Intro

There he stood, surrounded in all directions by the vastness of the starry universe, swords drawn and ready for battle. The fear of anticipation was coursing through his veins. His opponent stood but 50 yards from him, yet it felt as though they were galaxies between them. Everything in life had lead him to this single moment; and everything would depend on its outcome.


“Finally not running away are we?” The voice echoed through the emptiness from his foe. “No I realize what must be done, there is no avoiding it,” he replied. His enemy let out a devious grin “Good, I have been waiting for this moment for far too long.”

“Far too long?” He thought to himself. “It really has been that long hasn’t it?” His inner dialogue lead to a series of questions and thoughts about how this had all began. All of the people, the memories that brought him to this point flooded over his psyche like a dam that had collapsed. Losing his focus he thought back on his true motive for being here, was it really all for her? “It couldn’t be, no way am I that self-gratifying to risk it all for my own ends.” 
“It would be too much for my conscious to bear knowing that if all of this was for naught, that I am the one who caused our ‘inevitable’ demise.” He thought long and hard about the consequences of his current course of action. “Will this all be worth it? What happens if they were right? What if it really does happen, how can I not blame myself for knowing and then doing it anyway? Why me?” Slowly he began to lose his composure. Hesitating he looked back one more time as to how he got to where he was now and wondered why he was there.
“Having second thoughts are we?” the voice derailing his train of thought, chilling him to his very bones. The answer was a simple yes, but he was too lost in thought to vocalize it…

Chapter 1

Ever since I could remember I was raised in the monastery receiving instructions from my mentor. My master, Varius, was head of the Holy Templar. The Holy Templar was a group of warriors in service of the Deity of creation, Allune. They were used as the hand of justice to strike out against those who defy or deprave Allune’s teachings or lands. As a beacon of hope against the forces of evil, or a light to tear through the darkness, the people looked at the Holy Templar with awe and reverence.

 In that day and age the Church of Allune and the Kingdom of Priea ruled Earth through times of peace. Although they were separate bodies, they worked together for the good of the people. The King and the High Priest or Priestess at the time consulted each other in what actions should be taken for the greatest benefit for their subjects. The ruler, King Prius was a venerable old man, who cared about his people. However, the king was on his deathbed and his son, Tarion, did not share the same mentality of his father. Where Prius was calm, collected, and wise, Tarion was bold, rash, and impulsive. Tarion was almost the antithesis of his father, and in the years to come it would mean the near destruction of the planet.
At that time I did not know any of the events of the outside world. My life involved waking up into a cruel training regimen that honed my body, mind, and spirit. From the time I could walk I was trained in the ways of combat. From morning till nightfall my life was one training session after another. Varius tested me physically and mentally to the point of exhaustion. Then when he deemed I was ready we started with the next lesson. He taught me the ways of the blade, martial arts, and the rules of combat. I learned how to engage an enemy, what to signs of weakness to look for in a foe. He instructed me in the ways of harnessing one’s inner strength, the light of creation inside every human. I was his legacy; he raised me as if I were of his own flesh and blood. He took pride in the day at the young age of seven I myself was admitted into the ranks of the Templar, much to the chagrin of the clergy. 
The clergy had it out for me from the time I appeared on a cathedral doorstep draped in bed sheets. They said that because of a mark I was born with on the base of my neck that I was cursed. It was the archaic symbol for dragon, in the old language of the Gods. They believed that I was the bastard offspring of demon worshippers and were going to dispose of me as such. As an orphaned newborn child I really didn’t have much to say in the matter but Varius stepped forward and told them that he would take responsibility for me and raise me as a Templar. The high ranking clergy members had nothing but disdain for this decision, but the newly appointed High Priest did not want to start a strained relationship between himself and Varius, his own right hand man. The High Priest allowed it, but warned Varius that if I did not pass the Templar training that he would have to be responsible for me himself.
That day was the proudest I had ever seen him. It was almost as if he was telling the clergy that he had told them so, that I was not a vile beast, but a tool that could be utilized in their struggle for survival. That he felt like he had accomplished something by rearing me into the person that I was that day, Loradin Lazarus, Knight of the Holy Templar. To us however, it was more than just that. Varius taught me more than just the ways of combat, but how to live. He taught me the ways of philosophy, about the importance of noble deeds, and inherent thought as well as action. From him I learned that no matter what a man’s lot in life be it king or peasant, lord or cleric, no man is greater than another. That in the end we each had to be held accountable for what we had done in our lives. He was more than just my master and my teacher, he was my friend and the father that I never had. His approval meant everything to me.
Chapter 2

