
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
A King is Found: Book
I

 


 


By

Geltab

 


 


SMASHWORDS EDITION

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


PUBLISHED BY:

Geltab on Smashwords

A King is Found

Copyright © 2012 by Geltab

 


 


All rights reserved. Without limiting the
rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication
may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system,
or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic,
mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the
prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above
publisher of this book.

 


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places, brands, media, and incidents are either the product of the
author's imagination or are used fictitiously. The author
acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various
products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used
without permission. The publication/use of these trademarks is not
authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark
owners.

 


Smashwords Edition License Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you
share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it,
or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return
to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the author's work.

 


A King is Found: Book
I

 


Perhaps in Terken's Mill or even Rarthereon,
those were big cities, but not here, not in the low country. Mart
could hardly imagine a reason such an odd looking visitor would
come to Laenk. The town was the furthest south you could travel in
the whole of the country before hitting the Sea of Souls. The last
strange visitor they had was a professional juggler; this new man
was definitely not a juggler. Still, he was there, sitting in the
lounge of Chapman's inn for the last six hours. Just sitting there
silently in the shadowy corners, smoking, dressed all in black,
with eyes glowing red. Why was he there? Mart heard tales from
grandfather Chapman about scouts of the north with red eyes, half
beast and half man according to the stories. Which is all they had
been until Mart saw this man for the first time... stories. The red
eye scouts were said to work with the one magic power in the
universe, attraction. The practice of attraction has been banned
for hundreds of years by the Silver Hall, but pockets of resistance
remain practicing the art in solitude, or sometimes right under the
noses of the authorities. The scouts believe in a prophecy known
only to themselves. Mart couldn't believe a legendary scout was
showing himself right here at Chapman's inn, he wasn't even
attempting to hide the fact he was a red eye northern scout capable
of practicing attraction magic.

Mart was raised in Laenk by the Chapman
family, working the inn his whole life, the entire Chapman family
did. They never made him feel like an outsider even though he was
adopted, no one seemed to know of his origins. His mother told him
he was found in a badly damaged leather basket outside the inn's
garden after a vicious autumn storm. Other than his being found,
nothing ever happened in Laenk, except maybe the annual harvest
festival. The rest of the time Mart and the other teenagers in the
village had to find ways to entertain themselves when not working
for their families. Fishing and swimming were the pastimes, it was
warm all year in Laenk so time was spent outdoors in the sun.

The black hood was pulled so far forward you
could barely see the glow of his red eyes within, not a single
feature of his face could be made out beneath the smoky exterior.
He might as well be a ghost among men, his body morphed into a
strange flowing shape beneath his oversized black coat. Mart
shuddered to think what weapons were hiding under there while he
was clearing the tables and stoking the fire, but he couldn't keep
his eyes off the strange visitor. Only three other people sat
around the inn drinking ale and eating some crusty bread with goat
cheese. They were the usual customers from Laenk, local farmers,
people Mart saw so much the sight of their faces bored him half to
death.

'Why can't I stop staring?' Mart thought to
himself, having to peel his eyes off of the strangely cloaked
visitor time and time again while wiping the tables down with a
rag. He didn't notice his father, Vern Chapman standing there
looming over him, with his fists on his hips. Vern was a big man
wearing an innkeeper's apron, balding, and now bigger in the
midsection than anywhere else.

“Mart, I think you wiped the varnish
off that table boy.” He said in his commanding yet kind voice
bringing Mart's attention back to his task and off of those red
eyes in the corner.

“Yes sir,” Mart said startled before
heading back towards the kitchen door forgetting his rag on the
table, he wanted some distance between himself and the stranger.
Vern grabbed the rag and Mart's arm at the door stopping him
putting the rag back into his hand.

“It's not polite to stare at the
customers Mart, no matter how different they may seem.” Vern said
putting extra emphasis on the word different, whispering to Mart so
no one would hear.

Mart looked his father in the eyes feeling
compelled to ask, no matter how scared he was. He hoarsely
whispered back.

“Is he what I think he is father? Why
hasn't he said or ordered anything?”

“Of course not boy, I knew I shouldn’t
have let grandpa tell you those stories of northern scouts. Now get
in there and do the dishes.” Vern responded trying to sound
confident, but Mart could tell from his voice he didn't believe the
words himself. Mart could hear Vern muttering under his breath
something about red eyes as he went into the kitchen to finish the
dishes.

Mart took a few steps into the kitchen before
he began hearing people shouting out front, one voice was his
adopted father Vern. Quickly turning around he ran out front to see
what, or who was causing the commotion. “Damned outsiders,” Mart
muttered to himself sure it had to be the red eye causing the
problems. If the tales are true, everyone knows only bad things
follow scouts of the north and anyone who practices attraction for
that matter. Mart was a little disappointed when looking at the
scene, he expected some excitement, instead Mart saw Larvy
Bradbruney, a local farmer and regular who drinks too much was the
problem. Once again, he had too much ale and was looking for
trouble, thinking he's a young man again.

“He's a filthy red eye scout I tell
you! They bring doom with them they do!” Larvy was yelling in the
direction of the black-clad stranger who sat still as a stone, only
the blue gray smoke swirling about his face and floating above his
head indicated he was even alive. Larvy was wobbly and spilling ale
on the floor.

