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CHAPTER ONE: MURMURS
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A cloud of silver smoke appeared in the dark area, illuminating the creepy vibes. The shimmery grey smoke subsided to reveal seven dark grey, armored cloak figures. They all had the same silver-coated metal masks shaped in a crescent moon, the only thing not covered the skin beside their right eye, leaving it bare.

The Lead Leader scanned the area for a brief second before casting out a silent spell with a flick of his hand. In front of them, a gentle, rose-colored blaze of particles appeared, touching the ground with a soft tap, brightening up the ground until it had revealed footsteps.

With a silent talk, they all walked towards the darkness with their capes trailing after them. Eventually, they reached the spot.

“It’s here. I can sense the dark magic that’s polluting this place,” Enchanter One said.

The man beside him, who seemed to be the lead leader, turned his gaze away from Enchanter One. With a swish of his hand in a circular motion, a dim, yellow shield surrounded him; the others followed suit.

The Lead Leader turned around. “This is the place. Stay sharp. Stay vigilant. Do not get distracted at all costs. We’re here to find out what this evil is.”

The group of Enchanteres walked towards the eerie opened door and its staircase leading to the unknown. The air got cold, and the vibes just felt immensely off. They stepped off the last step and were greeted by a dull illuminated space that seemed to be in ruins. The black chains were spread out, broken in half, the entire chamber smothered in silence.

Enchanter Two walked towards it, showing no signs of fear or un-comfort as he bent down, examining the chains.

“Well?” the Lead Leader spoke after a while.

Enchanter Two got up, turning to face him, and nodded. “Yes. This is where it happened. These chains housed the evil that has been unleashed onto this world. We must find the evil that was contained in these bindings.”

“But, how did it escape?” Enchanter Three muttered. “If the seal was supposed to be strong enough to contain it, how did it break?”

The Fourth Enchanter spoke almost immediately. “Those footprints we saw. They were six of them in total. Three people were here...”

“I wonder if they had done anything...” the Fifth Enchanter mumbled.

The Lead Leader spoke. “If there were three people here, then we must track them down, using what we have and bring them to the Magistrates. They must be held responsible if they have released this wickedness.”

“But what happens if these three Insians weren’t at fault? What if they were curious or ‘under the influence,’ if you will?” the Fifth Enchanter drawled.

“Highly unlikely for them to just be curious. Under the influence, that is a potential reason as this is magic we’re dealing with. It is easy to be influenced by magic. Nevertheless, we must find these three,” the Lead Leader said firmly.

Enchanter Two then went back towards the chain, bending down to examine it once more. He frowned when a black mist started coming out of the middle of the chains.

“What’s this?” he spoke, gaining the attentions of his colleagues. Eyes wide, he scrambled up and took steps back. “Men! On guard! Now!”

The mist suddenly grew bigger before it released itself in huge waves, flying towards the men who held their shields up. The whole room was engulfed in the darkness before it eventually subsided, revealing the skeletal figure a few meters ahead of them. The men cautiously took a look at it before the shadow rose from the ashes of the mist and peered down at them with cold, hollow eyes.

“Greetings...” the hollowed voice spoke after a long, tortured silence.

“Who are you? How did you escape?” the Lead Leader spat, immediately jumping to action.

The Skeletal Figure chuckled. A tense pause ensued, where none of them moved for a while, until he did. The enemy strolled towards them, and with a sneer, he raised his hand and unleashed a black misty power.

“Defend yourselves!”

Dim, yellow shields were illuminated as they all pushed their magic and managed to block the attack, but they were still able to feel the blow. The Skeletal Figure sighed with annoyance, and the Lead Leader decided to attack since it was clear to him that this strange being wasn’t up for talking.

Soon enough, the entire room was filled with colorful lights, magic thrown everywhere with the black mist occasionally enveloping itself with the bright spells. 

The Lead Leader jumped in front of his men and belted out a deep blue spell, hoping to freeze him. However, the intruder lifted his hand and released another attack where the black streak rushed towards the blue one, colliding into it.

The Lead Leader could feel he was slowly being drained from this powerful blow, but he refused to succumb. For a brief second, he seemed to be winning, but the black streak grew stronger, and with a flick, it broke his attack, sending out the blow that covered everyone. Their shields broke, the resulting yellow shards flying into pieces, knocking them down to the floor.

As quickly as it came, the mist disappeared, but in its place, all seven fallen Enchanters were on the floor, writhing in immense pain. The Skeletal Figure smiled at the scene before him and knelt down at the Lead Leader who was gasping for breath.

“I do appreciate a good fight,” the enemy spoke before putting his hand on his face.

The fighter let out a pained gasp, feeling himself being forced dry.

