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Book Introduction by Eddie Patin

 

"A fun little short story about a monster taking back what's his from a bigger, badder monster. A+!!" - T Conner, Horror Weekly

Treat yourself to a short novella from the "Forgotten Tales from the Realms of Primoria" series. 

The story of Rexar, a powerful Minotaur, piecing together a mysterious eviction from his Labyrinth that left him waking one morning in the forest, and the short adventure of reclaiming his home from something bigger and badder than he is...

"Forgotten Tales from the Realms of Primoria" is a series of side stories from Eddie Patin's grim and mysterious world of familiar lands in a time long gone.

 

Welcome, readers, to another dark tale. For all my life, I’ve wanted to create art for a living to be enjoyed—be it visual, music, or strings of words designed to carry readers into twisted and fantastic places, so thank you for taking the time to look at my book!

This story, “Reclaiming the Maze”, was one of my less-grim tales of high fantasy, written back in 2005. I’ve always liked writing stories from the perspective of a monster, and I’ve always been happy with this one, but I’m sure that my writing skills have improved since I wrote this initially.

As my author career develops, I’ll be working hard to make great stuff that will entertain you—stories you’ll remember. And I aim to make you love my books and come back for more. So, if you do love this book, please join my mailing list to get email news about whenever I publish something new. I also run contests and free drawings from time to time, and frequently come up with ideas for new giveaways. 

Want some free books?
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CLICK HERE to join my Mailing List.

Now … onto the good stuff…




ONE

 

Slowly, Rexar opened his eyes.

Where had he been? His massive body felt as if it were made of clay, his corded muscles numb and buzzing with the odd sensation that always accompanies waking from the forced slumber of unconsciousness.

As the milky fog dissipated from his tumbling mind, he squinted his tiny eyes, trying to ward off the throbbing pain that spread through his skull with the incoming light. 

Sunrise! Had he been out of it all night?

Now, as his senses slowly came back to him, he felt the cool, moist earth under his thick skin, felt the wet grass bristling through his fur. A gentle breeze swept through the trees, brushing his mane like silk, trying to calm the rage that was building inside. It was morning. He was in the mountains. His mountains!

Down the hill, Rexar saw the bend in the creek where he so frequently came by for a drink of water. Next to the creek was the tree where he rutted his horns during the long seasons of boredom. But, what was he doing out here? Why was he outside of his labyrinth?

He groaned, a rumbling bestial sound, and the wildlife around him fluttered in surprise. The sound of his voice broke the silence of the remote wilderness and rang in his ears. The great warrior closed his eyes until the pain faded. Maybe he would just lay here for a while…
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Try as he did, Rexar couldn’t quite place the night before. The memories were only fragments, drifting and colliding in his brain. He remembered sitting in the comfortable darkness, deep within his chiseled walls, gnawing at the leg of a deer. There was a looming shadow. A flash of light. The scent of ash.

Was it an attack from the ogres in the neighboring mountains? Come again to steal his food and take what they can of his trophies and weapons? Or some meddling human dogs come here to prove their worth?

Oh, so many humans had fallen under his axe. So many men had been run through by the horns on his head. Rexar smiled at the thought. There were few pleasures quite like a good battle, and so few pleasures quite like feeling the heft of a man’s body as he is lifted, screaming in protest, from the ground by the muscles in Rexar’s neck and shoulders, tangled up in his horns, and thrown across to the adjacent wall.

There were so many blade-slinging dogs who had come for him, dressed out in shining metal and leather, all bearing the aura of supposed righteousness, all holding their sturdy little swords and axes in their confident little hands. Some were more vicious than others. In the end, they were all cowards. When the moment of truth came, it was always a delight when Rexar could pinpoint the split second that the dogs, in an epiphany of horror, realized their error. In that instant, their fighting spirit, however misinformed or magnificent, would break, and then they would quake in their boots. By then, it was always too late for them.

Lost in a violent daydream, Rexar felt his hackles raise and the fur of his arms and chest bristle with excitement. Washed in the light of the morning sun, he sat up on his haunches and looked over the valley. It was a peaceful morning. In the lower corners and crevasses of the mountains, a thick mist hung as if the land itself refused to completely awaken.

Any of the meeker beings around him, those who knew about him, would always come. The humans. Ogres. Orcs. Even those damned dwarves, who seemed to harbor for him a special hatred. Despite the fact that he rarely left the immediate area around his labyrinth, these challengers somehow felt that they had to do him in. They were threatened by his existence.

Many, many years ago, Rexar had descended into this valley. He happened upon the bear cave that would eventually become his grand, twisting home.

And yet, he understood why these lesser creatures felt the need to strike him down. The humans especially were quite competitive. Rexar, with a great deal of thought and patience, could place himself in the mind of a human dog. For a human, with its shiny armor and its shiny sword, slaying Rexar could maybe yield a similar sensation of superiority and pride, the same as if Rexar were to somehow bring down one of the monstrous giants from the north. Or, perhaps they felt that the meat on his bones could provide many meals for their small appetites, and could bring a human hunter some prestige in his tribe?

The ogres, on the other hand, were cowards. Always cowards. Despite being so much larger than the humans, they were too lazy to find their own meat. On occasion, especially during the winters, Rexar could expect several half-hearted assaults. If he were to knock over one of these brutes and split its skull open with his axe, the others were sure to run away.

None of it mattered, of course. As long as he lived this closely to other creatures, they would always come, and he would always kill them and feast on their corpses. Could it be that last night he was finally bested by another?

Rexar looked down at his large, weathered hands. His dark tawny fur was matted from sleeping in the wet morning. As his hands looked back at him, he slowly closed his fingers and clenched his fists, felt the hard claws pressing into his palms. Where had these hands been last night?
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Steadied by the monumental boulder resting in the earth next to him, Rexar roused his sleeping muscles back into the chill of the brisk morning air, and pulled himself upright. His shadow stretched out across the grass and down the hill as he grew taller, the long, dark form more of a goliath than he was.

His grumbling moan seemed to vibrate through the surrounding rocks.

Why didn’t he remember fighting? How could he have moved from his feeding chamber to out here? If it were humans or orcs who had attacked him in the night, he would find them in his home, in his dark corridors, and bowl them over! He would scatter them like leaves and send them running and screaming into his traps! He would grind them to dust, and hang their broken bodies on pikes as examples!

As the bloodlust grew within his heart, spreading like a wildfire through his veins, the faint odor of death drifted into his snout. There was a dead body around here somewhere! Following his keen senses, Rexar stalked over the ridge on his right side, and there, sprawled among the underbrush, were the hulking bodies of two rotting ogres.

Inspecting the dead, the memories slowly teased his mind. Rexar recognized his own handy-work. These brutes, awash in the stench of filth and sour body odor, were broken and mutilated. Their ribs and shoulders crushed by his hooves, their features twisted into expressions of fear. One ogre’s face was smashed into his skull. The other ogre was gored in the abdomen, his intestines, now writhing with insects and caked with dirt and pine needles, were spilled through the shoddy bear-hide clothing onto the ground.

Gradually Rexar remembered the battle, being dragged away from his labyrinth by the ogres, unable to struggle, mind foggy, and fighting




[image: ]

































OPS/image2.jpg
Y
“p





OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
S0
:,gi’.’ Wonderful 11tt1e 4






OPS/image3.jpg
Y
“p





OPS/image0.jpg





OPS/image1.jpg
Y
“p





