


Preface

Who is Brek? That's a question that unravels a tale unlike any other. Brek was once a common
goblin, living in the shadows, serving a powerful wizard who resided in a grand castle carved
into the mountainside. This wizard, revered by dragons who believed he could save their kind
from extinction at the hands of trophy-hunting lords, had a dark secret.

Goblins typically shun the sunlight, preferring the comfort of darkness. They are often seen as
short, grimy creatures. But Brek was different. He was gentle, eager to serve someone of great
power, and believed his wizard master would take care of him. At first, it seemed so. Brek was
honored to be trained as a magic apprentice—a rare privilege for any goblin. Yet, the wizard
only taught him defensive spells, subtly manipulating Brek's mind to prevent him from learning
anything more powerful.

Over a year later, the wizard's true intentions became clear. Obsessed with the dragons' long
lifespans, he began experimenting with their DNA, using Brek as his test subject. The
transformations were drastic. Brek's body evolved from that of a goblin to something unique—a
humanoid form with dragon-like qualities. This transformation gave Brek a new disposition; he
became more determined and, at times, could come across as cranky and sharp-tongued. It wasn't
that he had turned cruel, but the changes had brought out a fiercer, more resolute side of him.

Present Day:

"Ah, here it is, my old journal," I say, feeling a rush of nostalgia. It's time to rewrite my tale, to
finally complete my story. These pages hold the pivotal moments of my life, not just as
memories, but as the essence of my journey—what I now call 'The Book of Brek.'

Revisiting these words reignites a sense of adventure within me. My story began 390 years ago
with an encounter that reshaped my destiny. Through a twist of fate, a wizard transformed me,
not just physically, but profoundly, indirectly teaching me the importance of reflection and
foresight. My story is a testament to the choices we make and their lasting impacts, a guide for
others to tread their paths with wisdom. Welcome to my life, my legacy, my 'Book of Brek.'

As I take a drink and sit down at my desk, my thoughts drift to how I should start the first words
of my new book, drawing from the rich tapestry of my journal entries to craft the beginning of
this new adventure.



THOUGHTS FROM THE PAST

It was as if waking up from a dreadful dream, a dream you’d have after binging on a questionable
barrel of sour brandy. I came to in the lab but didn't remember much before that, only laying in a
pool of blood. Oh, please let that be someone else’s and not mine, 1 told myself.

I know this place. Why is it so dark? A name drifts up, I think it’s mine. YES, it is coming
back! My name is Brek, and this is my teacher's lab. His name, what is it? I must recall before he
returns. What is it? What? What? Such pain! What has happened, and why am I here covered in
blood?

As I turned my head to survey the dim confines of the room, a piercing agony tore through
me, like countless icy talons ruthlessly burrowing into my flesh. Each attempt to move felt as if [
were crawling through barbed wire, my spine caught in an unyielding vise. The ache was no dull
throb; it was a vivid reminder of the surgery I must have endured. Shadows danced along the walls,
mocking my feeble attempts to piece together the fragmented memories of how I came to be in
such a state. My mind, a whirlpool of confusion and fear, clung desperately to the name 'Brek' as
the only beacon of identity in this sea of uncertainty.

I winced, clutching my back as I shuffled across the floor. Every motion sent sharp spasms up
my spine, contorting my face in discomfort. My eyes darted to the cluttered desk piled with papers,
there had to be answers there.

Staggering towards the desk I stopped at a sink, I caught a glimpse of myself in the small,
grimy mirror mounted above it. The reflection staring back was both familiar and alien. My skin
was dark grey, hard, scaled like dragon hide. As I raised my hands to my face, surprise took hold
at the sight of how elongated they had become, tipped with razor-sharp claws, all trimmed except
the one on my left index finger. Leaning closer, the reflection unveiled a face that sparked a flurry
of memories; suddenly, I was confronted with the realization that this was not the face I
remembered. It had transformed—not with the goblin features of my past, but into something more
formidable, with enlarged traits and a nose that bore an uncanny resemblance to that of a man. My
tongue flicked out, forked and sinuous, betraying my speech with a hiss that felt both strange and
natural.



Turning slightly, the worst of the pain flared from where wings—vast, bat-like appendages
that extend to the ground—were anchored to my shoulders. The area throbbed intensely, a cruel
reminder of the surgery and the profound alterations my body had undergone. These wings, while
a symbol of my newfound might, were also the source of an agony that seemed to pulse with every
beat of my heart.

I washed as best I could, water running in rivulets over my dragon-like scales, each droplet a
stark contrast to my transformed physique. Thoughts raced through my mind as I looked again in
the mirror, seeing not just the physical changes but sensing the deep, irrevocable shift within my
very being. No longer merely a goblin; [ was something else entirely, a creature of myth, straddling
two worlds.

With a deep, steady breath, I turned from the mirror's truth, the reality of my reflection - a
fusion of dragon and goblin, marked by wings that bespoke a power I was only beginning to
comprehend. I approached the desk with a mixture of dread and determination, hoping to find any
clue that explained this transformation.

