Seeming defeated, Sirac reached from under his tunic and took out a small bottle. He threw it at Commander Vixoe, it exploded and let out thick black smoke. The commander coughed. Then the smoke vanished, and so was Sirac. He felt dizzy, then he fell, unconscious.

                         *         *         *

The commander regained consciousness and was now inside the tent. He was lying on a bunk and beside it, was Avatrice, the captain and the surgeon. The commander coughed once more. He rose up to sit instead of lying down. “What happened?” he asked. “We found you unconscious up on the bell tower so we brought you here” the surgeon replied. “Go outside, all of you. Admiral, stay, I want to have a word with you.” the commander ordered, so they followed it, the surgeon and the captain went outside. “Avatrice, sit.” the commander gestured to a nearby chair. Avatrice sat down, “Are you feeling better, sir?” the boy asked courteously. “Don’t worry about me!” the commander hesitated, “I have seen you fight, and your good, I want you to be my novice, my assistant if you will. And as my assistant, you will continue the fight against the Flaz even when I’m gone, got that? And also, end this plague, okay?” the commander coughed once more. “I consider it a huge honor serving you and the whole Vaiu clan.” the polite boy stated. “And also” the commander continued, “take this pendant, the pendant that will help you lead my people to victory.”  “No sir!” the shocked mage refused, “this honor is too great for me, sir!”  “No! No! No!” the commander took off the pendant and gave it Avatrice, “I am much too old for leading this clan, you lead this time.” Finally, Avatrice took it and wore it around his neck. He bowed at the commander and started his way to the door. “When you need me, I’ll be at the sick bay of the station.” Avatrice smiled as he nodded then turned and walked away. The surgeon wasn’t at the tent opening as was Tiffany. “So, what’s up?” the captain greeted at the tent hole. “Well, the commander just made me his novice and he exalted me even more by giving me the pendant of the Vaiu.” the novice explained. The lass’ face shown, now that she took her mask off. Her mouth dropped as she heard the news. “There is no time to waste, captain!” he remarked, “there is a war to be won and a plague to be stopped!”  “So, commander, where do we go?” the girl’s tone now serious. “To Wegwin Academy, I need to speak to the high mentor, Rijric, about this plague.” Avatrice replied as he drew out the small bottle from his pouch, “I believe this caused the deaths. Sirac threw this at the commander, didn’t he?” asked the lad. “I believe so, commander.” the other one replied. It was morning now. A day had passed since he first joined the army, Avatrice thought as he gazed upon the rising sun.

