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Chapter 1: Awakening
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Footsteps echoed in the darkness, followed by the knock on the prison cells. A knock that stabbed into every prisoner's heart, making them question what kind of horror they might be facing tonight. The sound of metal against metal reverberated through the dank corridors, accompanied by the soft hiss of torch flames.

Everyone huddled in their cells, many of them stumbling backward, pressing their backs on the moss coated prison walls in hope the warden wouldn't see them tonight. Whimpers and prayers filled the stale air as shadows danced across the stone floor.

However, nothing escaped from the eyes of the all-seeing warden, Gra'pa, as he loved to call himself. His boots clicked methodically against the flagstones, each step deliberate and menacing. Some said he was a monster who fed on the fear felt by the prisoners, and some said he just enjoyed the fear on their faces.

No one knew the answer.

"Who's feeling scared tonight?" His gravelly voice carried through the corridor. "Perhaps we'll have some entertainment, yes?"

In the dark dungeons under the city of Palor, no one feared the king more than they feared Gra'pa. 

Stories of his cruelty had become whispered legends among the inmates, tales of midnight interrogations from which only the husk of a prisoner returned.

But there was an exception today. A young man, haggard, his skin touching his bones, sat near the edge of the cell, holding the scrappy metal bars with his scarred hands. He could smell the piss and copper of the prison cells, and taste the salty air whenever he opened his mouth. Rats scurried past his feet, their tiny claws scratching against the stone floor. It wasn't ideal, and he would prefer a morning sunlight any day, but he was living with whatever he got in the dungeon prison.

"You seem awfully brave tonight, boy," Gra'pa sneered, pausing before his cell. "Or perhaps you're simply too far gone to care anymore? Your death is only ten days away, my beloved Prince."

Aston Wrenfield hadn't felt alive in the last three months like he felt today, but it wasn't the real Aston Wrenfield, but someone who had transmigrated from the Earth into this body of a prince. His fingers tightened around the bars as he met the warden's gaze, surprising himself with his own defiance.

Though much of the original Aston's past remained a fog, one fact stood crystal clear: in ten days, he would face the executioner. The execution order had been signed and sealed, its weight hanging over him like a shadow. Yet somehow, that knowledge gave him a strange sort of freedom. After all, what more could they take from a dead man walking?

A headache threatened to take over him as he tried to access the clouded memories of the original prince. So he just stopped accessing them.

"Your silence won't save you, princeling," Gra'pa chuckled, tapping his metal rod against the bars. "Ten days is a long time to suffer. Shall I tell you a secret?" Gra'pa pushed his nose through the metal bars, the stench of his breath assaulted Aston.

Aston chuckled, a voice full of menace. "You can't rape me, Gra'pa. I'm a prince. Albeit locked inside the dungeon, I'm still a prince."

"Nine days, and the sweet ass of yours will be mine." Gra'pa licked the bars with his tongue. "Before they kill you, no one will care if you are ass-virgin or not. They will watch you die with horror on your face, but no one will notice the reason behind that horror."

Aston's fingers tightened on the bars, Earth-born instincts warring with this body's ingrained fears. He'd faced death before, in another life, but never quite like this.

Aston stared into Gra'pa's eyes, his gaze unflinching against the predatory gleam. The dank air of the dungeon carried whispers of this man's reputation - this ass-loving motherfucker had violated everyone trapped here. From the way the guards averted their eyes and even the prison dogs cowered, Aston bet none had escaped his perverted obsession.

However, he couldn't touch Aston nor Aston could do anything to him, and Aston used this false sense of security to draw him closer to the cell, watching as Gra'pa's rancid breath fogged the metal bars.

With lightning speed, Aston thrust his arms through the gaps and seized Gra'pa's thick neck, fingers locking into a vice-like grip. The rough stubble scratched against his palms as he squeezed.

Gra'pa's eyes flickered with a cascade of emotions - surprise, shock, and finally raw horror as Aston's long nails dug deep into his flesh, piercing through skin and severing delicate nerves. Warm blood trickled down Aston's fingers.

"How dare you!" Gra'pa shouted, his voice echoing off the stone walls. The outrage in his tone stemmed not from pain, but from the sheer audacity of his prisoner's defiance. Until now, his mere presence had commanded terror - Aston had witnessed hardened criminals piss in their pants under Gra'pa's gaze. But Aston wasn't like them. He'd seen worse on Earth, and Gra'pa deserved every bit of pain. If only Aston hadn't been weakened by days of imprisonment, he could have employed the lethal neck hold he'd learned in his previous life.

