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Part one
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Prologue
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In the town of Ul'Than within the mystical kingdom of Windir there once lived an odd fellow by the name of Angus Mord. This twisted guy was a local shoemaker by vocation but he was also interested in magic and summoning of demons to whom he dedicated his numerous human sacrifices. Besides those, he had at his disposal some suicidal folk who were more than willing to participate in his cruel rituals for which he promised them a substantial prize, admittedly, only after the job was already done.

However, Mord's mischievous affairs didn't fare well with the local townsfolk as they were quite displeased by his gruesome bloody rituals, so they've decided to put an end to his wrongdoings. Armed with burning torches, scythes, sickles and staffs, they broke into his burrow catching his acolytes off guard and severely beat them, destroying everything on their path at the same time.

Realizing that he was in fact in mortal peril, Mord became truly afraid for his life. He fled into his chambers and decided to do a summoning ritual of some demon who would come to his assistance.

- Can anyone hear me?!! - he shouted.

No one answered - dead silence!

He summoned, he begged, swore and cursed as the mob was approaching closer and closer to his chamber, yet still, there was no reply. 

He had nearly accepted the inevitable misery that would end his fate on a burning stake when he heard a growling whisper:

- Who calls for me? I had just fallen asleep like a wee baby. 

- Angus Mord, a shoemaker and a mage in my spare time. And who might you be?

- I am Thanatos, a demon of madness. What is it you wish of me?

- This is an urgent matter. My head is at stake! I've angered some folk and now they want my skin and won't leave without it! - said the shoemaker in a panicked voice.

Enraged townsfolk started to bang angrily at the door of his chamber, and it was quite obvious that they would soon break in.

For a short while, there was no answer and Mord was afraid that the demon had left him. Finally, he heard a piercing voice: 

- Very well, if you accept me as your master, not only will I save your life, I will also make you the king of Windir. And in return, you will make me a supreme god of this kingdom and raise me many temples. What do you say?

- Your proposal doesn't seem bad at all. I have always craved power and glory. I accept, but just hurry up! - replied the shoemaker impatiently. 

- Glad to hear it, however, do know that by accepting you also relinquish your soul? - said Thanatos seriously. 

- What?!

- And what did you think, that you would save your lazy ass just like that? Everything comes with a price!

A moment later, the demon of madness appeared for the first time in his physical form.

Bald and stubby looking, barely a meter and a half tall, with a potato looking nose and scarcely placed teeth. He also had long arms that could barely touch the floor, and, at first sight, he was most certainly not a looker.

Mord's eyes widened in surprise:

- So... you're the infamous demon of madness? You don't look scary at all!

- Shut up! - hissed the demon and spat in his face.

- Yuck! I am here to serve you and you're spitting on me! - complained Mord, wiping off his face.

- This is magical demonic spit, you fool! It'll make you just like me!

As he spoke those words a hellish transformation began. Mord's pale looking face suddenly turned black and distorted, twisted and wrinkled. He lost the little hair he had on his head but in return, he started growing thick hair on his arms and his feet. His ears grew larger, his flat nose became crooked, his voice squeaky and his teeth irregular.

He became the spitting image of Thanatos but far more disgusting.

* * *
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THE VILLAGERS FINALLY managed to break down the door and when they saw Mord's pretty face they screamed in terror and rushed out. Mord was quite astonished that those brave and courageous peasants became running champions. Then he got the idea to look at himself in the mirror and there he saw an ugly creature.

- How do you like your new appearance? Am I not a true artist? - Thanatos grinned fiendishly.

- You are right! I have never looked better in my entire life!

Thanatos watched Mord feeling all confused and even shocked a bit.

- But I thought you would be disappointed with my makeover?

- Are you insane? I have always had a passion for grotesque! There is nothing more appealing to me than a despicable wrinkled face that perfectly reflects the true beauty of my soul! I do believe I will call myself The Beautiful Lord from now on. One can hardly find a more befitting name - said Mord gleefully observing himself in the mirror.

––––––––
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- AS YOU WISH, BUT NOW I need to get rid of those miserable yokels so they don't bother us again and then we can arrange your duties - said the demon leaving the room in a relaxed manner.

