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As the reader, you have probably noticed that the books in the Tales sagas are generally between 21 and 30 chapters. This is somewhat inspired by an author friend of mine, Will Hahn, whose stories are also considerably shorter than most ‘epics’. Yet, that is not the sole reason or inspiration. 

Each book is more like a chapter in the characters’ lives and in the histories of the Renge. They aren’t some massive adventure unto themselves, but rather, a slow progression to a climactic not yet seen. The Prophecy details the preparation of a child for his destiny just as the different Chronicles follow the lives of their main characters and the Conquerors follow individual conquering kings and queens.

The main purpose is to keep from losing steam as an author. Long winded stories tend to bog down somewhere as wordage seems to take precedence over the quality of content....causing boredom in the reader. Sure, I could elaborate a bit more in each book, but I prefer to allow the reader to be able to use their imaginations and discover where they desire the story to go.

Doing so also makes the books easier for younger readers to read, not giving them too much to digest. It also promoted the growth of their imaginations and curiosity, making them want to know what awaits in the next book. This, I believe, encourages the promotion of reading.

The Renge, my magical yet dark kingdom, originated in 1993. Then, it was but three short stories that were never meant to be a series. Yet, some of the characters originated much earlier.

Bannion Al-Canon, Elisvere, and many others began life in a series of books I attempted to link indirectly to Terry Brooks’ Shanara series. Grey Wolf was from my fanfiction attempts to add to the Conan saga. Sintaxx, and others were from my Emetian Chronicles, which was written when I was in sixth or seventh grade.

Since half of this last book disappeared, along with the first two books in the Caueli series (the origin of Bannion and Elisvere), I decided to give the characters a new home in 2005, when I joined keepitcoming.net...where I submitted two serial fiction stories, one of which was the second incarnation of Tales. This series of novellas is the third and final incarnation of the story.

The expansions are new to the world of the Renge, but I felt they were needed in order to give a backstory to what is in this series. A history of sorts. I suppose I could broaden it out a bit further and give a backstory to the backstory (the origins of the City of prophets, the prophets, etc) but am not interested in that at this time. Maybe at a later date.

At the moment, I tell the story of a single child. A child foretold. A savior, so to speak.

He is to save the Renge from itself. Or, at least, a darkness that has been eating at it like a cancer. He is to bring the gods back to the Renge and restore peace.

At the moment, he is in the service of the Inquisition and is learning the black magicks and the evil secrets that the demimage seeks to keep from the Rengelanders. But the demimage is going mad and his power is slowly waning. And in his madness, he seeks to release the demon hordes upon the lands.

All this while the Nobilis and their emperor wage war upon the four lands...and the Master of the Dark Ring tries to destroy his collective of sorcerers. Behind it all is a single survivor from the reign of the Black Ring, Morgus the necromancer, who desires a return of that most vile institution. And a return to the evil it represented.

~ Jaysen True Blood, 2020 ~
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Con stood, his new dark crimson cloak, the mark of a third year, billowing out in the wind. Maria had stopped making these excursions with him to stave off the suspicions of her father. Yet, Con, ever vigilant, stood waiting for his tutor. 

He knew full well that Master Jenarra was no fool. Nor was he a man to be trifled with. Still, Con was on a mission.

He needed to learn all he could. After all, he had already learned all of the magicks held sacred by the Inquisition. He had also learned all that the demimage had hidden away. By the infinite hells, he had even found the necromancon and learned its secrets!

He had learned that their purpose was not what the demimage believed them to be. They were no mere tome of magicks. They were spells meant to destroy the magicks that held the demons back. They were a guide to the end of time. The end of man.

He could never allow the demimage to find them. Thus, he had rehidden them where even the demimage’s beneficiary, Morgus, could not find them. Therefore, the world was safe. For now.

“Been waiting long?” Qarkis the mage inquired.

“Not really,” he responded.

“You know he’ll flay you alive if he finds out,” the mage smiled.

“What the demimage doesn’t know,” he started, “won’t hurt him.”

“Indeed,” the Assassinidii mage chuckled.

“I don’t even seem to exist to him,” he shrugged, “how is he to miss me?”

“Do not underestimate Golmagug,” the Assassinidii warned, “even a demimage is dangerous if underestimated.”

“Oh,” he replied, “it’s not that I underestimate him. It is more that I understand his way of thinking. As long as I obey the rules within Valthrid, I am safe. He cares nothing for what takes place beyond. Unless it is his precious broods. Then, he is vicious. Unforgiving.”

“So,” his tutor nodded, “our lessons are of no consequence to him.”

“As long as I do not appear changed,” he averred, “no.”

“And these broods,” the Assassinidii began.

“I believe they are similar to the hordes of the Black Ring,” he assumed, “only smaller. Not so attentive to number.”

“Ah,” the mage nodded.

