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The concussive “whoomp” of an exploding oil keg brought the
encampment awake. A ball of flame roiled skyward bathing the
sparkling tundra of Coldfrost in an orange-yellow glow. Men were
scrambling. Large mannish forms, more feral than not, darted about
the shadows unchecked. The battle roar of a Breed beast cut through
the frigid night as it brought an ax down into the head of a
Westland Captain who was emerging from his tent.  Flames
danced crazily throwing wild shadows, about the chaos.  The
shouts of a fervent sergeant trying to generate some sort of order
among the terrified men rang out from somewhere across the crunchy
snow covered terrain.

In the Royal Pavilion, Mikahl was trying desperately to get his
king’s armor fastened. They had been in Coldfrost for days, hunting
and corralling the wild breed beasts that had come out of the
mountains to feed on Westlander flesh. Even in the heated pavilion
it was so cold that Michael’s fingers felt like giant
sausages.  Mikahl hated the cold.  Coldfrost was bitter,
but he was the King’s Squire, and he would have rather cut off his
own head than disappoint good King Balton.  Determined, he
ground his jaw tight with effort, fumbled the stiff leather straps
through the buckles, and cinched them tight.

“You’ll be stay’n out of it Mik.” The king stood and twisted his
frame to get the ornate plated chest piece to settle.  His
visage was one of savage determination. Even inside the tent his
breath came out in great clouds of steam. “Watch over the horses.
If one of them fargin beasts comes at ya remember your drills.”

Outside the tent a man screamed out, his horrible voice cutting
over the din of battle.  King Balton Collum winced at the
sound of the agony then pulled his infamous sword out of its
sheath. Forgetting his helmet, he threw the scabbard to the side,
and charged out into the freezing silver moonlight.  The blade
of his ancient weapon radiated an icy shade of blue as he went, but
Ironspike’s potent length graduated swiftly to the raging color of
blood as the king started putting it to use.  

Mikahl came out behind King Balton and darted around the
pavilion to the canvass stall that had been erected for the
animals. He turned back just in time to see Ironspike’s blade flash
with a pulse of blinding energy.  Screams of pain and fear
erupted from man and beast alike as the flare filled the world full
of blinding white radiance. 

No breed beasts came for the horses, so Mikahl watched the
battle waging out beyond the gray expanse of ice between him and
the main encampment.  Lord Gregory, the Lion Lord of Westland,
was in a tangle with one of the ten foot tall creatures.  The
beast was trying to sink its finger long teeth into the Lion Lord,
but finding it no easy task.  A pair of his men danced around
the combatants frantically.  Every so often one of them would
dart in and jab his weapon into the breed beast’s side. 

Not far away, the Royal Wizard blasted at the creatures with
streaking lavender pulses of magical force. Pael looked insane with
his wide open eyes, over clenched jaws, and his egg shaped
alabaster head.  His charge, Prince Glendar, was calling out
orders to a troop of men that had surrounded a hand full of the
breed.  Mikahl wanted desperately to raise his old iron sword
with them, but he wouldn’t betray the king’s order.

It ended when Duke Fairchild and his huntsmen came thundering in
from the other camp on their warhorses. The Breed beasts were no
match for the Duke’s competent cavalry, and with Lord Gregory’s
might, and Ironspike’s angry power thrown in the skirmish the
savage beasts were soon brought to bear.

After they were corralled, Pael spelled them into a
stupor.  In the morning the men who were left alive herded
them across the icy shallows out onto the glacial Island with the
others of their kind.  King Balton then drove Ironspike’s
dragon-forged steel into the ice and let its power surge
forth.  A boundary was formed. The glassine field hummed and
crackled with the power that would hold it in place for all of
time. The Battle of Coldfrost was over.  The feral Breed could
no longer ravage the mountain herds or rape and pillage in the
north.

One of the creatures stared at Mikahl from across the icy flow
that separated the Island from the rest of the world.  Mikahl
couldn’t help but wonder what the creatures would eat. The prison
they had just been confined to was nothing more than a solid slab
of ice that rarely thawed. A glance around the encampment at the
crimson stained tundra, and the gore strewn remains of his company
hardened him to their dismal fate. Let them starve. He had
no idea that someday he would have to face them again, but he
would.  And when it happened, good King Balton would be long
dead from Pael’s traitorous poison.   

Mikahl noticed one of his favorite sparring partners lying half
shredded in the snow and had to force back a tear. He took
Ironspike back from his King and dutifully ran to the pavilion to
put back in its sheath. The battlefield was so saturated with blood
that his boots left a trail of footprints across the carpeted floor
of the king’s quarters.  In all of his days, throughout all of
the wild adventures his grand destiny would bring him, he would
never forget the Battle of Coldfrost.  He would never forget
the blood.

Thus ends  The Blood of
Coldfrost (A Wardstone Short) by M.R. Mathias
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When the Royal Wizard of Westland poisons the king so that his
puppet prince can take the throne and start a continental war, a
young squire is forced to run for his life carrying the powerful
sword that his dying monarch burdened him with from the death
bed.

Two brothers find a magic ring and start on paths to becoming
the most powerful sort of enemies, while an evil young sorceress
unwillingly falls in love with the boy who is helping her collar a
dragon for her father. Her father just happens to be the Royal
Wizard, and despite his daughter’s feelings he would love nothing
more to sacrifice the boy.

All of these characters, along with the Wolf King of Wildermont,
the Lion Lord of Westland, and a magical hawk named Talon, are on a
collision course toward Willa the Witch Queen's palace in the
distant kingdom of Highwander. There, the very bedrock is formed of
the powerful magical substance called Wardstone. 