* * *
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WHEN THE POOR PANTING people saw a creature more terrible than Mord in front of them, they became petrified.

- W-who are you? - one of them stuttered.

- No one, really. Just a fan of local amenities passing through.

- Pleased to meet you then, I am Floki, the village neat-herd - said the villager cheerfully extending his dirty hand.

The demon took it and then savagely ripped it out making the poor man scream.

The other have-nots wisely decided that now was a good time to beat it.

- Where do you think you're going, stinkers? I will skin you alive! - threatened blood thirsty Thanatos jumping on his victims.

One dimwitted chicken farmer tried to stand up to him awkwardly wielding his scythe, but the monster rose his arm in the air and like a magnet making the enemy's weapon fly towards him, leaving the chicken farmer dumbstruck. Well dumbstruck up to the moment when the demon spliced him in half with his own scythe like two bloody stakes. 

Then Thanatos grabbed the fat village chef and stuck his claws deep into his belly lifting him high in the air at the same time and then lighting him up like a barbecued chicken. The fat fellow started to scream desperately so it was only fortunate that he was dead a few moments after. 

But the fight wasn't over yet as the demon used his teeth to bite a milkman on the leg and as they didn't know of antidotes at that ancient time, the milkman soon died from the venom. 

Thanatos used similar methods to vanquish other serfs and then he approached the sea of bloody bodies of his victims happily rubbing his hands.

- There, now, one problem less to worry about. Now get up on your dead feet you lazy good for nothings!

With an empty expression and sad wrinkled faces, yellow lidless eyes the dead peasants obeyed his command and then they continued to stare at Thanatos.

- What are you looking at me like I dropped down from out of the blue?! You are now in service of The Beautiful Lord who is to govern you in my name! That will be your only duty until the end of your days! 

* * *
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THANATOS RETURNED TO the chambers where Mord inquired: 

- What is that terrible noise outside?

- I took care of those annoying fools turning them into your most obedient servants so now they are joyously calling out your name.

- That's nice. So, what's next? - Mord wondered impatiently. 

- Now I will make you The King of Windir so you will have the opportunity to do all sorts of mischief on my behalf but first you must raise a great temple dedicated to me where you will bring me sacrifices as I shall be the official god of this kingdom from now on. Do we have a deal? - asked the demon extending his blood covered hand. 

- Deal - agreed the future king of Windir shaking the demon's hand.   

* * *
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AND THAT IS HOW THE rule of Mord's terror over the land Windir began. With the help of Thanatos and his undead servants, Angus Mord slew the rightful king of Windir and his family and usurped the throne. 

He declared himself The Beautiful Lord and then passed his first law. He took the fruitful land from the poor and gave it to the rich, upon which he awarded the right of ceremonial marriage to his favorite animals that included frogs, bats and ravens. He increased the taxes on public coughing, farting and sneezing. He legalized having black widows as pets. He forbade public gatherings and all political, cultural and other societies, apart from the Singing Raven's group that he regularly supported. 

Thanatos himself didn't stay long in Windir. He got into his head that his influence was so powerful that if would soon begin to spread on other kingdoms too, and that Mord was only his first subject of many. He gave Mord a magical bucket through which he would speak to him when The Beautiful Lord required help or advice. All Mord would have to do was to fill the bucket with cold water and call out the demon's name. 

So... through twenty years of ruling with bribe and unscrupulous soldiers like goblins, orcs and trolls The Beautiful Lord extended his authority throughout the region. The royal coffers were piling up with gold and the dungeons were piling up with prisoners, not even mentioning the actual criminals like convicts that were waiting to be hanged or have their heads cut off. 

