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"Blood and Fire: Chronicles of Forgotten Kingdoms"

Book One

Introduction  

Introduction to the book "Blood and Fire: Chronicles of Forgotten Kingdoms"

"In ancient times, when humanity struggled for survival and power, when mythical creatures still existed and were an integral part of the world, wealthy kings went on campaigns, fighting not only among themselves, but also exterminating beasts from legends.

The sun was sinking toward the horizon, casting its last rays on the ruins of an ancient fortress that had once been a stronghold of humanity. Under its walls, the remnants of an army returning from a failed campaign had gathered. Their banners with the coats of arms of various kingdoms barely held on, torn by the wind and battles.

To the north rose the mountains, home to the griffins, their ominous cry a reminder of the danger that lurked around every corner. In the forests to the east, ghouls roamed, attacking villages at night and taking children. To the south, the wastelands were overrun with giants who gathered in packs, sweeping away everything in their path.

At the center of this chaos lay the continent of Lunaria, a place where magic and steel intertwined in an endless struggle for power and survival. Its outline resembled a dragon's wing spread over the ocean, and its lands were divided between six great kingdoms, each with its own history, pride, and secrets.

Kingdoms of Lunaria:

1. Ardelia (North):

A land of eternal snow and icy seas, where frost and harshness reign. It is ruled by King Thorvald the Iron Wedge, a legendary warrior known for his victories over giants. The capital is the fortress of Snow Ridge, carved into the rocks.
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2. Essalion (Center):

The largest and wealthiest kingdom. Its plains are covered with golden fields of wheat, and its cities shine with luxury. The ruler is King Edric III the Bright, a wise diplomat and reformer. The capital is Verdenia, a city famous for its libraries and temples.
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3. Falmiria (West):

A land of dense forests and mountain passes where griffins hide. Its queen, Lorena Goldwing, is the only woman among the rulers, renowned for her cunning and knowledge of magic. The capital is Elfwood, a city hidden among the trees.
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4. Drakoria (South):

Sandy plains and volcanic mountains, where dragons can still be seen. King Kazarn Blackflame is a cruel and ambitious ruler who considers himself the heir to the dragons. The capital is Dragon Gate, built near the crater of an old volcano.
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5. Siltharis (East):

A fragmented kingdom of islands and ports, each city ruled by its own lord. The formal ruler is King Marcos the Sea Lion, but his power is limited. The largest city is Siren's Port.
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6. Dark Lands (Northwest):

An unrecognized kingdom inhabited by mythical creatures. Their leader is unknown, but rumors abound of a sorcerer who united ghouls, harpies, and other creatures.
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At the center of this chaos lies the village of Dornwald, where the story of a boy named Edmund begins. His life seems quiet and peaceful, but soon his fate will change forever..."

Edmund of Dornwald

On the outskirts of the kingdom of Essalion, in the small village of Dornwald, stood a modest hut with a moss-covered roof. Here lived Edmund, a ten-year-old boy with short blond hair that always stood up from the wind, and large blue eyes that radiated curiosity about everything around him.

His father, Harald, was a blacksmith. Strong and broad-shouldered, he spent most of his days in the forge, forging tools, horseshoes, and occasionally swords for hunters. His mother, Adela, was a herbalist who knew about medicines and had a small garden of rare plants that always smelled fresh.

Edmund grew up in love, but his childhood was simple. In the mornings he helped his father in the forge - carrying water, fanning the fire in the furnace or collecting coal. In the afternoons he ran through the fields with the other children, looking for berries or trying to catch lizards. Sometimes he would sneak into the deep forest that began a few hundred yards from the village, although his mother strictly forbade him.

“There are ghouls hiding in the forest,” she always said, stroking his head. “If they find you, we may never see you again.”

But Edmund's curiosity often prevailed over his fear. Once he found an old oak pipe in the forest, carved with strange symbols, and hid it in his hiding place - under a stone near the house.

Among the neighbors, Edmund had one best friend, a boy named Thomas. He was the son of a hunter and always showed off his wooden bow, which his father had given him. Together they would invent games, build tree houses, or play by the stream, fishing.

In the evenings, Edmund's family would gather around a long wooden table. His father would tell stories of past wars, of the times when giants had roamed Lunaria in search of prey, and his mother would sing soft, soothing songs.

But Edmund felt different. He often looked up at the stars, wondering what lay beyond their village. One day, when he was eleven, a wandering wizard arrived in the village with a strange staff and told the people about the threat that was coming from the Dark Lands. It was that night that a spark of desire to change the world was lit in Edmund's soul.