My gaze landed on a leather-bound journal. My breath hitched as I noticed the name etched
into the cover: "Brek." This was my journal. My fingers trembled as I opened it, the pages crackled
as I flipped through, glancing at the many entries that were written. "This... this is mine, it must
be," I whispered to the empty room, the words barely audible above the pounding of my heart.

With a deep breath, I flipping to the last entry, I prayed the scrawled words would unlock the
secrets of my mind. "Here we go," I muttered, my eyes scanning the familiar yet distant
handwriting. "7cme for another rowund of treatmenss,” 1 read aloud, the words echoing in the
quiet room.

My own voice sounded foreign as I continued,

(Jowrnal entry day 126) Time for another round of freatments, Balasar'y adyice... |
must frigt O I've gone foo far nows learning magic under hiy fufelage, soon fo- be fhe
only goblin capable of casting spells. Once | grow-powerfid, | can be magter of my own,
and. the other gobling will follow- me for once. Time fo- fake more pain, and [ hope /
Aot forget so- much this fime. [F [ dos and | am reading this nows go- back fo-day 5 of
when [ startfed thes jorunal, and yow will understand a liffle better. Remember, your
name o Brek:

“I flipped back through the pages, looking for the entry to day 5. I began to read.” (Jowwsrnal
entry day 5) The trangformation s working. That crazy wizard i brilliant [ wonder
f my friends and family will recognize me when [ refin: | look less like a goblin
every day. The dragon fralfs are changing me. Wayg the fradeotf | made for Balasar fo-
reach me fo- wge magic was worth him changing my, ok, what-did he call o2 DNA,
that’s ot He sald giving me some dragon blood wordd helpp me become who- | wanted fo-
be: | woudd haye more strength, cnfelligence, and much more that he & unaware of
Inerediple: | have wingsy now: Small, but Balagar says they'lL grow—other gobling will
be ennlovs: Not-a bad deal for a young goblin:



I paused, my fingers trembling as they hovered over the journal's page. "So, the wings are
real," I muttered, awe and worry mingling. Leaning back, I tried to process the revelations
unfolding before me. The journal lay open in my lap, serving as a gateway to a past I couldn't fully
recall. Taking a deep breath, I continued to read each line a desperate hope to reclaim more than
just the wizard's name.

I had just began to read again when a tall, cloaked figure entered, breaking my focus. He
moved silently, the rich blue of his robe catching the dim light. Gold trim traced intricate runes,
their meanings eluded me. He looked young, in his early thirties, but exhaustion clung to him like
a shadow. His eyes, dark and heavy-lidded, hinted at countless sleepless nights, as though he bore
the weight of something far greater than his years should carry.

"I see you are reading that journal,” the wizard said, concern threading his voice. “Do you
know who we are?"

“I think so, but I don’t remember what happened—how I ended up here, why my back hurts,
or why there’s blood everywhere.”

"Oh, that's from your treatments,” he replied. “The blood is because I had to operate on your
back. I had to remove scar tissue from where your wings were coming in; they should grow
properly now. Tell me; how long did it take for you to recall your name?"

"Almost instantly."
"Good, good, that means the treatments are working, and your body is adjusting."
"If you say so, Balasar."

"Indeed. Now clean up and meet me later." Balasar ordered, pointing to a washroom in the
corner of the lab as he strode through the door without another glance.

Now that the conversation was over, my thoughts went back to the pain, less pain, but
desperate for some relief. I staggered across the lab, each step a reminder of my aching body. I
reached the washroom, and there was a small, cramped shower. It was far from inviting but
promised a momentary escape from the pain.

I glanced at the clothes piled neatly nearby. Hesitating momentarily, I picked up a shirt,
holding it against my body. It fit perfectly, which was unsettling yet comforting. Someone had
anticipated my needs. Slipping out of the grimy gown that clung to my skin, I squeezed into the
tiny space, my hand brushed against a bar of soap perched precariously on the ledge. Its surface
was encrusted with dirt and grime, a silent testament to its frequent use. Seeing it was oddly
comforting, a connection to a routine I couldn't remember. As I ran the soap over my body, I could
feel layers of dirt, blood and discomfort washing away. Water traced new, unfamiliar muscles and
ridges on my back, and for a moment, I let the warm stream try to cleanse the confusion clouding
my mind.



As I stood revitalized after the shower, thoughts of Kal wove through my consciousness, rich
with the history, our friendship had begun soon after I arrived, when everyone else kept their
distance. A mere goblin amidst giants, it was Kal who bridged the gap between me and this new,
formidable world. His presence was like a lighthouse guiding a ship through a stormy night; in
him, I found an ally, a mentor, and, most importantly, a friend.

Kal, the pearl dragon, was unlike any being I had ever encountered. With scales that
shimmered like a cascade of pearls under the moonlight, he was a spectacle of nature's artistry.
But it wasn't just his appearance that set him apart; it was his spirit, his wisdom, and his kindness.
The other dragons, those ancient beings that roamed the skies and perched atop the castle's highest
towers, regarded him with a mixture of respect and wariness. They deemed him unnatural, an
aberration from their storied lineage. It was this shared sense of otherness that initially drew us
together.