Chapter 8:The War

Avatrice and Tiffany arrived at the academy by noon and the main gate was filled with war-mages. “Halt!” a soldier ordered as they came to the entrance, “Who are you?”  “I am Avatrice, novice of the high commander, Vixoe, heir to the command of the Vaiu clan.” the mage stated while taking off his war mask, “and this is Captain Tiffany, also of the Vaiu clan. I wish to speak to the high mentor, Rijric, honored Gockrian.”  “Sir!” the Gockrian mage started, “the academy has been attacked by the mysterious plague. All survivors of the attack had been ordered to stay inside the safety shelters. You may find the high mentor at the first shelter of the second builing.” the Gockrian moved aside so that Avatrice and the captain may pass. “Thank you, major.” Avatrice commented. He and Tiffany went inside and located the place where Rijric was being held. They went inside the second building and entered the first shelter. “Avatrice!” the mentor exclaimed in delight, “You have returned!”  “Yes, sir, I have. How many died in the attack?” the novice asked. “About twenty-three I think.” the old mage answered, “I think the Flaz have an antidote to this plague.”  “What?!” Avatrice shrieked. “Yes, when they attacked, some of them threw the tiny bottles I caught one of them and threw it back at the pursuing mages. It hit two of them. They both fell down, dead I presumed, but another mage came and injected the two of them and they woke up, active, once again.” Rijric paused then started to talk again but was interrupted by the loud ringing of the warning bell outside. “They have come once again.” the frustrated mage stated. “Go now Avatrice. Find the antidote. Maybe you can save us all as your father has.”  “Okay, sir.” Avatrice started, “I’ll do as you say.” Then he went out to the open air with Tiffany by his side. They looked beyond the tall walls of the academy and saw Flazic mages charging down a steep hill. Some of them threw the tiny bottles and they exploded causing the plague to spread. The guards that stood tall once now lay down at their death site. Avatrice and the captain wrapped their mask around their face and ran towards the site where the attack has begun. The surviving guards casted spells of paralysis, frost, electricity and anything that may stop the assailing mages but died in the end. There are about twelve defending mages left against about a hundred foes, it seemed like an impossible battle to win. Now in the battlefield, the captain and the novice casted any spell that popped on their mind. They reduced the charging mages to just about seventy but they were still outnumbered. The Flazic mages created flames that burned anything within reach. Bottles came flying through the air once more and killing everyone in sight. Tiffany was hit with one and she dropped, among the fallen warriors. Avatrice, seeing his fallen ally, became furious. This time, he kept on touching his foe’s foreheads and destroying their sense of humanity. He ran towards Tiffany and carried her to the academy. Avatrice, still carrying the captain, ran to the sick bay of the academy and settled the girl by the door. Then the mage ran back to the battlefield and started looking for the antidote. While searching, he kept hitting his enemies with balls of disruption. Alas he saw a Flazic field surgeon that was scurrying at the back of a huge rock. Avatrice paralyzed the medic and searched his whole body for the possible antidote. Then at the back pouch of the surgeon, Avatrice saw them. Five syringes were there, each containing yellow substance. Avatrice took all of them and ran back to the sick bay where his ally still lies unconscious. On the way, he fell. He rose up and looked back and he saw that he was the only mage left standing to defend the academy. There was a short pause then the Flazic mages charged towards his direction throwing gobs of flame. Avatrice ran. He ran to the sick bay and grabbed the captain and ran towards the opposite direction of the charging mages. It was clear. He was losing the battle. He tripped. Tiffany fell, so did he. It was the end. The Flaz would rule the realm of Aurii. Avatrice panicked, all is lost. Then suddenly several bolts of psionic energies shot out from the air and hit the charging Flazic mages. All of them turned to the direction where the bolts were shot and saw mages that were floating in the air. They were wearing purple tunics and silver masks. They’re the elite platoon of the Vaiu clan! “We’re here to defend all that is innocent and destroy the persecutors.” the one in front announced. Then all of them charged towards the Flazic mages. A sudden spark of hope lit within Avatrice. They were actually winning! The elite platoon, as they said, literally destroyed and ripped their enemies to pieces. Blood flowed everywhere but they were all Flazic blood, not Vaiu. At the end of the blood shed, the elite mages stood glorious over the sea of blood. “Lord Avatrice!” their commander started. “The high magistrix sent us to get you. Come with us.” Avatrice stood carrying Tiffany. “Let’s go then, commander.”