Edmund's Youth

Edmund grew up and became a teenager. He was fourteen, and he was no longer the little boy who had run around the fields looking for adventure. He looked much more serious now: tall for his age, with a strong body that had gained strength from working with his father in the forge. However, his heart did not yearn for the ordinary life of a blacksmith or herbalist. From his childhood he had dreamed of great adventures, of a world where magic, dragons, and mythical creatures were a reality.

One evening, as darkness fell over Lunaria and the stars shone brightly in the sky, he stood on a hill, looking out over the horizon. Deep down, he felt that his life must change, that there was a greater purpose for him that he did not yet know.

That evening, a traveler came to the village - an old warrior who had recently visited Drakoria. His stories about the dangers that appeared in the east, about dragons waking up from a long sleep, and about the approach of war, did not leave Edmund indifferent. The boy began to listen to the conversations of adults more often and tried to learn more about what was happening outside the village.

His father, Harald, tried to keep him from dangerous journeys, knowing that the world outside was distant and cruel. He sent his son to hard labor in a smithy, hoping that this would keep him from temptation.

But one day, when rumors spread in the village about the attack of monsters from the southern lands, and people from neighboring villages came to the forge for help, Edmund realized that his time had come. He decided not to stay away. He studied with a sword master, and had long dreamed of becoming a real warrior.

After several weeks of rigorous training under the guidance of one of the older hunters, Edmund felt ready for real adventure. That morning, before setting off on his journey, he said goodbye to his parents. Harald, although saddened, understood that this was part of his son's journey. His mother, Adela, nevertheless gave him one of her amulets to protect him from the dark forces that might come his way.

Edmund left his native village, leaving behind his youth and dreams that were now beginning to become reality.

Edmund's first journey and trials

Edmund left Dornwald with a minimum of supplies: a few pieces of bread, an amulet from his mother, and an old leather bag in which he kept a few silver coins. It was a start that he saw as his first step into a world of great adventure. However, it quickly became clear that the journey would not be easy.

The first difficulties began almost immediately after he left his native village. Within a few days, Edmund found himself in a large trading town on the border between Essalion and the Darklands. Here he learned that in order to get any work or further access to useful resources, it was necessary to have enough money.

Walking through the city streets, Edmund saw an advertisement for a recruitment for a squad of beast hunters. According to the terms of the contract, the hunter had to not only kill monsters, but also earn money for each destroyed creature. However, to get a place, he needed to prove his skills.

His chance came when he met an old veteran in a tavern who told him about a monster - a small but very aggressive bizarre squirrel that terrorized the surrounding villages. Edmund decided to take on this task. He had long dreamed of his first victory, although he doubted his abilities.

After walking through the forest, he found the beast, but the fight turned out to be harder than he expected. The bizarre squirrel turned out to be fast and cruel: it dodged every attack, tore at Edmund's arms and shoulders, its teeth left deep wounds. In the end, after a long and exhausting fight, Edmund managed to wound the beast in the stomach. In the morning he returned to the city, not wanting to give up, even when he was exhausted and almost without strength.

It was his first kill, his first victory, but it brought him little pride. Only further work and new trials would show whether he was truly capable of becoming a hero. And although he had managed to get a small amount of silver coins for the squirrel, Edmund understood that this was only the beginning, and that he still lacked much to be truly strong.

In the evenings, as he rested in small inns or around campfires with other travelers, he practiced with his sword, learned new techniques, and, most of all, felt a deep desire to become better.

“My skills and knowledge are still too weak,” he thought, lying on the cold ground under the stars. “This is just the beginning.”

A new journey and a meeting with a wise mentor

Several months had passed since Edmund had earned his first money, and he had become a real traveler. Now he was choosing more difficult tasks, although each of them was dangerous and took him to the limit of his capabilities. He traveled through wooded lands, near which new signs of monsters began to appear. But not only the beasts became his problems. Now other travelers began to appear more often in the world, including those who did not adhere to moral standards.

One day, in the evening, when the sky was tinged with the red glow of the setting sun, he came upon a camp where several travelers had stopped. One of them caught his eye—an old man with a beard tangled like a cobweb, and a look that seemed to see more than he could express. He was a wise warrior who had lived for many years, and his name was Eric Tintar.

“You are the one who seeks greatness, aren’t you?” he asked as Edmund approached the fire.

Edmund did not answer immediately. The old warrior's gaze became piercing, and it seemed to him that this man knew more than just his name.

“I am looking for myself, looking for answers to questions,” said Edmund.

Eric nodded.

"The true path to strength is not just about winning battles. Many young warriors who aspire to become heroes forget the most important thing - they lose themselves in the pursuit of greatness. But if you don't understand yourself, you are not capable of dealing with great enemies."

Edmund realized that he was not just a traveler, but a person who could give him new knowledge. Eric became his mentor, and he spent a lot of time studying with the old warrior.