* * *
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AS TIME PASSED, OUR naughty tyrant gathered  so many valuables, trinkets and jewelry that made it hard for him to breathe. So much blood was shed in his name, but he still wasn't happy. He longed for something greater. 
One day he chose to tell his wishes to his dear boss Thanatos, looking into the bucket of water.  
- I think you should stick to what you have because you might soon lose it - the demon informed him. 
- What are you on about? - asked the astonished king of Windir. 
- Only that someone might soon stand in your way and become a serious threat to you. 
- Who would dare? I don't have any enemies.
- Sure you don't! - the demon of madness laughed. - Look, I don't know anything for certain yet, but I feel uneasy, so I am telling you to be careful. It seems someone will want your head soon.
- Do you at least know where to find that special someone? 
- In Midgard. That is all I can say for now.
- But... how do I get there?! - Mord yelled angrily.
- Find a way! I'm out of here! - replied Thanatos in a bad mood. 
The shape of the demon disappeared into the water and despite of Mord's pleas and threats there was no reply. 
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Terror from the sky
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Stockholm, the capital of Sweden. Wilhelm Nordenberg called Will, a young man of short blond hair and face filled with pimples was sitting in his bedroom deep in dark thoughts.
- Wish you were here, grandpa - he thought, sadly looking over a heap of old books messily stuffed on the shelf. 
Wilhelm's grandfather Hubert, better known as Hubert The Storyteller, during his lifetime was a very passionate collector and teller of old stories, fairytales and legends. In the whole county, there was no greater storyteller and his melodic voice was loved by all which was something the cunning grandfather was very good at charging a hefty price for. 
Hubert was the only living relative of Will. He brought him up and raised him himself, although not in ideal living conditions. The young man grew up on the streets surrounded by a rebellious gang where he learned to fight and skillfully wield cold weapons. His guardian didn't seem to mind that, quite the contrary, he approved such a brutal existence so that his grandson would toughen up and become a man. 
Still, what was unusual was the fact that his grandfather never told him much about his parents. All the grandson's persistent inquiries regarding the details of his past were to no avail. The old man was silent as a crypt. He didn't even show him old items like photographs or memories of Will's father and mother.   
- Grandpa, why on Earth won't you tell me who my parents were? - he asked the old man once.
- As if that matters! I raised you and I am your only kin. Now shut up! - his grandfather responded angrily while continuing to read a collection of old folk tales. 
* * * 
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GRANDFATHER HUBERT was no angel, although he liked to present himself as one. He enjoyed his bottle and the company of the ladies of the night, especially if gambling was also involved. His passion for poker with local street bumps often lead him into great trouble. After a while, he amassed so many gambling debts that it would take a lifetime to pay them all back. The crooks he owed money to started to intimidate and blackmail him, first with threatening notes and then by fists.
One day they waited for Hubert while he was returning from a bar and beat him to near death. He barely managed to get home, bloody and bruised.
- What happened to you? - asked Wilhelm beside himself filled with worry.  - You're not in debt again, are you?
- I'm afraid so, son. It's too late for me, but not for you. Will, promise me that you will not lead a shameless life like mine and that you will seek out my friend Bjorn who lives in the Bloodaxe Quarter, he will tell you... - mumbled Hubert wearily and then he collapses to the floor. 
Those were his final words. His heart couldn't withstand such a beating. Next moment, he died. 
* * *
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SOME TIME HAS PASSED since his grandfather's death and Will peeked into his grandfather's old room where he used to read his books.
- How sad and lonely this place is. These rooms miss the roaring laughter of grandpa's voice and the warmth of his lovely tales... the echo of his swearing - reflected the young man sadly.
He left the lonely house. He could not bear to see it like this. Instead, he decided to take a walk to clear his head and banish the sadness that was drifting through his body. 
The autumn leaves began to fall. He was so lonesome having no friends to keep him company. Let alone a girlfriend.
* * * 
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WHILE HE WAS WALKING the streets of Stockholm, a black raven suddenly flew above Will and dropped a small rock wrapped in paper from his claws hitting him right on the shoulder! 
Crying out in pain and cursing, Will picked up the paper that said: 
Have you forgotten about the Bloodaxe, you insolent whippersnapper? Meet me there today after two in front of the Elvengrin bookstore. And don't you dare be late or you'll make you sorry! 
Bjorn
Only now did Will remember that before he died, poor old Hubert, barely audibly, asked him to seek out some fellow named Bjorn in that Bloodaxe Quarter. The death of his grandfather was so devastating for Wilhelm that he had completely forgotten about it. But... how did this man, this Bjorn, know about it? He decided to do as the stranger requested of him in the note. 
* * * 
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HE STARTED WALKING towards that infamous quarter and he barely set his foot in it when the awful stench of the streets that smelled with rot and decay rose to his nostrils. He didn't have a hard time finding the bookstore and he was not surprised that it was locked. On his way there he had no trouble. So, he waited and waited and waited for the mysterious Bjorn who was nowhere to be seen. After what seemed like an hour of waiting, he thought he should return home then suddenly he saw before him about twenty sundowners, well armed with guns, knives and rifles.  Their leader was grinning at him in a menacing way:
- Well, well, well... look what the cat dragged in! If it isn't the grandson of that old tramp Hubert that owes us a ton of money? We heard he recently croaked which means that you are going to repay his debt to us right now!
- So, you're the one responsible for his death?! How did you even know that I would come here? - asked Will in a startled voice.
- Wise words, kid. The name's Kasper and these are some buddies of mine. We've been following you for some time now and it looks like we got quite lucky today. Enough chit-chat, where's the cash? - said the blackleg leader in a stern rough voice. 
- I'm sorry but I haven't got even a coin with me. I'm completely broke. 
- Seeing that is the case, there's nothing to be done than to put some bullets in your wretched meat sack and hang your head over our lovely quarter. That ought to teach the others to pay their debts on time!
- Feel free to give it a go but don't expect me to go down easy! - replied Will and then he drew out a pocket-knife more than ready to put up a fight.
And then, just when the bandits put their fingers on the trigger, suddenly a nearly toothless man wearing a red eyepatch with a messy untidy beard and long ruffled up red hair that covered his ears jumped in front of them holding two swords in his hands. 
- Good to see you again, young man! I'm sorry I'm late, I got held up with a concubine. Why don't you drop that penknife and hold this! - said the stranger to the flabbergasted Will throwing him one of the swords. 
- Who the hell are you, buffer? - asked Kasper in a surprised tone of voice.
- Well, if you must know, I am an elf, my name is Bjorn and I happen to be the former general of the Windir's royal armed forces - replied the bearded man and then he swayed his head a bit revealing his pointy elvish ears in the process.
The bandits stood in shock for a few moments and then Kasper ended the silence saying: 
- I don't give a damn if you're an elf or troll since the both of you are gonna end up six feet under! Boys, fire!!
He barely managed to finish his sentence when a horrible growl pierced the heavens. It was so loud that all who were gathered nearby needed to cover their ears as the sound cause them to feel actual pain. It seemed as though the sky itself was enraged and started howling angrily. 