Chapter 9:The Magistrate

It took them three days just to come to the capital of Aurii, Oversburg. They flew above the busy city, trying to locate the tower of the magistrate. Alas they came to a tall structure plated with gold and amber. They stopped by the humongous gate of the tower. The commander of the elite platoon landed and so did the others. He reached out his hand pushed open the gate. He went in and gestured the others to follow him. Avatrice and Tiffany climbed down their wyrms and guided them to the tower. Inside there was vast hall with posts sticking out of each side and it also had designs of amber and gold all around. At the end of the hall, there was an opening. They went out of the hall through the opening and saw a huge quadrangle that had a fountain in the middle. There were velvet seats all over and there was carpet on the floor. The whole place was filled with mages walking around, sitting down and going about their lives. Then two people, not magistrates but rather their servants, offered to take their wyrms. They guided the lizards to a golden staircase leading to a basement. After the servants have gone with the wyrms, a mage came near and introduced himself. “Greetings! I am Geirof, right hand of the high magistrix. He has sent me to guide you to your quarters for the time being. Commander, your dismissed.” The commander bowed and turned away, so did his comrades. “Come Lord Avatrice, your room awaits and of course you too milady.” Then he bowed to Tiffany. The captain was still yawning. They were both exhausted. The two of them got little sleep since the trip to the tower. Across the fountain there was a wide golden staircase leading to the higher parts of the tower. Above them, all the higher floors didn’t have a center. In each floor, in the middle, they had a square shaped hole so they can actually see the true height of the structure. Avatrice was breath taken by the sight. “Milord?” Geirof asked, “let’s go.” The middle aged man led them to the staircase. Avatrice followed him and so did Tiffany. At the end of the staircase, it separated in to two more staircases, each on the left and right. The right staircase was apparently shorter than the left and at the end of the right staircase, there was a huge golden gate. “That door leads to the court of the high magistrix” Geirof explained, gesturing to the right, “you can’t get through there if the magistrix didn’t will you to. That other staircase leads to the training hall, café, amusement center and the sleeping quarters.” The mage climbed the left staircase as Avatrice and Tiffany followed. The first door they saw was of the training hall, there was a sign carved on a gold board. They were still walking on one side of the quad shaped corridor and were about to go to the next corridor of the quadrangle. On their way they met a few mages. On the corridor they were now walking on had a steep staircase to the right and it had a sign that says ‘special residence’. The guide stopped, the novice and the captain did too. “At the end of the next corridor, there is a staircase leading to the next floor. There, you will find the café, all food and drinks are free of charge. Then at that floor, you will see another staircase leading to the next floor, there, you will find the amusement center. At the amusement center, you will find games that will test your skills. Try it some time, I myself am fond of it. Now, it’s ten o ‘clock, tomorrow at one, the magistrix will see you. I will pick you up, be here at your residence. If you need me, I’ll be at my quarters at the fourteenth floor.” Geirof handed them each a key. Each key was differently colored. Avatrice took the gold one and Tiffany the amber. Geirof bowed then was on his way. “Well, Tiffany, let’s go then.” Avatrice gestured to the girl. The steep staircase can only accommodate a person at a time. Avatrice went first then the lass followed. The staircase led to a small room. A room that separates into two doors. One was gold and the other amber. “Tiffany,” the mage started, “wake me when you do.” Then he yawned and took his key and went inside. Avatrice slammed the heavy door shut. He clicked a switch and two lamps flickered and lit the small room. To his right was the bathroom and across from where he stood, was a desk and chair, a bookshelf and a king sized bed. He observed that the whole room was of gold. It seemed like an emperor’s palace. He pulled the curtain and saw a balcony. He dragged the glass door and went to the balcony. There he could see the whole city. He yawned, he felt exhausted. So he went back inside and crashed on the bed.

                         *         *         *

Avatrice was suddenly awaken by a loud knocking at the door. He looked at the lamp-dial at the table beside him and saw that it was already six o ‘clock. He went to the door to greet the visitor. When he opened it, he saw that it was Tiffany, pushing a large cart filled with food and drinks. “Come in.” he ordered the lass while rubbing his eyes. Tiffany went in with the cart and prepared their supper. Avatrice closed the door behind him and sat on the bed. Tiffany brought many things, Avatrice observed, roasted steaks, dinner buns, lime water and grapes. “Let’s eat then, commander.” The lass offered. “Please, Tiffany” the novice started, “call me Avatrice, okay?” Tiffany sat on the chair near the table and Avatrice took his plate and goblet and ate on the bed. They were both really hungry since they skipped their lunch. After their supper was over, they were then very full. Avatrice then lied on the bed, thinking of what happened to him in the past few days. Tiffany was a neat freak, Avatrice observed. She took everything and fixed them, Avatrice’s bed sheets, the goblets, plates, everything. “So, Tiffany, where did you come from?” Avatrice asked. “I come from a place like no other. I came from the royal house of Aurii.” The girl answered. Avatrice was shocked. The royal house of Aurii? It had been extinct for years. There is no survivor of that family. “I thought there was no more of the royal house.” Avatrice stated. “Yes, but you see” Tiffany explained while settling the last plate and sitting by Avatrice on the bed, “I am the last one. Once, the royal house of Aurii was prosperous. Well, that was until eleven years ago, when we were just two. The Flazic mages attacked the palace, they were led by Stanfro. My father and mother were executed by him but I was lucky enough not to be seen. They had full control of the palace. Then Master Bardwin, came carrying a baby, he took me and together with the two infants, he ran. He was seen be a guard and he sounded the alarm. Stanfro and his army came chasing after him. On the way, he saw Commander Vixoe, my step-father, and he took me back to the station and trained me. Then, Master Bardwin made himself a living bomb and exploded. I guess his son is dead.” Tiffany took a deep breath then closed her eyes. “That’s why nobody want to be friends with me, because my father is the commander.” Tears flowed from her eyes. “Well,” Avatrice started, “just the same here. The high mentor of Wegwin raised me, well, I had friends but only a few. I’m the son of Bardwin.” Tiffany’s tears stopped. He turned to look at Avatrice. “You’re the son of Bardwin?” she asked in disbelief. “Yes, so we’re actually the same. Friends?” Avatrice asked while offering his hand. “Friends.” Tiffany reached out her hand and shook Avatrice’s then got the other hand and wiped her tears.