Eric taught him combat techniques, the study of different fighting styles, and the basics of strategy. He showed that the best warriors are those who possess not only physical strength, but also intelligence. Edmund realized that his skill would be meaningless without wisdom.

Within weeks, as Edmund felt he was beginning to understand the basics, Eric shared important information about the great monsters that had begun to appear in the east. The region was growing dangerous, and only those with special skills and knowledge could confront the new threats.

"You are ready to go through a real test," said Eric, looking at him with his piercing eyes. "But for this you must go through a path that will help you become not only a warrior, but also wise."

Edmund was ready.

Edmund and Eric moved through the forest, feeling a thick fog enveloping their every step. The air became heavy, and the presence of something dark and incomprehensible was increasingly felt around them. They reached an old, forgotten temple, where, according to legends, the Shadow Lord settled - a creature that can only manifest itself in darkness, obscuring the light with its incomprehensible existence.

When the Shadow Lord emerged from the twilight veil, he was unlike any creature Edmund had seen before. His form was dark, almost unreal, like a moving mass of darkness. His eyes, like two red lights, stared straight at them, and with every step he took, he grew more terrifying.

"Be careful, Edmund," Eric warned, watching the monster. "Its power lies not in killing, but in taking your will."

As the battle began, the Shadow Lord attacked with lightning speed, his movements so fast that Edmund barely had time to dodge. Edmund tried to counterattack, but each of his blows dissolved into the darkness that seemed to swallow everything around him. Only one of his attacks pierced the darkness, and he was able to wound the creature.

"Plan your strategy, don't let him capture you in his illusions," Eric instructed him, remaining calm. "His power is not to harm you, but to break your resolve."

Edmund mustered all his courage and charged again, this time relying more on strategy. At the moment when the Shadow Lord tried to attack again, Edmund used his new tactic - he realized that the main thing was not to fight for every blow, but to strike the decisive blow at the right moment. At the moment when the monster was closest, Edmund accurately aimed at its center, where the light barely pierced the darkness.

The Shadow Lord retreated from the blow, and the darkness began to dissipate. Gradually, his invisible shell disappeared, and the creature became more tangible, although still dangerous. The Shadow Lord retreated into the forest, leaving behind only the rending of air and the feeling of victory.

“You have won, but that is only part of the journey,” Eric said, approaching Edmund. “It is important to understand that you have not only defeated the monster, but also faced your fear.”

Edmund stood, breathing heavily, but feeling that this battle was an important step on his path to becoming a true hero.

After the battle with the Shadow Lord, Edmund and Eric continued on, traveling through the woods until they reached a small river, where they decided to rest. The sun was already starting to set, and the atmosphere had become much calmer.

“This place has a very pleasant energy,” Edmund remarked, sighing with relief. “It wasn’t until we destroyed the Shadow Lord that I was finally able to feel at peace.”

Eric, who had already set up their camp, smiled.

"You're not being too serious, are you?" he asked. "Maybe you should start learning to relax a bit more? You'll have enough storms and demons for the rest of your life."

Edmund laughed.

"Oh, I'm learning!" he replied. "Look at me, I don't get nervous at all when we get to the river. And look, I don't even think about all the monsters that might be lurking under the water."

As if to confirm his words, a huge but surprisingly cute fish monster, resembling a huge catfish with bright whiskers, emerged from the water and nearly frightened them. It looked at them with curiosity before swimming away casually.

"Well, I told you so!" exclaimed Edmund. "I suppose it was your doing, Master?"

Eric couldn't hold back his laughter.

"Look, you have superpowers! You assembled the monster effortlessly."

"Oh, well!" laughed Edmund, waving his hand. "If I could tame them, I would have turned this forest into my zoo long ago."

From that moment on, the atmosphere between them became much lighter. They relaxed, joked and exchanged various anecdotes, which helped Edmund regain his strength after the intense battle.

They built a fire for the night, and Eric began to tell Edmund old stories from his youth. One of them was about an accident on his first expedition, when he tried to hunt a dragon but ended up in a squirrel trap instead, laughing at how it all looked.

“And you really thought it was a dragon?” Edmund laughed.

"Of course!" replied Eric, smiling. "If I had known that squirrels took so long to stock up, I would never have set that trap!"

Thanks to such stories and jokes, the day ended in an atmosphere of lightness and joy, allowing Edmund to regain his strength and see his trials in a new, calmer light.

When Edmund and Eric arrived in the city, the atmosphere was calm, the streets crowded with merchants and artisans. Edmund felt relieved that they had finally reached civilization, where they could not only rest, but also pay for their exploits. In his hands he held a few silver coins, earned after the battle with the Shadow Lord, but it was still not enough to afford anything truly valuable.

"You need new weapons, armor," Eric said, watching Edmund
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