* * *
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KASPERS'S MEN RAISED their heads up and then their eyes widened with horror. Up in the sky, partially covered with dark clouds, figures of nightmarish black demons began forming. The monsters had large muscular bodies with enormous wings and sharp claws. Their eyes were yellow and almond shaped, and their skin was the color of ebony. Still, they continued to create those unpleasant sounds and cries.   One of them, who was most likely the leader of their group, growled in what sounded like an odd squeaky voice. 
- Which one of you is the rebel leader named Wotan?
- Wotan? Never heard of him - replied Kasper. 
- One of you stinkers must be him! He couldn't have gone far, the astral gates opened here somewhere - said the demon in a ruthless voice. 
- I don't understand a thing you said, ugly creature, but I did get one thing and no one calls me a stinker! I always make sure to steal and use only the most expensive perfumes! - Kasper said angrily waving his bat menacingly and then throwing it straight at the baffled demon's head. 
The leader of the winged creatures bellowed in pain and losing his balance he started falling to the ground and quickly died. 
- You're not as tough as you look! Come on, boys, take those monsters down! - Kasper ordered.
The bandits didn't have to be told twice and, in a flash,, they shot one hell of a burst filling the heavens with fiery smoke. The demons who have obviously never seen that kind weapons started flapping their wings terrified with fear. Being so huge and black, they were an easily spotted target to their opponents who killed quite a few of them. However, when they recovered from the shock that came with their leader being killed, they decided to use all their forces to fight the deadly song of human firearms and began attacking their enemies. 
An ugly flying creature gave Kasper and evil grin and then he threw himself at the gang leader hitting him with his claws all over his body. And then he used one of the claws to grab him by the throat and lift him in the air upon which threw him several feet away. 
* * * 
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AT THE SAME TIME, ONE of those monsters ran straight towards Will, who surprisingly caught him quite readily thrusting Bjorn's blade deep into his chest. 
- By Odin, that's not bad at all! Looks like old Hubert taught you how to fight well! - said Bjorn in a surprised tone of voice. 
- Actually, I learned how to fight on the streets. Erm... can you explain to me how you know my grandfather and who these creatures are? It's not like I get to see demons from my worst nightmares, or an actual elf, even if one with a beard, with no teeth and half blind - noticed Will. 
- Those foul beasts are rikkons, hell spawn in the service of Mord. He probably learned about you and my arrival to Midgard from the spies. I guess he sent them to grind you to bits - replied the one-eyed warrior.
- Me?! - the young man was shocked by hearing this.
- Listen, kid, I don't have time to explain everything now. Let's just use our chance while the rikkons are having fun with those bumps and get us to safety. In a few moments, the astral doors that leads from Midgard to Windir will open and we have to go through them fast. 
- What is this... Windir? And who is that guy you're talking about?
- You'll know everything in due time. Do you maybe want me to leave you here as rikkon food or are you going to trust me and come with me? -the elf said looking Will's eyes with a serious expression on his face. He held out his hand to Will and suddenly a glowing beam of light appeared shaping something that looked like two-winged doors. 
- Do I even have a choice? - Will said back and then he accepted Bjorn's hand. 
- Come on! Jump in! - shouted Bjorn and urgently pulled him with him into the beam of light. 
A moment later, the astral doors disappeared into thin air.
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Andromache's dream
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Fingor, the crowning jewel of the Kingdom of Wigand. The king's daughter, princess Andromache had an unusual dream. She dreamed of night, a great darkness that cloaked her kingdom and the blood-moon was shining menacingly on the horizon. Her clothes are dirty and partly torn. She is bare footed and running. You can hear an evil laugh of a somewhat familiar voice. Soon in the distance she saw a couple of threatening sinister eyes glowing in the dark. Frightened and out of breath, she keeps on running and becomes aware of why she entered the deep and shadowy Banwoods. An owl's hoot is heard somewhere far away and a sad coyote howl followed by the sound of the footsteps of her pursuers.  
A growl was echoing through the air: 