“Now you stop that crazy talk, I'll
have none of it here!” Vern answered putting his hand on Larvy's
chest more to steady him than anything. The two companions with
Larvy were local farmhands of his, too drunk to care about doing
anything except laying face down on the bar, eyes half open in a
drunken stupor, lost in the nether world of the drunken mind. “You
know there's no such thing as red eye scouts, you've had too much
to drink again Larvy. I think it's time for you to go now and sleep
it off.” Vern finished with a stern look suggesting he wasn't
asking Larvy to go sleep it off, he was telling him. For a moment
Larvy's face softened and he set his mug down listening to Vern.
They began walking towards the front oak door of Chapman's inn,
Vern's hand on Larvy's unsteady shoulder. Suddenly drunk farmer
Larvy whirled around,

“He practices attraction he does! He's
wicked, he brings the evil one with him, they all do!” Vern grabbed
him pulling him back, still the black-clad man sat smoking,
unmoving.

“That's it Bradburney, you don't want
to leave by yourself, I'll help you.” Vern said grabbing Larvy by
the collar and flinging him out of the door. Larvy broke into a
wailing sob after hitting the ground, his words were
unintelligible.

“Death....light eater....on you.....”
Vern had tossed him a good ten feet out the front door onto his
side. He walked over to the two sleeping farmhands slapping the
back of their heads so hard he woke them from their pleasant
drunken dreams. They woke to an uglier sight.

“Go take Larvy home now!” A red faced,
angry, and embarrassed Vern screamed. He was done playing games for
the night. Despite their groggy, drunken state the two farmhands
scattered out of the inn faster than Larvy had been thrown. Mart
was watching this all unfold from the kitchen door. He kept
checking to see if there was any reaction from the strange
black-clad visitor, but those red eyes were unblinking and
expressionless. Vern walked over to the stranger.

“Terribly sorry sir, sometimes the man
has too much to drink, starts saying things he doesn't mean. Is
there anything I can get for you, for your patience? On the house
of course.” Vern said leaning towards the man humbly, Mart thought
his father did indeed make a good innkeeper when he played the
part.

There was a moment of silence before it felt
as though all the air had been sucked from the room. The formless
shape of the black-clad stranger stood quickly, sliding his chair
backwards with a screech. He looked at Vern, then over to Mart,
when his red eyes were on Mart despite the fact he could see no
features, Mart felt a malice from within the hood, like the
stranger's eyes wanted him dead. Mart felt he could breathe again
only when the man turned his gaze of glowing red eyes back on Vern.
Vern stood face to face with the man, just as large, fists on hips,
dirty innkeeper apron still tightly knotted. Mart noticed Vern
seemed unafraid, that was curious to him, but there was no time to
think of that now. He had always known Vern to be a tough and
loving father, however in the face of a northern red eye scout who
looks like he practices the art of attraction Mart would have
forgiven Vern if he cried and begged for his life. There was none
of that, Vern stood face to face with the scout silently, awaiting
a reply as any good innkeeper would. Mart could hear his heartbeat
in his own ears over the silence, the blood rushing like a raging
river.

“The boy,” a voice like crunching bones
answered, pointing a formless arm directly at Mart. He could see no
hand under the cloak, it seemed to still be tucked within the
sleeve. Vern looked back at Mart then back at the scout.

“What about him? He's slow witted,
stubborn, and lazy. Are you looking for a bad dishwasher?” Vern
answered casually with a wink towards Mart.

“No, we are looking to kill him!” With
a hiss the black-clad man brought out two black scythes in an
instant and began swinging towards Vern in a surprise decapitation
strike.

Mart could not believe his eyes, 'Gods this
has to be a dream' he thought as he collapsed back onto the kitchen
door tumbling onto his backside as it swung open under his weight.
He never lost sight of the scene before him though as his eyes were
fixed. He knew his father was going to die, how could he escape the
strike of a scout's scythe? 'He's just an innkeeper, and I'm just
an innkeeper's son, a nobody, what could he want with me?' Mart was
thinking frantically over and over to himself while stumbling back
to his feet.

Everything seemed to move in slow motion,
Mart had never witnessed more than a fistfight in Laenk. The scout
brought his scythe down on Vern's right forearm just as Vern
brought the arm up to shield his face from the blow. Mart turned
his face to avoid seeing the sickening sight of Vern's arm being
chopped off, but he heard a loud clanging sound like metal clashing
on metal. Looking back he saw the scythe had stuck and was now
lodged in Vern's forearm, if it was possible there appeared to be a
slight hint of surprise in the red eyes of the scout and a smirk on
Vern's face. With a jerk, Vern pulled the scythe from the scout's
hand as he brought his forearm down pulling the scout forward with
a quickness that made Mart gasp, in an instant he was behind the
scout and had pulled the hood down from his hidden head.

Mart gagged as he saw the red eyes of the
figure were its only distinguishing feature. The rest of the head
was a smooth and clammy white like the underside of a slug, there
was no nose, no mouth, no ears, nothing. Just those now crazed and
wild red eyes as Vern began strangling the scout with its own
cloak. Mart thought it was just his eyes playing tricks on him
because he was in shock, but Vern seemed to grow even larger as he
fought harder. He was always a big man, but now as he twisted and
pulled the hood back onto the scout's throat choking the life out
of him, his large corded muscles were like iron wires straining to
pop out of his skin and his veins were all that was holding them
together in a muscular lattice work, as his shoulders and chest
formed a massive V shape as Vern tightened more and more, sweat now
dripping from his forehead, the scout flailing and struggling in
vain, like some kind of dying fish. Mart could only sit there
crying, more scared than he ever felt in his life, he just wanted
to disappear, but he felt frozen in place. Vern was killing a red
eye scout with his bare hands and Mart was witnessing, how could
this be possible? All thoughts of who his adoptive father was in
his mind were gone as he watched this massive, bulging figure
strangle a red eye scout of the north to death with its own cloak,
and using only his hands. The struggle lasted for what seemed like
forever, but was only a minute or two in reality. Finally ending
when the scout stopped flailing and kicking, Vern gave an extra tug
on the hood and there was a disgusting crunch to
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