"Not so tough now, are you?" Aston sneered, twisting his nails deeper into the tender flesh. His weak hands cried in pain from days of disuse, muscles trembling with the strain, but the years of his practice sessions memory kicked in like muscle memory from another life. He held Gra'pa with the least power he needed, applying just enough pressure to maintain control - a technique he'd perfected during countless assignments. Even in his weakened state, some skills never truly faded.

"Motherfucker. I'll kill you!" Gra'pa's initial shock transformed into murderous rage. He wrenched himself free and thrust his metal rod through the bars with deadly intent. Aston's muscles screamed as he twisted away like a shadow, the rod whooshing past his ear with a sharp whistle. The close call sent his heart racing - one hit from that weapon would have ended him right there.

"You missed," Aston taunted, tasting copper in his mouth as he smiled.

"I'm going to rape you tonight, motherfucker. I'll shred your skin and make a ring of your bones around my neck." Gra'pa licked his lips as he searched for the keys.

"Are you searching for these?" Aston jangled the bunch of keys he had managed to steal from Gra'pa's waist during the shocking attack. His fingers trembled slightly around the cold metal, but he kept his voice steady. It had been a fortunate grab, pure chance really, and Aston wasn't foolish enough to count on such fortune again. Still, these keys were now his bargaining chip - perhaps the only thing standing between him and a brutal death in this cesspit.

"Give them to me, Aston. Else I will break the lock and kill you tonight. Don't you test my patience, ant."

"And join me in hell a few days later? What do you think my father will do when he learns his son, a prince, died in the prison?" Aston's voice carried just the right amount of aristocratic disdain.

"I'll make it look like an accident." Gra'pa's scarred face twisted into a sneer. "I've killed many. Even a noble son, and no one cared." He wiped the blood from his neck, but he didn't notice what Aston had mixed into his blood with his fingers.

"Because he wasn't a prince." Aston snapped back. "My father has to answer to the church, people and to keep his respect among his subjects, he will burn down the entire prison. If you don't believe this, then ask your master, Bathos." Aston chuckled, though his insides churned with anxiety and pain. It had been two days since he ate anything, but that wouldn't stop him today. He had rehearsed this conversation countless times in his head, mapping out each possible response. So far, the pieces were falling exactly where he needed them.

"And you fucking need the keys because my brothers and sisters will visit me to fool the common people about how much they love me despite my crimes." Aston added to his threat. One of those fuckers had trapped the original Aston, but he didn't know who among them.

"Give me the keys, and I promise I will spare your ass." Gra'pa gripped the metal bars, pushing his face through them, his eyes trying to burn Aston alive.

Only if eyes could kill.

"Bring Sir Rodric to visit me, and I'll pass on the keys to you." Aston kept his voice level, though speaking the name made his mouth go dry. Everything hinged on this request. Sir Rodric was the only man who could get him out of this mess, and help him meet his own father, the king.

Gra'pa chuckled. "Are you nuts, Aston? Why would sir Rodric will visit you? He is the main guard of the king's security, and he has better things to do than to visit a fallen prince. And I can't even reach him."

"Just tell him that I've the Calling of the Ancient, and a sheer amount of gold hidden somewhere only I know."

Gra'pa's eyes flickered with greed. Even in the dim light of the cell, Aston saw it. Despite having five blank magic portals, he could still see through the darkness. It was a basic ability, and he had mastered it even before his awakening.

"Gra'pa. This is beyond your paygrade. But if you help Sir Rodric gain a large amount of gold, he might spare a coin or two at you. Don't even think of getting the information from me. Do you understand, motherfucker?" Aston whispered, barely audible to anyone but him and Gra'pa.

Gra'pa froze. For his betterment, he knew he couldn't get the information out of Aston and use it to collect all the gold if it was there.

"I'll see what I can do." Gra'pa turned back. "But if you don't hand over the keys by tomorrow, I'll break the cell and let the hungry dogs fuck you."

"Put some Healing Powder on your neck else the poison will burn through your skin tonight. If you get Sir Rodric here by tomorrow, I'll give you the antidote name."

"A poison?"

Aston chuckled, letting the fear settle in Gra'pa's eyes. No way he would tell what poison he used to injure Gra'pa. Not even if he had to die for
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