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Lior’s siblings would never let him hear the end of it. "You're such a baby, Lior," Rian had taunted that morning, waving a wooden sword in his face. "A rock would be braver than you!"

So, here he was, shivering in the middle of the ruins at sunset, his breath fogging in the cold. The stones scattered around him looked more like broken teeth than the remains of an ancient castle, jagged and sinister under the fading light. He clutched the lantern tighter and whispered, “This is stupid. This is so stupid.”

But he couldn’t go back yet—not without proof that he’d been there. His siblings needed something real, something he could throw in Rian’s smug face. A shiny coin, maybe. Or a weird carving. He glanced around, the shadows stretching long like fingers.

The old people in town told stories about these ruins. How once, long ago, heroes had battled monsters here. Lior never believed them, but now... well, he wasn’t so sure.

The lantern flickered, and something glittered in the rubble ahead. His breath caught. It wasn’t a coin, but it was shiny—metal, maybe? He scrambled over broken stones, hands trembling, and uncovered it.

A sword.

It was sticking out of the ground, half-buried in dirt and moss, its hilt wrapped in leather worn smooth by time. He squinted at it, shaking his head.

“No way,” he muttered.

The sword was huge—way too big for him to lift. And besides, who leaves a sword lying around like this? It had to be a prank. Maybe Rian set it up to scare him. The thought gave him courage.

“Well, nice try!” Lior called out, voice breaking slightly. He grabbed the hilt with both hands, yanking as hard as he could.

The sword came free like it had been waiting for him.

He stumbled back, nearly dropping it. The blade caught the last rays of the sun, glowing faintly. It wasn’t sharp—it didn’t even look dangerous, just... old.

That’s when he heard the voice.

“At last,” it said, deep and echoing, as if it came from everywhere and nowhere all at once.

Lior screamed, spinning around, but no one was there. The ruins were empty.

“Who—who’s there?” he stammered, holding the sword in front of him like a shield.

“I am the Blade of Aelir,” the voice replied. “And you, boy, are my chosen bearer.”

“Me? No, no, no, you’ve got the wrong person. I’m not... chosen for anything!”

The voice sighed, sounding annoyed. “It is too late to argue. The bond is formed.”

“What bond?!”

“With me, of course,” said the sword.

Lior froze. “The sword is talking to me?!”

“Yes, and I suggest you stop yelling. We have much to do.”

“Much to—? No! I’m not doing anything! I’m just here because my dumb brother said I was a coward, and—”

The sword interrupted, its voice calm but firm. “Cowardice is no longer an option, boy. A great darkness stirs in this land, and only a true hero can stand against it. That hero is you.”

“Why me? I don’t even like fighting!”

“Heroes are not chosen for their strength, but their potential,” the sword said, as if that explained anything. “Now, hold me steady. We must begin your training.”

“Training?!” Lior nearly dropped the sword.

“Yes. The darkness will not wait. Your journey begins now.”

Lior blinked, his mind spinning. This had to be a joke. A dream. Something. But the sword’s weight in his hands felt all too real, and so did the faint hum of power running through it.

“I can’t,” he said finally, his voice small. “I’m not brave. I’m not a hero.”

“You will be,” the sword said, almost gently. “All heroes start somewhere.”

Lior didn’t know how long he argued with the sword, but by the time he staggered home, it was well past dark. He half-hoped his siblings would be asleep, but of course they weren’t.

“What’s that?” Rian asked, pointing at the sword in Lior’s hand. His tone was mocking, but his eyes narrowed with curiosity.

“It’s, uh... nothing,” Lior said quickly, hiding it behind his back.

“Doesn’t look like nothing.”

Their younger sister, Mari, peeked out from behind Rian, her wide eyes lighting up. “Ooh, is it magic?”

“No!” Lior said. “And don’t touch it!”

Mari gasped. “It is magic!”

“It is not—”

“She is correct,” the sword said loudly, making Lior flinch.

Rian and Mari froze.

“Did... did it just talk?” Rian asked, his voice cracking.

Lior sighed. “It’s a long story.”

The sword didn’t shut up, not even the next day. Or the day after that.

Lior tried ignoring it, tried leaving it in the barn, but somehow, it always ended up back in his hand. “Destiny cannot be avoided,” it said every time, which only made him want to scream.

The worst part? It kept trying to “train” him.

“Stand with your feet apart! No, wider! Your balance is terrible.”

“You swing like a farmer chopping wood.”

“Do you even know how to hold a shield?”

Lior gritted his teeth, sweat pouring down his face as he tried to block another invisible enemy. His arms ached from the weight of the sword and shield, and his patience was wearing thin.

“Why are we even doing this?” he snapped. “There’s no ‘darkness.’ Nothing’s attacking!”

The sword hummed ominously. “Not yet.”

A week later, the attack came.

It happened just before dawn, when the village was still wrapped in sleepy quiet. A shadow moved through the fields, slow and deliberate, its massive form blotting out the stars. By the time the alarm bells rang, it was too late—the creature was already at the edge of the village, its claws tearing through fences and rooftops.

Lior woke to the sound of screams. He bolted upright, heart pounding.

“Take me,” the sword said urgently.

He hesitated, panic clawing at his chest. This wasn’t supposed to happen. Monsters weren’t real.

“Lior!” Mari’s voice rang out, high and terrified.

He grabbed the sword and shield.

The streets were chaos—villagers running, shouting, trying to fight the creature with pitchforks. It swatted them aside like flies.

And then it turned toward Mari.

“Hold steady,” the sword said as Lior stepped in front of her.

He couldn’t think. He couldn’t breathe. The creature loomed over him, its glowing red eyes full of malice.

“Raise your shield!” the sword barked.

He obeyed, just as the creature’s claws came down. The impact rattled his bones, but the shield held.

“Now, strike!”

He swung the sword, and for the first time, it felt natural—like the blade moved with him. The creature roared as the blade bit into its arm, black ichor spilling onto the ground.

“Good,” the sword said. “Again!”

Lior attacked, his fear fading with every swing. He wasn’t thinking about being a hero or proving anything to anyone—he just wanted to protect his sister.

Finally, with one last blow, the creature collapsed, its body dissolving into ash.

The village was silent.

“You did it,” Mari whispered, her eyes wide with awe.

Lior looked down at the sword, its glow dimming. His hands were shaking, but for the first time, he felt... steady.

The sword’s voice was soft. “A hero is born.”

Lior took a deep breath. “I’m not a hero.”

“Not yet,” it replied. “But you’re on your way.”
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