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E PHOEN
NIX
“Smoke rose from thhe top of Forrbidden Tow
wer. During th
he past days, the unimagginable has happened.
h
A group of a handful people had managed too plough their way throug
gh an army oof trained fig
ghters and
ultimatelly faced the one that con
ntrolled them
m: the ruler, drawn
d
from the underwoorld, empoweered with
the soulss of the falleen. Incredibly
y strong, he w
was able to merge
m
and su
ubject the seeparate kingd
doms into
one emppire with him
m pulling the strings.
And thhis person was
w now sen
nt back to hhis realms, in
nto the worlld where reaality and imagination
merge innto chaos. After
A
a long and
a ferociouss battle, he had
h to surren
nder to the im
mmense forcce he was
facing. L
Lord Julian was
w defeated..
Only a couple of people know
w what happpened afterw
wards. Most have fallenn in the war.. It is no
surprise that the ones still alive do
d not dare tto tell the sto
ory, given th
he circumstannce that supp
porters of
the ancieent regime are
a to face atrocious
a
puunishments. However,
H
I have lost evverything I ever
e
had.
Wife, chhildren, posseessions, everrything. I am
m now a begg
gar, living on
n the streets, trying to liv
ve my life
as good as I can. I am one off the few thaat still remeember the good old tim
mes, where order
o
and
righteouusness ruled this empire rather than single kingdoms trying
g to get the full control over the
remnantss of the emppire. In fact, I was one off the most loy
yal servants. My name iss Justin and this
t is the
story of the war’s afttermath.
Even tthough Lord Julian fough
ht with all thhe power he possessed,
p
it was not enoough to beat the Little
Fighters. Instead, hee lost the finaal battle. Annd with him, the empire crumbled. W
What had beeen united
under hhis strong haand has beeen torn apaart, anarchy followed. The
T fighterss demonstraated their
superioriity against Lord
L
Julian but
b did not caare about thee consequencces. These us
usurpers destrroyed the
empire aand let it deteeriorate.
Techniically, they are
a still the leeaders of thee empire but except for reeceiving glorry and praisee, they do
nothing to help us coome to peacee. This is whhere my masster’s ultimatte deed comees in. Right before
b
he
was takeen out of thiss world, he laid
l
a curse oon his oppon
nents. Long time, it was a mystery as to what
this cursse did to them
m. Shortly before Forbiddden Tower finally
f
collap
psed, a few bbrave sorcerrers dared
to enter the library to
t find the banned
b
bookk. A book th
hat contained
d spells imm
mensely pow
werful. So
powerfuul that the woorld could haave been desttroyed in a siingle blow. These
T
sorcereers knew thaat, in case
they get ahold of thee book, they
y would becoome the mosst powerful wizards alivve. What they
y did not
know waas that the book
b
itself was
w cursed ass well. Soon
n after they discovered
d
thhe magic spell Julian
spoke uppon the Fightters, they my
ysteriously di
disappeared and
a were nev
ver seen againn.
Now, tthe book is gone.
g
Forbid
dden Tower iis a place of ruins and the books got,, as a measurrement to
remain iin power, buurnt by a man
n called Fireen. I never forget
f
his facce, this devillish antic, seeeming to
enjoy hiss deeds. Nobbody will eveer be able to cease contro
ol again and restore
r
orderr.
Shortlyy before the disappearance of the sorrcerers, they talked to mee about whatt they have done.
d
The
last thingg they said to me beforee they went was to keep
p the knowleedge alive. T
The knowled
dge about
what hass really happpened that daay. Not the sttory told by the Little Fig
ghters, whichh is about a few
f good
men desttroying all evvil and givin
ng the empiree back its freeedom. In reaality, right beefore Julian’s demise,
he laid tthe Spell of Remembran
nce upon theem. Every niight, they haave to fight aagainst the ones
o
they
killed. H
However, in a way that they
t
cannot win. Eventu
ually, the Litttle Fighters get taken out by the
images oof our fallen brothers.
Julian’’s hope was that the lunacy would th
then stop som
mewhen. That these peop
ople would eventually
get to thheir senses annd establish a solid emppire. That wee can find to
o peace. If noot today, theen maybe
tomorrow
w. So far, noo success. Wiill this madnness ever stop
p? I don’t know.
I am soorry, I have to
t leave now
w. I feel the m
menacing preesence of som
mebody…”
Later tthat day, a corpse
c
was fo
ound, layingg in a dark corner of a sttreet canyon in Tai Hom
m Village.
The chesst area was exposed
e
and
d heavily muutilated. Som
mebody had written
w
into iits flesh with
h a sharp
knife:
We aree everywheree.
-- Rudolff

AZRIIEL
We finallly defeated Julian. Our fight througgh this deadly fortress was complete.. We felled countless
servants of the darkk lord. Every
y fight was vviolent, bloo
ody, painful. Blade againnst bone. Fisst against
steel. Flaame against ice.
i Light ag
gainst dark.
