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CHAPTER 1
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I, George Grant, had never really understood why anyone came to the Iron Pub. It wasn’t famous in the Realm, it wasn’t even famous in the tiny city of Darkic in the far south of the Realm, it was just a little place where only locals in the know would come to.

I suppose it wasn’t that bad in a way because the cold wooden seat I was sitting on was rather clean for a change. I had been in the Iron Pub way too many times over the years and it never remained the same for long. Things would get broken in bar fights, staff members would be killed and the entire place was a swarm of activity so only the bravest of people would show up here.

Naturally I always sat at the very back of the large wooden pub so I could watch everyone and everything. The smooth wooden planks were probably the nicest part of the entire pub despite the chips and scratches and even teeth marks on them. 

I think they might have once shown pictures and paintings of the entire valley Darkic sits in but they were burnt and smashed up long ago. Now lots of wonderful pictures of the Realms most wanted cover the walls, thankfully I removed my own picture a few weeks ago.

The shouting, singing and laughter of all the hundreds of other patrons echoed all around me. There were tons of men and women in their blue, black and grey tunics and other excuses of clothing they could manage to make for themselves. They all had a massive tankard of sweet Cindy’s latest creation.

How that woman isn’t running a brewery in the big cities I will never understand. She is a master of creations, tastes and alcohol in the kitchen.

There was a particularly cute young man that was trying to pick up empty tankards and take them back to the kitchen. He really did catch my eye, his ass looked sensational in those leather trousers and loose-fitting tunic that highlighted his wonderful body.

If I wasn’t drinking I might have actually considered asking him out but I could see he was busy and all the women were flirting with him, but I could tell he was gay. Call it one of my magical abilities, I could just tell and he wasn’t enjoying all the female attention.

But the cute young man almost ran off to the kitchen when a woman grabbed his ass and she was clearly getting drunker and drunker by the minute.

It was a shame he was gone. Everyone else in the bar was far, far older than me and definitely not as active as that young male. The disadvantages of being a 24 year old sellsword. 

I flat out loved the rich aromas of the garlic, tomato and basil that filled the air as the small wooden kitchen door opened and a female waitress brought out a tray of amazing food for a table near me.

If I wasn’t so focused on seeing my old fuck buddy later on, I certainly would have eaten here. The food was sensational after all.

A loud bang of the heavy front door made me smile a little because people rarely did that.

If anyone knew anything about Cindy’s rules, it was that no one slams the door and I was more interested in why everyone else near the circular wooden bar was going deadly silent.

Then the silence continued all the way back to little old me. 

There was clearly a conversation going on up ahead, some women were pointing back towards me, other people were giggling and Cindy was actually looking scared for a change. And this was the woman that had beaten up giants, trolls and Orcs with her bare fists when the idiots decided to invade the city.

She was a force of nature like me. She was not scared of anything but now her face looked ghostly white.

To say I was actually interested in this new character was a massive understatement. I was almost going to get up when everyone in the bar separated to create a direct path for the stranger to get to me.

That had also never happened before.

Wow.

As the hot, sexy young man came down towards me and everyone went back to their shouting, singing and talking once he had passed, I couldn’t simply believe what was happening. 

The man was so beautiful with his fit sexy body that was covered in his blood-soaked tunic. And his slight muscles and biceps were simply stunning to watch as they moved so effortlessly as he walked.

The man was just simply beautiful.

His short brown hair was styled and framed his face so angelically that I didn’t know if I was looking at a man or a god or something in-between. 

“Um hi,” the man said so effortlessly, “are you the Sellsword George Grant?”

“I am, and who are you?” I asked forcing out the words.

“A man that needs your help to save the Realm,”

As much as I wanted to believe it was a bad pickup line I could see the sheer fear and terror in the man’s face. And I could tell he meant it.

And the very idea of the Realm being in trouble got me a lot more excited than I ever wanted to admit.
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Gabriel “Gabe” Collins had never seen a more beautiful, fantastic man in all his life as he sat down on the awfully cold wooden chair opposite the sellsword. He really liked the man’s hot sexy body that he could sense was all rock hard abs and lines under that beautiful grey tunic and robe. 

And the man’s face were all lines and angles and his short blond hair was stunning. 