***
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SOBAHN SMILED. FOR three years, his rangers had kept Sudia assassin and spy-free. For three years, they had slowed the trickle of invaders.

Over those three years, he had changed his personal unit twice. The original had gone into Nordia to guard their borders. The second had gone to Estryn. 

He’d heard that Malabar and Dathan had done the same. Their old divisions had also gone to the north and the east. And, as a result, no war broke out in the rebel lands. 

Between the rangers, the demon killers, and the Seeker hunters, the borders were kept clear of all. The setup was simple. The rangers would surprise invading divisions, generally three divisions sent by the same general, and force their surrender. Two divisions would be sent to Malabar, two to Dathan. Sobahn would keep only one.

Just as the gods had commanded. The irony was that it was in this way that the Sudian, Nordian, and Estrynian armies were being built. A slow depletion of the imperial guarisons. A slow diminishing of Hadrax’s legions.

But Hadrax had been smart in only sending when his messengers never returned with news on how the battle was going. Or when they were sent back with false reports of a need for reinforcements. One would think it odd, if they were in their right mind, that there had been no requests for siege machines or specialized units. 

But, then, Hadrax had never been in his right mind. And Sobahn knew it. After all, Hadrax had sent him into that mine to his death. 

“Messenger!” he called.

“Yes, milord?” a youth appeared at his side.

“I need you to run a message to the governess,” he began as he hastily scrawled what he had been spying upon, “pass through Malabar’s territory and request him to meet with me. If you see Dathan, do likewise.”

“Aye, milord,” the youth bowed as he took the folded message.

The youth turned and began to run toward the south. He smiled as he watched the youth go. He needed to confer with his fellow commanders. His fellow generals.

“Sagra!” he called.

“Yes, general?” a voice replied.

“Gather the rangers,” he commanded, “bring them to this spot.”

“Aye, milord,” Sagra responded.

He turned after a few minutes and found Sagra leading the rangers to where he stood. He waited for the full division to come to a stop then pointed to what he had been watching. They all looked at what appeared to be a massive military movement.

“Spread out and get as close as you can to that,” he ordered, “and spy it out. Be careful. It could be a trap. Also try to remain on this side of the border. Send messengers discretely to report to me what you see. If there is any sign of danger, retreat. Take no risks, but live to fight another day.”

The rangers spread out in a thin line from east to west. The observation of the peculiar actions had begun. He only hoped that it wasn’t a trap to draw his division out into the open.

He wondered if this scene was playing out to the north and east. If so, was it meant as a distraction? Or was it meant to get an accurate count of their units?

“Milord?” it was Sagra.

“Yes, Commander?” He returned.

“What do you think it is?” she inquired.

“I’m not sure,” he admitted, “that’s why I sent for Malabar and Dathan. It is also why I sent word to Niobe to step up defensive security between here and Yndarr. We can’t afford to be surprised and divided. Not now.”

***
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KHYRZHAD WAS INFURIATED. Sudia had flooded Austryn with lotus smugglers. But Sudia was not the only land to ban lotus.

Estryn and Nordia had done the same. Thus, all the smugglers were now forced to enter the Austryn ports. The concentration of smugglers made it almost impossible to get quality lotus. 

He frowned. How dare the other lands flood his with bad drugs?  How dare they ban lotus?

He would have to issue an edict. They would have to begin executions. Any smuggler caught with poor quality lotus would be put to death. Any caught with unrefined would as well...unless they were selling to a refiner. Those who dosed it or cut it were also going to be targets.

Maybe he would set up his own refiners. Or take over any he discovered. After all, refining was illegal for the masses. Still, he was the emperor. He didn’t have to follow his own laws.
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Malabar stood 30 leagues to the west viewing the same scene that Sobahn was watching. It chilled him to the bone. Something wasn’t right.

Like the general of the rangers, he had ordered one of his divisions to spread out and observe. He, too, wanted to know what was going on. He wanted to know the nature of the beast.

He had received Sobahn’s messenger, listened, then sent the boy on. He had, in turn, sent his reply to Sobahn using one of his own messengers. He would not move. Not yet.

Perhaps he might spread his other divisions out to fill in the holes between himself and Sobahn. He only hoped that Sobahn was not going to spread himself out too thin.

“Daraqin!” He roared.

“Yes, milord?” the commander responded.

“Take your division to the east and spread out. We cannot allow there to be any unguarded territory betwixt us and Sobahn.”

“Aye, milord,” came the commander’s response.

“Toqah!” he roared.

“Yes, milord?” Came his remaining commander’s response. Make sure your division is spread out evenly, but not too thin. I don’t like what I am seeing out there.”

“Aye, milord,” she saluted.

He frowned as he viewed the activity below. Something was off. What were they doing?

This was too large a procession for either Hadrax of the emperor to have commissioned. It was unlike the demimage as well. And yet, if they were working together, they might just send such a line.

He
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