But before he was fully drained out of his magic, he let out a small, subtle movement of fingers by rubbing them together, and a small flash came out just until he became an empty shell. The fighter’s magic was whisked away and absorbed into the wicked one’s hand. But unbeknownst to the intruder, the small light flew into the air, stopping a brief moment, before it continued on into the night. 

The Skeletal Figure lifted his hand to see the magic sinking into his bones as a piece of real flesh appeared, covering a small piece of his skeletal hand.

He let out a fresh sigh and got up where the trails of mist covered the remaining fighters, sucking out their life forces until they were nothing but empty shells. He then reached up to the last, fourth solider who was in the same position as his fellow teammates.

With his last bit of strength, the enchanter spoke painfully. “Who...who...are you?”

He got down, staring soullessly at the man, and with a dark smile, he spoke.

“Romanhalth,” he whispered.
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THE SMALL, BLINKING red light continued to fly, zipping and avoiding the people so it wouldn’t bump into them. It was an emergency; this light only used in case something bad happened. It continued to fly until it finally reached its destination and squeezed through the small hole of the door the doormen were about to close.

Something in this space was about to start.

It was a large council room with pillars supporting ledges of the wall, with intricate patterns at each corner. In one corner sat a clock with a golden frame etched into the wall. Over two hundred seats encompassed the giant room while the main table sat in front.

The red light stopped for a brief second, trying to search for its main figure until it spotted him. The Head of Congress of Magia. The light flew towards him in a hurry and spun around him so it could get his attention, rousing him from his deep, troubling thoughts.

The black-haired man bore a long black robe with a white under shirt tucked beneath, a burgundy tie completing the look. He sat under a crest of a golden shield with a silver signet ring surrounded by stars. He seemed to be the most important one in the room for he held the presence of such powerful authority. He was the Head of the Congress of Magia.

He blinked as he thought he saw something shining until he noticed the red light. He seemed to portray no emotion for he recognized what this light meant. The light furiously communicated with him by latching onto the side of his temple and the memories seemed to be coming in a flash until finally, the light withdrew itself from his temple.

“I see...” he muttered. With that, the red light floated for a brief second before it disappeared in a cloud of smoke.

Beside him also sat important people who would report to him. The man on the right had brown hair in a neat, sleek hairstyle with a sharp, defined face, and his piercing blue eyes looked around the room, surveying. A black-haired woman next to the brown-haired man was dressed with elegance, wearing an all-black outfit. She seemed to be older, with a few fine wrinkles around her oval-shaped face.

He opened his eyes, refreshing his memory, and looked around the room with an unsettling feeling. He had just gotten the message that his seven powerful Enchanteres had been killed. No—sucked of their magic, reducing them to nothing. All he had for evidence was a name so vile and cruel.

At last, the room settled into silence and the black-haired man spoke, waving his hand over his throat. His voice was suddenly three times louder, booming around the room to be heard by all.

“I’m sure you all know why we’re gathered today. We’re here to discuss the malevolent evil that had risen once again.”

Murmurs spread throughout the room.

“Silence!” the oval-shaped woman spoke sharply. In an instant, the room was silent.

“We’re not sure as to how the threat had escaped Kilhelm, but rest assured that our Enchanteres are investigating the scene— “

“But, shouldn’t they be back by now?” a snippy voice that belonged to a grey-haired woman with saggy skin spoke.

The Head glowered at the woman. “I have just gotten word from my messenger that my powerful Enchanteres have been killed.”

She pursed her lips. “And what have we learned from the investigation?”

“From what we know, the seal that was used years ago to shut it away has now been broken. We do not know what this evil wants, but I know for a fact that nothing good will come out of it.”

“But, your Honor, if I may...”

The Head of Congress of Magia tilted his head towards the smooth voice that had interrupted him.

“Yes, Fisley?”

The stern-looking man bored his eyes into the Head. “The last time this had happened was five hundred and thirty-six years ago. It escalated into what we now call The Great Tragedy. We should learn from the past as to not repeat History. The war from all those years ago has left scars still hurting the citizens; our powers were drained to the point they were being sacred. We have to be prepared this time.”

“Which also brings me to my next point,” the same woman replied. “During the investigation, they had found something, correct?”

The Head nodded. “Yes, six sets of footprints that look like this.”

With a flick of his hand, a blue-green color appeared in the air, in a form of a hologram. The oval-faced woman beside the brown-haired man flicked her eyes towards the picture, and for a moment, it seemed as though she recognized one set of the footprints, but said nothing.

“This was the evidence they found. Six sets of footprints, seemingly heading towards the temple. Why? That is the part we are still trying to figure out. Nevertheless, based on our reports that my messenger had given to me, this malevolent figure seems to take shape as a skeletal being. As such...”

The Head flicked his hand, a blue-green color appeared, and a figure of the evil emerged in a holographic form. Once more, the room filled with murmurs and shocked gasps; some had to turn away from the ghastly silhouette.