Gabe seriously couldn’t focus on anything else, but he had to admit the bloody chunk of wood trying to stab him in the ass was making that rather hard. He had never sat on something so uncomfortable in all his life.

In fact he really wasn’t a fan of the Iron Pub. He had only come here because someone had seen George Grant come in here earlier and he needed a Sellsword more than anything.

But the pub was simply horrible. It was so loud with foul criminals and dodgy men and women just filling the place up like no tomorrow, there were drugs in here and the entire place just stunk of trouble. He would love to know how many of these patrons were criminals of some sort and it was just wrong that the Iron Pub existed in the first place.

He had been raised a long time ago by respectful, loving and caring parents that always focused on helping others, improving the lives of poor people and just making the Realm a better place.

Until they were murdered by Sellswords and criminals and those who they wanted to help.

“I presume you wanted to tell me what’s happening,” George said.

Gabe was amazed with how smooth and sexy the man’s voice was. He had never heard a man with such an intense and caring tone that he really wanted to listen to all day.

Gabe loved it even more when George leant closer, grinned the most sensational smile he had ever seen and Gabe actually felt so relaxed around him. Then he couldn’t help but wonder if George was gay so if he magic or something.

“Do you have magic?” Gabe asked wanting to just confirm that right away.

“You know how it works only certain gay people and women get magic. I am gay but my magic is very... flickering these days because I am no man,”

Gabe just cocked his head. “But you look like a man, you don’t have any breasts and you sound like a man?”

George waved him silent. “Tell me what’s going on and why you need a Sellsword or me specifically?” 

Gabe felt a little confused about the strange no-man comment but Gabe’s heart started pounding in his chest. He was going to have to tell George what happened and he was going to have to relive it all again.

“Two days ago my village on the outskirt of the Darkic farmlands were attacked by a squad of Sellswords and a Wizard of sorts,”

Gabe didn’t understand why George just nodded so he continued.

“The Wizard was wearing an all-black robe despite the extreme temperature, his hands were covered in burns and he never revealed his face. The air crackled and popped with magical energy and then he ordered his Sellswords to bring everyone to the square,”

“Interesting,” George said.

Gabe really didn’t like how casually he had said that like all the murder and death wasn’t clear.

“When the wizard brought me and everyone together, they forced us on our knees with his magic and he absorbed the life force of everyone except me and my three school friends,”

George got up and Gabe didn’t know what he was doing as he paced around.

“You have magic, a lot of it and so did your friends. He couldn’t kill another magic user,” George said. “That is interesting,”

“Incorrect,” Gabe said standing up. “He killed the local healing witches without a second thought. He didn’t want to kill gay magic users,”

“Are you virgins?”

Gabe just laughed. What kind of question was that and why the hell did this idiot feel the need to ask him that?

“I’m asking because I might know who targeted you and why you fear for the sake of the Realm,”

Gabe rolled his eyes. “Yes we are all virgins,”

“And Virgins have the most powerful blood in all of Magicdom. A sacrifice involving magical virgin blood would be a million times more powerful than un-virgin blood and I presume the wizard released you because he wanted you to find me,”

Gabe flat out couldn’t understand what the hell had happened and how the hell George knew that. It was such a small tiny detail that the wizard had mentally implanted into his mind and now Gabe realised he hadn’t wanted to come to George but the wizard had made him.

“Who attacked my village?” Gabe asked.

George smiled. “My first-ever love. Tato Natt was a gifted wizard and an amazing person but he was abused as a kid, traumatised and he was forced into criminal gangs were he would have to use his magic to kill others,”

“Oh,” Gabe said.

“Tato was a good man when I rescued him but the damage was done. He was a dark, twisted man at heart and he was obsessed with an old dragon story about the Dark Dragon, a beast that could be resurrected and controlled,”

“And whoever controls the Dark Dragon controls the entire Dragon race under a spell of hate, darkness and mindlessness,” Gabe said.

Gabe hadn’t heard the old children’s story for about two decades but he had been alive long enough, living on his own to know that it didn’t matter if stories were actually real. It only mattered if someone believed they were real.

And if this Tato man was going round killing others to get souls for the resurrection
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