Chapter 10: Castor

It was morning now. Avatrice woke up ten minutes ago and was now taking a shower. Then there was a loud knocking at the door. “Just a minute!” Avatrice called out. He turned off the water pipe and dried himself with a towel. Then he opened the closet and there he saw a new set of clothing suited for him. He put on his clothes, wore the pendant and greeted the visitor by the door. “Good morning!” Tiffany exclaimed. She seemed to just have taken a bath just a while ago since her hair was still a bit wet. “Hey, maybe we should get some breakfast.” Avatrice suggested. “Okay, and after we eat we might as well enjoy ourselves since we still have about six hours left ‘till the magistrate’s meeting.” the lass stated. “Let’s go then.” Avatrice took out his key and locked the door shut. They went to the café and it was still empty since it is only seven in the morning. They took some trays and looked at the vast menu of food and drinks. Avatrice got a couple of egg tarts and cherry danishes while Tiffany only took a piece of waffle and a cup of hot chocolate. She sat down by a round blue table then was later joined by Avatrice who was taking a large tray of food and drinks. Tiffany started to cut her waffle in half with a fork then adding maple syrup to it. Avatrice was chewing his tarts and danishes while occasionally taking a sip of apple juice. After they ate, they took their plates and utensils to the washing chute, where all of the dirty things in the tower were cleaned. Then they went out of the café and stood at the corridor. “So, milady, shall we go to the amusement center?” Avatrice asked. “Okay, whatever you wish, milord.” Tiffany answered. They went up the staircase to the third floor and when they reached it, both of them saw a humongous golden gate to the right. Avatrice and Tiffany saw that it had a sign, it was the Amusement Center. Avatrice pushed it open and it revealed a small hall with multiple doors on each side. At each golden door, it had two signs. One: vacant or occupied. Two: what game the room inside offers. Avatrice took the one that says ‘castor’ and Tiffany took the ‘reckoner’. Avatrice opened the door and went inside. “Deal?” asked an old man sitting on a chair. Then suddenly the door behind Avatrice shut. “Yeah, sure, deal. How do you play the game anyway?” Avatrice stated. In the small room, there was a long rectangular table and at each side of the table, stood a chair. “You’ll learn the game when you play it. Sit down then, boy.” the old man ordered while brushing his long beard. Avatrice sat down the huge velvet chair. Suddenly, a deck of cards appeared at the center of the gambling table. Then it shuffled itself then gave each of them four cards each. The old man held his cards, looked at them, then made a chuckle. Avatrice looked at his, then read them through his mind. ‘flame jet, icicle, rock bash and psionic shockwave’. “Roll your dice, boy.” the old man said while preparing his dice to roll. Avatrice took the crystal dice by his left then rolled it just as the old man did. Avatrice’s dice turned yellow and the old man, brown. “Cast a yellow elemental spell.” the old man said while he took a card and settled it face down on a blank space in front of him. “I have no yellow elemental.” Avatrice declared. “Roll your dice one more time then.” the old man stated. Avatrice did as the old man said and rolled. The crystal dice became two. “Take two damage then.” The old man said while revealing his card. The card said ‘earth smash’ “Brown, earth smash. Your down to ninety-eight” the ancient mage declared. Then the card disappeared. Then another card was given to the old man. “Roll.” the old man commanded. They both rolled their dice. Avatrice’s showed red and the old man, blue. They both revealed their cards. Avatrice’s showed flame jet and the old man, blizzard. “Weakness!” the old man exclaimed, “so that is two times five is ten, so I’m down to ninety. Then the game continued for hours until their life was now one each. Both of them rolled their dice and Avatrice’s shown purple and the old man, red. Avatrice casted psionic shockwave since he never had a chance to cast it and the old man casted a flame tornado. “Direct hit.” the old mage declared frustrated, “It’s a tie.” Then suddenly the door opened and light shown. “It’s time to go, Avatrice.” a voice called out.