The grey-haired woman pursed her lips. “Perhaps they were under the influence of magic—”

“If they were under the influence, they should know better to defend themselves,” the owl-shaped man spoke, and the woman glared at him. “It is tragic that we have lost our best fighters, but we Insians are not weak. We will not let this evil defeat us.”

The first man who spoke before, Fisley, talked once more. “How do we proceed?”

The Head nodded. “We’re putting in rules to take precautions. No citizen is to be in contact with this evil until we figure out who he is. Everyone will barricade their doors with protection spells and only go out if it is necessary. I have set out Enchanteres to look for these three and to bring them to the Magistrates.” 

A ginger-haired woman cleared her throat.

“Yes, Masel?”

“Do we know the name of this evil that has been unleashed?”

He looked around, ending the meeting with an ominous note. “His name is Romanhalth.

Murmurs were spreading around the room, and the Head boomed once more, silencing them. He stared at the ginger-haired woman before he let out a final, dark message. “Dark times are coming, and we best be prepared.”
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CHAPTER TWO: THE ARCANE SCROLLS
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“The once ancient evil that has been long forgotten has now been awakened,” the sources say. “They aren’t quite sure as to how the seal has been broken. However, news has gotten out that the Enchanteres are now reported dead— “

“—dead?” a girl gasped.

“Shh!”

“For now, they advise all Insians to stay indoors. Lock your doors and await further notice. They also instruct to not make any sort of contact with this dark soul that is named Romanhalth.”

The ancient evil is located at Kilhelm, a prison, which is said to house the most heinous criminals known to man. The last time an evil had awakened in Kilhelm was 1488, when all the magic was sucked out of Insians and the worst ruler known to civilization ruled the world. His name was Abigor...

The telly faded into the background. Avery stared at it as the reporter talked in the background. What was happening?

Sylvette pursed her lips tightly, disapproving as to what she was hearing.

“Well, that settles it, then. We can’t possibly risk ourselves in this type of danger,” she spoke, breaking the thick silence.

Arvo, Bastein’s father, shook his head. “What I don’t understand is how did this happen? I thought the seal was strong enough to prevent from this happening. The last time this happened was with Abigor.”

Sylvette gave a disdainful look at the name.

“Abigor?” Cain questioned.

Sylvette shook her head. “You don’t need to know that right now.”

Avery’s grandpa sighed. “Until then, we follow the rules, and we stay put.”

“So, no going outside?” Avery asked.

Grandpa sighed. “No.”

***
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“WHAT DID WE DO?” CAIN asked, breathless. “What exactly happened at that temple? What did you do, Avery?”

She scowled. “My fault?”

“You’re the one that went up to it and broke the seal. You don’t remember that?”

Avery gave a look of surprise when Cain asked the question. She stared at the floor of her room. What did happen? All she remembered was hearing a voice and she’d followed it, and then...nothing. Or at least, that’s what she thought had happened. But Cain seemed to think otherwise.

“I don’t know. I just remember hearing voices, and then nothing.”

“What kind of voices?” Bastein frowned.

“I don’t know!” she shouted, then lowered her voice. “I just remember voices. That’s all.”

“And who is Abigor? Who is Romanhalth?” Bastein asked.

The two names chilled her to the bone. They sounded so heinous and malevolent. What had she done?

Bastein shook his head. “We never should’ve gone to Kilhelm. We should’ve left this fairy-tale as it is.”

“How were we to know this would happen? It could happen to anyone,” Cain replied.

“Still...some things are just best left uncovered.”

Avery sighed. “Doesn’t matter now. What’s done is done. Because it’s our fault—my fault—we have to clean it up.”

Cain whirled towards her. “Are you insane? This thing...this wickedness...he looks powerful. And you’re telling me that we have a fighting chance against this guy?”

“Perish the thought. But we started this mess. It’s only fair that we clean it up, and maybe, hopefully, we won’t go to jail for committing such a thing.” Avery said, which made Cain pale.

“I doubt we would go to jail especially since you don’t remember what you did. I’m sure we could get away that we were under the influence,” Bastein countered.

Avery shrugged. “I’m not taking any chances. Besides, we either stay here and wait to be killed by him, or we go out there and die trying.”

“I rather stay here. At least, I know I have somewhat of a fighting chance,” Cain replied.

“Regardless...I’m going to the Arcane Scrolls to look for some more information about this person. And maybe we can see what this Abigor did.” She paused. “As well as hopefully some more about Uris Amos.”

“Avery...no more meddling about Uris Amos,” Bastein warned.

She started to speak, until Cain got to it first.

Cain blinked as a sudden realization hit him. “Wait...what year did the newspaper said? When that bad stuff happened?”

Avery frowned. “1488. Why?”

Cain winced. If he remembered right, then he did know what happened in 1488. He’d researched it. And if this was right, then Abigor was the source of what had happened in 1488. He was that dark
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