Who are the heroes? And will they get there before the Royal
Wizard and his evil hordes do?  

Whatever happens, the journey will be spectacular, and the
confrontation will be cataclysmic.

 

Get the 230+ page FREE sample of this
235,300 word 700 page masterpiece at www.Smashwords.com

Or just click this
link:     http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/22793

Here is a snippet:

More Westlanders were charging in from the north and south to
clog the way, some in organized groups, and some in stumbling
tangles.  From the road that led out to the Locar Crossing
Bridge, a huge band of Lord Abele’s Cavalry came charging past with
weapons drawn, their faces set for grim and bloody work. 
Seeing them, Glendar sighed with relief.  Up until that
moment, he’d thought that King Jarrek’s soldiers had had the
advantage.  He had thought it was all but over.  Now,
with so many of his men in sight, ready to drive the Wildermont
soldiers back behind the walls, he began to feel that smug
confidence returning to him.

Suddenly, from the top of the wall, a sizzling streak of yellow,
blazed down into the crowd of Westlanders at the mouth of the
gate.  Where it impacted, a man sized divot of dirt and debris
exploded up from the earth, causing the horses and men around it to
go flailing blindly into the heated battle.  A figure, robed
in black, with his hands raised up high, sent another blast, and
then another, into the fray below him.  At first, Glendar
thought it was Pael, but through the smoke and distance, he saw a
long, graying beard trailing from the sorcerers chin.  It was
Keedle, the Redwolf’s wizard.

As if he sensed Glendar’s eyes on him, the old wizard stopped
his attack, and met Glendar’s wide eyed gaze.  Across the
great distance, Glendar could see the rage and hatred burning on
Keedle’s face.  Then the moment was gone.  The wizard’s
next crackling blast was larger than the others had been.  It
shot like a bolt of lightning from his finger, across the open air,
over the battling men below him, towards the piked heads in front
of Glendar’s pavilion.  They, and the pavilion tent, exploded
up into a roiling ball of flaming debris.  In the sudden light
from the blaze, Glendar could see that the Redwolf soldiers were
pressing out of the gateway now.  More of them spilled out
into the bloody mix, and now his Westlanders were beginning to
fall.

From the north, more of his men were charging through the city
to join the battle, a few hundred it looked like.  He wasn’t
sure if that made him feel more confident or not.  As he
gained the saddle of an offered horse, he stood in the stirrups,
and looked southward.  There, a small group of soldiers, maybe
three dozen Wildermont Cavalrymen, were casually riding up toward
the gates.  A few of their number ranged ahead of them, and
dispatched any Westlander who dared to get in their path.  At
the front of the main group, a banner man carried King Jarrek’s
personal banner.  Glendar’s strained eyes could tell by the
brilliant red enameled armor that those men wore, and by the
glinting ruby eyed wolf skull mounted on their leader’s helmet,
that it was the Wolf King himself and his infamous Blood
Pack.  The realization sent a chill of terror and confusion
racing through him.  Why would King Jarrek risk himself when
his men were losing the battle so badly?  It didn’t make
sense.  Again Glendar wished Pael was there.  The wizard
had promised to take Castlemont down for him.  It seemed that
Pael had forgotten him.

Roark’s gasp brought Glendar’s attention back to the men riding
in from the north.  Glendar cursed at what he saw.  Then
he cursed Pael for not being there.

“I think we should get you to the bridge,” The big guardsmen
suggested.

Glendar didn’t have the heart to argue with him.  What he
had thought were a few hundred Westland soldiers coming in from the
north to tilt the battle in his favor, were really only a few dozen
Westlanders fleeing from several hundred Wildermont soldiers. 
To make things worse, another wizard, this one with dark hair and
white robes, was sending bright blue bolts of energy into the group
of fleeing Westlanders by the dozens.  Like glowing sapphire
arrows, the magical blasts shot forth from the wizard’s finger, one
after another, after another, as fast as he could point out a new
target.  Each magical pulse struck true and the victims fell,
only to be trampled flat as the Redwolf Cavalry rode them
over. 

Glendar didn’t want to watch, but he couldn’t seem to tear his
eyes away.  He wasn’t in immediate danger.  At least he
didn’t think so.  He still had six guardsmen, now mounted and
surrounding him, each of them looking more eager than the next to
be allowed to go join the battle.  Only a short gallop away
was the bridge.  He knew for certain that enough soldiers
remained there to discourage any pursuit back into Westland if he
was forced to cross back in retreat.

A knot of Westlanders, that had been too crowded into the mass
at the gateway to be effective, peeled off at the order of a
screaming captain.  Fifty men or more turned their horses, and
rode out to meet King Jarrek’s fearsome looking Blood Pack. 
One, two, and then a third Westlander fell to the huge swords of
the crimson clad wolf’s men.  The Westlanders appeared to be
overly matched, until a pike found a painted breast plate, and one
of the Redwolf’s men flipped backwards off of his horse, and
crashed to the ground.  Encouraged, the Westlanders roared
out, and went forward.  The battle graduated into a gleaming,
bloody frenzy.  Swords rose, fell, and swept through the air
in blood slinging arcs.  Men screamed in agony, horses reared,
and came twisting down on their sides, as pikes were rammed through
their chests and flanks.  A helmet flew spinning through the
air, smashed from a man’s head by the blow of a huge war
hammer.  King Jarrek, in his crimson armor, cut through
Westlanders like an explorer hacking his way through jungle
vegetation, with big heavy slashes that cleaved everything in their
path. 
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