Gone are the dayss where we have
h
to com
mmit these brrutal murders. We alwayys told ourseelves that
"we fighht to protectt", but no matter
m
what w
words we use to justify
y our actionss, we are stiill taking
peoples lives. There is no honorr in killing. T
These soldierrs of the darrk lord were not willing servants;
they werre forced. Thhose that resiisted were kiilled. They were
w merely fighting
f
to suurvive. How
w then can
we say, ""we are goodd, and they are
a evil?"
But wee had to takee action. Stop
pping the daark lord mean
nt destroying
g all that prootected him, even if it
meant taaking lives, and
a we only did
d what wass necessary.
The baattle against the dark lorrd himself w
was horrifying
g. His powerr came from
m souls - souls that he
absorbedd from dyingg humans. Th
hroughout thhe battle, each
h time we strruck down a soldier, the dark lord
would abbsorb the hum
man's soul an
nd use it to ffuel his poweer.
But wee held. We fought
f
fierceely, persistenntly, ceaselesssly, until thee dark lord'ss power startted to fail
him. Ourr hope for a chance to en
nd this war gr
grew. It was an
a illusion th
hat sealed thee dark lord's fate. The
one withh the twin blaades conjured images thaat proved a su
uccessful div
version on thhe dark lord, allowing
the sworrdsman to lannd a fatal blo
ow.
We finnally defeateed Julian. Th
hat is what w
we tell the wo
orld. But this is just a paartial truth. We
W never
revealedd the event thhat happened
d after the sw
wordsman deelivered that fatal blow. T
This was alw
ways kept
a secret, but now, whhile I am stilll sane, I musst record the event that fo
ollowed the ddark lord's deeath.
As we fought our way
w through his army, hee was made aware
a
of ourr potential. Ev
Even if he deffeated us,
there woould be otheers that woulld take our pplace, and others
o
more to take theirrs, and even
ntually he
would exxpel much of
o his power destroying tthose that op
pposed him. Realizing
R
thi
his, he deviseed a cruel
plan thatt would outlaast his demisse.
Unbekknownst to us, just beforee he died, thee dark lord cast
c a spell, a spell that fo
forces us to remember
- to relivve the pain, thhe agony, thee heat of eveery battle thaat we fought.
Now, each night we
w are forceed into endleess nightmarres - fighting
g, woundingg, and rekilliing every
soldier thhat we once fought. Thee very peace that we stro
ove to achiev
ve was taken from us. Ev
ven as we
spend ouur waking moments
m
enjo
oying the gloory of victorry over the dark lord, evvery night we
w suffer,
fighting in our mindss every life th
hat we have taken.
The daark lord's plaan was to breeak our mindds and drive us
u to insanity
y. Slowly but
ut surely, we are being
drawn innto this abysss. We, once the
t hope of oour people, are
a now being
g corrupted bby the dark lord.
We aree cursed.
-- Louuis

REAPPER
“Keep itt cool, Markk. You're no
ot in controll of yourselff right now.”” The bandiit was lookin
ng rather
concerneed. “You'll sqquander all of
o our moneyy. Garnering it took us months!”
m
“Shut up! You maay have forgo
otten it, but II'm still the boss. You obey my ordeers or I'll fin
nd a place
for your head better suited than your
y
neck. Unnderstood?” The bandit audibly
a
gulpeed.
“Goodd. Either wayy, I'll get my
y money righht back and then you caan thank me for making us rich.”
Mark addjusted his sunglasses,
s
attempting
a
too come acro
oss relaxed, but the dropplets of sweat on his
foreheadd gave the liee to his behav
viour.
He wipped off the beads
b
with his left hand, hhis right one still holding
g the cards. Iff the air just wasn't as
stifling... But they were
w
in the veery middle oof the messy anthill that was Tai Hom
m Village. A modern
anthill, aadmittedly - a clear advaantage comppared to the forbidden caastle where tthey didn't even
e
have
constantt hot water - but
b an anthilll nonetheles s.
Mark w
was sitting in
i a corner of
o an old cassino that had
d somehow managed to survive amongst the
skyrockeeting buildinngs Tai Hom
m nowadayss consisted of.
o Someonee was playinng the piano
o, but his
strumming stood no chance again
nst all the lauughing and shouting
s
of th
he half-drunkk people in th
here.
The caasino itself was
w mostly co
omprised of heavy, dark furniture wh
hich, legend hhas it, was older
o
than
the villaage. The tablle he was sittting at rightt then was one
o of those very pieces.. Scattered across
a
the
room, thhese tables buuilt the isles shattering thhe flood of peeople into little groups off stranded su
urvivors.
Whichh was exactlyy what they were – strannded. After the
t Little Fig
ghters had deefeated Juliaan, all his
minions and accessoories were suddenly out oof work. Som
me had manag
ged to get a rregular job and
a live a
mostly nnormal life, safe
s
for the alcohol
a
they used to wash
h away the memories
m
of their life as a servant
of evil. But most off them endeed up the waay Mark and
d his follow
wers did – ass scoundrelss, rogues,
crooks, ssub-prime crriminals altog
gether.