- You are mine, princess! My men are at your feet! No one will save you!   

She finally recognized this horrible voice, it was Angus Mord, the demon king of Windir. He wanted her hand in marriage to spread his rule over her lands so that he would benefit from the taxes. 
- Never! Step back, you evil freak, and be gone, slither into the same snake hole you crawled out from! - the princess firmly responded. 
Andromache suddenly saw six goblins surrounding her, as ugly as the sin that produced them. They gathered around crankily grinding their teeth. 
Some fat goblin, with a rope in his hands approached the princess and said:   - Hold out your hands now, princess, I promise will not to bind them too tight!
- Here are my hands, you blithering idiot! - shouted the princess, slapping him across the face. 
The poor creature fell straight to the ground. 
- You stupid girl! You better behave or we'll have you, do you understand? - threatened another goblin pointing his sharp spear at the princess's gentle throat. 
- Ha! Don't try to fool me! You wouldn't be able to even violate my spinster aunt let alone me! The only ones you might have a chance with are the mongrels you brought with you! 
- That may be true but that don't mean we can't have a bit of fun with ye. We could poke you for a bit with our spears, I'm sure Master wouldn't mind us doing it - said the evil goblin while brandishing his spear towards the princess.
But while the spear was still moving in the cold night air, its path was intercepted by a strong hand. The stranger's fist ripped out the spear from the goblin's hand and hit the goblin hard on his nasty mouth, causing the creature to moan painfully.
The goblins were quite surprised to see a blond pimple-faced young man.   Two angry goblins threw their spears at him, but he defended himself swiftly with a strong steel shield he held in his left hand, causing the lances to bounce to the ground. 
The warrior now threw down his shield and attacked his enemies savagely with his sword. 
He stabbed and slashed them while his
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