As the youngest person to ever achieve membership into the Holy Templar my ever move was under constant surveillance. There were many critics and cynics that did not believe that I belonged there. They were waiting for me to give them a reason as to why I shouldn’t be a Templar. My results on the entrance exam put me into the elite slayer core known as the Death Dealers. They were the tactical offensive squadron of the Templar. Their job was to seek out, and hunt down legions of the darkness and to preemptively slay them before they could wreck havoc on the masses. They were the crème de le crème of the order. It is no surprise that the protégé of the greatest leader the Holy Templar had ever seen was appointed the Death Dealers.  The biggest concern that was raised was whether or not I could handle the strain and the pressure of such an assignment. I was nothing more than a mere child, put into a world of death, and danger lurking around every dark corner even I had my doubts. Never before had I actually experienced any real danger, let alone true combat.
My first mission I broke the number one rule of my training that Varius embedded in me. Never show fear to your enemies. The mission was routine, a walk-in-the-park to the majority of the veteran Death Dealers. Strom the mansion and then cleanse the catacombs beneath it. The mansion was filled with all sorts of abominations, zombies, werewolves, hellhounds, and lastly vampires. The ground level and upper floors of the mansion were easily cleared; lesser minions of darkness did not stand a chance to a single Death Dealer, let alone a whole squadron. When we breached the catacombs beneath the mansion it was pitch black. I had never seen such darkness, even on the darkest of nights it seemed like a bright blaze compared to this. I remembered the spell for spiritual light and I used that to guide my way, however I got lost from the others in the confusing maze that was before me. The stench of death and decay filled the cold damp stone halls, as every turn my heart began to beat faster. I gripped my sword and shield tightly, the plate mail that I wore seemed a thousand times heavier now than when I practiced with it. I rounded the last turn and that is when I first saw it, a member of the vampire aristocracy 

I froze in place, his eyes glowing red as he laughed. “You were sent to kill me?” He quipped condescendingly. “I thought that the Holy Templar would least show me the respect of sending me a slayer, not some pathetic farm boy.”  The vampire started to approach me slowly; I couldn’t move I was petrified. “It doesn’t matter, you will make a nice meal nonetheless it has been awhile since I have fed off such a sweet little child.” With that the vampire bore his fangs as he approached, he was almost within eyes reach when I closed my eyes and prepared for the worst. I couldn’t cry, I couldn’t scream, I couldn’t call out for help. I just stood there awaiting my fate of being cattle to this ancient vampire.
Then something happened. As my eyes closed I felt a calming sensation overtake my body, instead of it feeling heavy and weighted I felt as light as a feather. I no longer feared the vampire about to bite me, or my death. I knew what I must do, what I had been trained to do. At the last second before the vampire grasped me I used my shield to perform an uppercut, hitting the vampire off guard, exposing his torso. I then quickly balled my fist and concentrated all of my energy into it and punched into his chest. I was in utter disbelief I could not for the life of me comprehend what had just happened. When I opened my eyes I saw that the vampire was doubled over with his back against the wall on the other side of the room. He arose to his feet with blinding speed letting out a roar “You will pay for that, I am surprised that you have an immense strength for someone your age. I am surprised that I could not sense your strong life-force earlier. However, that does not matter it will make feeding off your essence that much more enjoyable.”
The vampire drew his sword; it was a magnificent sword of a crimson hue that was as long as I was tall. The blade had shown wear and was stained with the blood of many others like me. He charged with blinding inhuman speed towards me that was expected of someone of his esteem. As he neared the last few paces however, time slowed almost to a stand still, his ferocious dash now seemed to crawl on at a snail’s pace. I swiftly rolled to the side as his blade arced through where I was previously standing. The vampire was puzzled as his swing only struck the air. He then quickly continued his assault; I barely weaved in and out between his rage filled strokes.
As he grew more impatient with missing, he then flew towards the low ceiling of the stone catacombs; he decided that it was best to use other means to dispose of me. He began to barrage me with blasts of dark energy, his psionic powers beaming down on me as I dropped to a knee and used my shield to defend the volleys. Little did I know that the shield was not stopping them, but a luminous glow that surrounded me was dissipating the blasts before they reached me.
I waited for an opening, and when the time was right, I jumped into the air and thrust my sword into the vampire. My sword pierced his stomach as I fell to the ground my sword still inside him dragged him down with me. He then grabbed and threw me into the stone wall beside him. As I fell he crouched over me attempting to pick me up off the ground and toss me again. As he spread his arms, I reached for my swords hilt, and as he lifted me off the ground I dragged it upward cleaving him in two. As he dropped me, I quickly severed his head from his body as how we were instructed; I put a stake through his heart, and placed a holy cross of the Saint Cuthbert, on his body to prevent him from arising again. I could hear the sounds of my comrades coming from around the bend as I finished the rituals. As they arrived, I lost consciousness and fell to the floor. 

Chapter 3

I awoke 3 days later in the infirmary of the Templar’s Cathedral. I didn’t remember much about what happened during the mission, all I remember was being separated from the group and running into a vampire. After that everything just became cloudy, but everyone as I started walking around called me “The Great Vampire Slayer.” Or other lines to the same effect. It wasn’t until Varius scolded me for breaking protocol and going off on my own then telling me how proud he was of me for slaying a vampire by myself that I put the pieces together. I did in fact kill the vampire, but I could not remember doing it. My performance at my first mission squelched the skeptics as to whether or not I belonged in the Death Dealers, but a new suspicion arose. It was a suspicion, alike the first, that I shared with many. How did I kill the vampire on my own? All I could recall was how terrified I was of it and how I couldn’t even say anything. How did I go from that to killing him without him leaving single mark on me?