“Worrried?” the figgure on the other side off the table asked
a
in a co
ondescendingg tone. “You
u'd better
be.”
e
on it, sh
howing a gllance even a basilisk might be envioous of. How
wever, the
Mark fixated his eyes
s
limitted by the faact that he waas still weariing his sungllasses. As
impressiiveness of his stare was severely
much as they were helpful
h
for maintaining
m
hiis poker facee – in this sittuation he woould have beeen better
of withoout them.
“Oh shhut up, you freak.
f
You taake a pride iin your flawlless poker faace? Well, guuess what? You
Y don't
even havve a face.”
Even tthough his anntagonist waas lacking anny kind of faacial featuress, Mark coulld have sworrn that he
was smiirking at thaat moment. It
I was a weiird feeling. He could seense the smiirk was there, but he
couldn't see it.
“Ow, tthat really huurt. Perhaps I could get yyours, seeing
g how you'ree already riskking your sk
kin in this
game.” N
Now Templaate's invisiblee smirk had tturned into an outright grrin.
“Alright, that's enoough. Just continue the gaame, we'll seee who laugh
hs last.”
“That'ss right. We will
w see indeeed.”
Templlate took anoother look at the table. Thhe Flop had been
b
a jack, one
o ace and a king, the Turn
T
Card
a mere ffive. Mark gllanced at thee two aces hee already had in his hand
d. He was inn a good possition, but
he had too be careful. A handful more
m loses annd he would be broke.
“How much moneyy do you still have?”
Puzzleed by the queestion, Mark remained quuiet for a few
w seconds.
“Well,, whatever. I'm
I pretty su
ure it's far leess than a th
housand.” With
W these woords, he took a large
chunk off his chips annd pushed them towards tthe middle of
o the table. Still
S Mark diddn't move.
“Whatt's up? That'ss your chancee to get backk all the mon
ney you lost during
d
the laast couple ho
ours, your
ticket foor the return journey, you
ur little timee machine iff you want so. Don't telll me you chiicken out
now.”
One off his gang members
m
put a hand on hiis shoulder, but
b Mark shook it off. A dead grin seized
s
his
facial feaatures.

“Alright, all-in.”
w burned tthe uppermost card, then
n took the nexxt one from the stack
He turrned towards the dealer who
and placced it face-upp on the tablee. It was anotther king.
“I guesss it's time too say bye-bye to your mooney. Full ho
ouse.”
“Time to say goodbbye indeed. But
B worry noot, I will gran
nt you a min
nute or two bbefore the dep
parture.”
With tthese words, Template th
hrew his cardds on the tab
ble. The otheer two kingss. For a secon
nd, Mark
was paraalysed.
“You'rre not gettingg my money,, you freak.”
“I've juust won it. You've
Y
got to kill me if yoou want to geet it back.”
Mark bbared his teeeth. “Well, maybe
m
I will.””
In a bllink of an eyye he pushed
d over the tabble, making Template faall over. Withh a sudden fierceness
f
Mark leaaped at him, determined to
t make him
m pay for all this.
t
His arm
ms found Tem
mplate's neck
k when he
suddenlyy felt a searinng pain in his left arm. Shhockingly, itt was bleedin
ng out of a deeep cut just above
a
the
elbow.
“Whatt the fuck?”, he muttered
d, turning baack towards Template, only
o
to find that Templaate wasn't
there anyymore. In hiss place, Rudo
olf stood, onne of his swords speckled
d with blood.
“No! Y
You are... Thhat cannot bee. I -”
“Oh, ffor fuck's sake, spare me your stutteering. You can
c account yourself luccky as I'm not
n in the
mood foor fighting riight now. I'lll just take m
my money an
nd then I'm outta
o
here.” With these words
w
he
took the notes the dealer gave him
h in exchaange for his chips and slashed himseelf a way tow
wards the
exit.
“Whatt the hell? Thhat was all off our money.. We can't lett him take it.”
“Shut up. I'm not going
g
to mess with Rudoolf again. Reemember thee last time? H
Half of our gang had
been cutt into packagge-sized piecees. I'll find uus another sou
urce of incom
me.”
“You bbetter do. Beecause if you
u don't, we w
will just take whatever
w
we can get from
m you.”
Outsidde of the casiino, it was allready pitch--black. The dim
d light of the
t neon signns was the only
o
thing
that illum
minated the streets. Tem
mplate turnedd right into a back alley
y, walking oon for a few
w hundred
meters uuntil he was out
o of earsho
ot.
Then hhe started to laugh maniaacally. It hadd all worked out.
o Nobody could tell thhe differencee between
him and Rudolf. It had
h taken him
m more than a year to perfect his shape-shifting, bbut it was well
w worth
it.
Now hhe would havve his reveng
ge on the Litttle Fighters who
w didn't lett him join thhe fight again
nst Julian,
telling hhim he wasnn't even meaant to exist. Template, th
he creators prototype
p
sto
topped halfw
way in its
track. Thhey did not understand
u
he
h wasn't a m
mere schemee, but the basse of all otheer persons. And
A thus,
with a biit of training, he could beecome anyonne. They did not understaand, but theyy would soon see.
This tiime he reallyy was smirkin
ng. The Littlee Fighters haad no idea wh
hat they werre getting into
o.