Chapter 11: The Assassination

The wizard, Geirof came to pick them up at precisely one o’ clock at their rooms. He led them from the corridors to the steep golden staircase leading to the court of the high magistrix. When they got to the door, Geirof said to both of them, “I shall leave you now, if you enter, you shall see the magistrix.” Then he bowed and turned away. After the mage left, the golden door opened. Avatrice and Tiffany looked at each other, then nodded. They went inside the mysterious golden door and saw a long hall that was covered by a golden carpet. At the end of the hall they saw a throne, the throne of the high magistrix. “Come to me, Avatrice of Vaiu.” a voice called out. Avatrice went towards the throne and the lass followed. They saw a middle aged man that wore a golden crown that has amber diamonds in each corner. They both bowed in unison. “Rise, Avatrice and Tiffany. I heard your journeys and I like what I hear.” the master mage stated. “I do as I am told, great one.” Avatrice replied. then suddenly, the magistrix’ forehead came rushing out with blood then a figure appeared at the back of the throne. He was holding a sword that was pierced to the magistrix’ head. Then the man took off the sword. The magistrix dropped dead, blood still oozing all over his head, staining the golden carpet with crimson blood. Avatrice and Tiffany prepared their stones and shot out two bolts of psych, but after the blast, the man was gone and was now at their back. “Greetings, Avatrice!” the figure started, “You’ve come a long way.” Avatrice and Tiffany turned to look. The figure had a gas mask on but as he spoke, he took them off. Avatrice recognized the figure. It was Darko, his former schoolmate. He and Avatrice were always competing at everything, but Darko always won. He was obviously better at magic than Avatrice until one day, he was caught, dissecting a rector at the laboratory. He was therefore banished from the clan. Avatrice often wondered where he went afterwards. “So you have returned, Darko.” Avatrice mumbled. “You remember!” replied Darko. Avatrice aimed as the mage talked but another blast missed again. “Why did you assassinate the magistrix?” the novice asked. “Because my boss said so” the other one replied, “but now I will kill you! Because I want to! Die, Avatrice!” The enraged mage once again wore his mask then suddenly, Tiffany’s forehead started to bleed. She tried to cover it but blood still flowed. The lass fell and Avatrice went to catch her. “I see my psychic plague works… good.” Darko stated. “What did you do to her?” Avatrice shrieked. “Nothing much… she was already affected with the plague gas...the only thing I had to do was to twitch a muscle and she’s dead, just as I did to your beloved commander.” Then there was a slight interruption, about five elder mages barged in the hall and was moving to their direction. “Personally, I would love to stay and kill you” Darko started, “but unfortunately, we’ve been interrupted. See you soon, Avatrice Heimlick.” Then he vanished into thin air. “What happened here?” one of the mage questioned, “A massacre! Sentries! Take them to the hall of judgement!” 

                         *         *         *

“Let the judgement, begin!” the court minister declared. A mage came forward carrying a scroll and read “Avatrice Heimlick, Novice of Vixoe Ledgermen, has been accused of the massacre of the high magistrix and Tiffany Ledgermen.” After announcing the cause of the whole judgement, the mage went back to his proper seat. “I summon Avatrice to stand forth me.” the minister ordered. Two sentries escorted Avatrice to face the minister then they both left, leaving the frightened mage alone standing in front of the judge. “What do you have to say for yourself, Avatrice?” the minister asked. As Avatrice was about to explain, a messenger went in the hall and approached the minister. “Sir” the messenger started as he bowed, “There has been an attack at the bay area of the Oversburg, they are led by Sirac, son of Stanfro.” “Alert all war-mages, we will intercept the attack, as for you, Avatrice, take him to confinement. Well, let’s move!” as he ordered, the whole hall started doing their own duties, as for Avatrice, a cell awaits him.

                          *         *         *

The two sentries locked him up at the last floor of the tower. The whole cell was nothing more than a small room that had a stone bench. Avatrice took out his stone and tried to break the door down, but as he guessed, the whole room was constructed with miron stone, the strongest compound against magic. He peered at the door window and saw that the whole tower was preparing to intercept. Coming to his senses, he sat on the confinement bench and waited.

                          *         *         *

It has been about six hours since Avatrice was locked up and was now taking a short nap. A sudden explosion awoke him. He went to the door and glanced below to see what was causing the noise. Avatrice saw many mages holding torches that were searching for something. For a moment, he thought the war-mages were back until he saw that those mages were actually arsoning the whole tower! Avatrice began to panic. He was cursed to be burned to ash! A mage with a big frame crashed open the door. “Here he is!” he screamed. “Avatrice took out his stone and shot a beam of psych that made the huge mage falling down the center of the tower the fire was starting to burn the whole place up. Avatrice ran to the nearest stairase and journeyed to the ground floor. All the mages that were responsible for the arson were assembled by the fountain. The big mage Avatrice just knocked out fell on one of the mages and was starting to scream in pain. The other mages came and pulled him out of the mess. The big bulky man pointed at the direction of where Avatrice was running and all of them turned to look. Some of them started to chase after him. Avatrice didn’t know what to do! It was either jump out the tower or be killed by these mages! Avatrice hadn’t had time to think, as he decided to jump down the tower, a form materialized in front of him. Then the face formed. It was Darko. He lifted Avatrice off his feet, not using his hands, but rather his mind. He started to ‘carry’ the boy as he walked down the staircase. Avatrice tried to resist but his resistance wasn’t enough. Darko lifted Avatrcie higher off his feet then threw him to the ground floor. Darko then teleported to join his comrades at the same floor where he threw Avatrice to. The novice regained consciousness and stood on his feet. He saw that Sirac was standing in front of him. Avatrice took out his stone and focused a ray of defusion. His stone glowed, then the glow faded. Sirac smiled then started to speak. “Looks like your anti magic aura has spread all over the realm as you planned, my assistant…Darko!” “No…” Avatrice whined. Darko combined with the lord of flame, they could take over the whole realm in days! Darko bowed as his superior congratulated him. “We need you, Avatrice, no. We need the pendant, not you. If you give it to us now, we promise not to kill you as horribly as we could have killed you.” Sirac announced. Avatrice just grumbled and stated, “Never, demon.” Sirac laughed then kicked Avatrice unconscious.

                        *         *         *

Avatrice had regained consciousness about three hours later feeling exhausted and hungry. He observed that the Flazic mages had taken him to their camp, deep in the forest of Raika. Sirac’s platoon had left him at a wooden jail they which they must have built. It seemed more like a bird cage rather than a cell. The Flazic mages were all asleep, save for a few that were standing guard at the tower. Avatrice took out his stone and focused on it. It glowed, then dimmed. What could have gone wrong? Avatrice thought to himself. Then he remembered: …anti-magic aura has spread all over the realm… Yes. That was the problem. He couldn’t cast a single spell in the realm of Aurii. He then resorted to mere thinking. Avatrice got a few sticks of wood and started rubbing. He thought that if Sirac and Darko needs him that much, they won’t let him burn to death. Faint flickers of fire sarted to ignite, smoke started covering the cell. “Help! Help!” Avatrice pretended. The once faint flame was now a burning furnace. Sentries arrived carrying buckets of water. They threw water at the cell but that only made the fire stronger and the smoke thicker. Darko came in a hurry. “Get him out of there!” he commanded. One of the guards got a key that matched the lock on the cell and opened it. Avatrice pushed open the door and due to the smoke, he had an excellent cover up. He ran deep into the forest, a few guards chasing after him. Then after a few minutes of running, he lost them. Avatrice settled at a nearby oak tree and decided to camp there for the night, tomorrow, fate will decide if he lives or dies. 

-End of Part One-

Chapter 12:The Last Crusade

“Commander!” a scout shrieked, “a dead man in the road!” “What? Let me see.” The other one replied. “It’s him! We’ll camp here for a while.” Commander Vixoe ordered as he carried the boy.

                       *         *         *

“Wwhere am I?” Avatrice asked as he glanced around the small tent containing the bunk. “Avatrice!” the commander started, “your awake!” “Commander?” the boy asked, “what are you doing here?” “Well,” Vixoe started, “this is the last crusade.” The puzzled Avatrice went out of the bunk and went outside the tent. “Wwhy are these people here?” the lad asked. “These people,” the bearded man explained, “are the only survivors of the attack, the magistrix was killed and along him, all the magistrates in the realm. Only we are left.” Avatrice shook his head and said “I don’t believe it! This isn’t happening! How can these few people be the only ones?” “Actually,” the commander interrupted, “we aren’t the only ones.” “I knew it!” Avatrice exclaimed. “Tiffany and the others have been held hostage in the next realm and they demand the pendant.” “What?!?” the boy shrieked, “I can’t give the pendant! If I do, they will have control over the realm!” “Yes, it is so but we only have one week until the day of shifting tides, the day the energy field that protects us will fade and we are left to die.” The commander grudged. “So what do we do commander?” the boy asked. “I don’t kno-” then the high rector of Wegwin interrupted, “Avatrice! Your alive!” he exclaimed as he hugged the lad. “What brings you here?” the boy asked the rector. The old sage released his embrace and answered, “I have joined the last crusade, the only way to beat them is to kill them.” The commander coughed and saw that it had left a hint of blood. “Commander, what happened?” Vixoe coughed once more and said, “remember boy, the plague has entered me and has not yet been cured.” Avatrice winced and said, “no, commander, it can’t be.” “What has been, has been, boy.” The man explained, “now let us plan for the future, any ideas about what we’ll do?” “Well,” the novice started, “I guess the only way is to assault the main stronghold, or die trying.” “I like your spirit, son!” the old rector commented. “Best we move now.” The commander suggested, “let’s move!” he commanded and as he did, everyone followed the order.
Chapter 13:The Temple of Terion
“Where do we go now, commander?” Avatrice asked Vixoe. “You’re asking me? You’re the commander.” Vixoe replied as he looked back at the group of people awaiting orders. “Um.. this way.” The lad finally declared, pointing to the right. “Why didn’t you say so in the first place?” the old man said sarcastically as he bladed the bush to the right. “Wait.” Vixoe once again exclaimed. He took his hand and revealed what was behind the right bush. “Flazic mages.” he announced. About fifty mages were squatting in what seemed to be a temple of some sort. “Oh no. Best we not disturb them. It’s the temple of.. you know..” Vixoe said with a sudden fright. “You mean..” Rijric interrupted. “Hey, who’s there?!” a familiar voice called out. It was Sirac. Then, in a moment, the bush in front of them were turned into ash. “Ha! Avatrice! So we meet again. But now you will not be so fortunate!” he shrieked as he held a ball of flames. “That would not be so wise.” Vixoe commented, “Quick! To the temple!” Sirac and his troops fired at everyone in sight but missed because of the group’s agility. Finally all of them were in the temple. “Let’s return fire!” Avatrice encouraged. “No, foolish one.” Vixoe said. “What he says is true.” Old man Finilio spoke. “We can’t return fire because of Darko’s energy field. We can’t cast anything unless we’re out of this realm.” Rijric explained. “And besides, you wouldn’t want to anger Terion, would you?” Avatrice blushed for his foolishness. “Attack, men!” Sirac ordered his minions. “What will we do then?” Avatrice questioned. “Believe in Terion. He will slay the evil and save the good.” Vixoe encouraged. Bolts of flame were fired. Rijric, angered by the assault, decided to make a little defense of his own. “Kill!” he shouted as he got his sword and charged towards their opponents. But before he can get there, he was burned to death by the overwhelming flame of Flaz. “Noo!” Avatrice shrieked. “Stop this slaughter!” a loud voice boomed. “Who are you that I must follow you?” Sirac taunted. “I am Terion, master druid necromancer of Aurii, die, evil beings.” The voice boomed once more. Suddenly, vines crept out from the ground and took hold of each of the Flazic mages. Each vine dragged it’s victim to the ground. They struggled but ended up dying. Sirac burned away some vines and said, “We will meet again, Avatrice of Psyka.” Then he phased out of thin air. The vines now calmed and left the Flazic mages doomed. “Is he of your ilk?” asked Terion, coming out from the temple. “Yes, he was one of us, but now he is of no more.” The lad sadly answered. “Hmm..” hummed the druid, “perhaps I could be of some assistance, for I am, as you know, the keeper of the dead.” He chanted as he went to where Rijric was. He placed one slender arm of his onto Rijrics chest and the body began to tremble. Vixoe, Augustus and Avatrice Shivered. What could this necromancer do, they do not know. A brilliant light appeared in the heart of Rijric then a translucent spirit went out of his body. It looked towards the direction of the standing mages then flew to the sky. “What in blazes did you do?” the angered Augustus stammered. “I am a necromancer, as you recall. I may only free souls, or make them my minions. There was no other choice.” The hermit answered. “Are you saying that you, keeper of the dead, can do nothing to make people alive?!” the angered Avatrice shrieked as he kicked the temple wall. “I am a keeper.” Terion explained, “not death.” Avatrice looked up to see a giant. He was much taller than any of them. He had a cloak that concealed his whole body. No one could see his face, where the face should be, there was only darkness save for a blazing ball of energy. 