I, a transformed goblin still grappling with my new reality, found in Kal a patient listener, a
gentle guide through my confusion and fear. He, in turn, found solace in our conversations, a
respite from the solitude that his unique nature imposed upon him. Together, we navigated the
complexities of life within these ancient walls, our bond forged in the fires of shared isolation and
mutual understanding.

The moment I stepped outside, Kal descended from the heavens, his majestic wings parting
the air with grace and power. His pearl-like scales caught the sunlight, casting a radiant glow that
seemed to envelop him in an ethereal aura. "Brek!" His voice, booming yet imbued with warmth,
carried a mix of concern and relief. "I hoped to be back before you woke."

Approaching him, I was reminded of our first meeting—the awe and wonder I had felt in the
presence of such a magnificent creature, and how those feelings had evolved into a deep, enduring
friendship. "Kal, ... it's my wings," I managed to say, the pain evident in my voice.

With a gentleness that belied his formidable size, His touch, light as a feather, began the
process of healing. As warmth spread through my back, easing the agony, I was transported back
to those early days of our friendship when Kal had first shown me the power of his healing magic.
"Why does it hurt so much every time?" I asked, each word laced with the trust and openness that
had come to define our relationship.

Kal sighed, a sound that seemed to carry the weight of centuries. "Balasar's experiments are...
taxing," he confessed, his voice a low rumble. "He pushes your body to its limits. I wish he'd be

more cautious."

In his words, I heard not just the caution of a friend but the protection of a brother. "I just want
this to end," I whispered, the strength in my voice returning as the pain receded.

As he finished his work, Kal looked at me with a seriousness that spoke volumes. "You're
strong, Brek. Stronger than you realize. But even strength has its limits."

With my newly healed wings, I felt a rush of gratitude, "Thank you, Kal."



He nodded, the solemnity of his expression unwavering. "I must go. Balasar sent me on a task,
and that can't be delayed."

"Will I ever be free from him?" I asked a hint of desperation in my voice.

Kal's gaze met mine, piercing and intense. "In time, Brek. Remember, your destiny is yours
to shape, not Balasar's to dictate."

Watching him soar into the sky, his form shrinking against the vast expanse, I felt a surge of
affection and admiration. Our friendship, a rare and precious thing, had been my lifeline in this
strange new existence. Kal, with his wisdom, his compassion, and his pearl-like scales, was more
than just a dragon; he was my friend, a source of light in the darkest of times.

Turning towards the castle, I could feel the weight of its presence. With its dark, towering
walls, the fortress stood as a constant reminder of Balasar's hold over me. However, Kal's words
still echoed in my mind, igniting a spark of hope and defiance.

"I will not be caged," I whispered to myself, feeling the fire of ambition stirring within. "I
will rise. I will show everyone what a true Goblin infused with the might of dragons is capable
of".

Gazing at the castle, a plan began to take shape—a plan to claim the life that had been
promised and break free from Balasar's grip. 'Change is coming,' the murmur carried with it a
hardened resolve. And with that change, destiny would be seized.

Walking towards the main entrance, I felt humbled by the enormity of the structure and the
task ahead of me, but with each step, my determination grew stronger. The cold, unyielding stone
of the walls stood as a challenge to my resolve. Yes, the castle symbolized Balasar's reign. Still,
to me, it would become a steppingstone to freedom, a bastion to conquer on my path to self-
actualization.

skeksk

As the night deepened, I retired to my room in a routine never forgotten. Before turning in, I
dipped my quill into the inkwell, its blackness seeping onto the parchment as I began another entry
into my journal (Pay 227) I've lived in Balagar’s casfle for over a year, yet oF stll feels
Sforeign: My fingers twitched with frustration as I recalled the imposing structure that had become
my home.

Nestled cn the heartof the moundtaing, the castle’s vast-hally and endlesy covridors
UL held mysterces | had yet fo- wnvayel. Balasar's presence permearted every stone and
shadow — an wnrelensfing reminder of his power. His knowledge s vast; 1 penned,
choosing my words carefully. every day wnder his frutelage offers new- insights into- magic
and might



My quill paused as I weighed how much to reveal. At times the castle feels like a cage,
though I dare not write that plainly. For more than four months the trangformation hag

adyanced, | continued, deciding to note my physical changes instead. 7he dragon blovd witin
me g a sowpce of remarkable sfrengtiv and potential. Balasar assures me that [ will

I glanced at the darkening sky beyond the window, thinking of Kal’s visit earlier. 7/4e
groundy tfeamed with dragons, | wrote. Thedr majesty s a scghtfo- behotld, their wisdom
ayg deepr ag the movndaing themselyes:

leaning back, I reflected on Balasar’s unsettling reach. His influence seems to fill every
corridor, I continued, choosing my words carefully. Even tHie dragons, withv all tHheir power

and groce, feel bound by iy wills A hearinessy lingery i the air, o fersion Hat will
not Uft:

The costle iy a place of secrets, and not all of Hemww are wirispered un darkness. Ay |
walk these hally, | sense sometiving brewing —sometiving that will change everytiving.
The future b wneertodn, bt | can feel UF i e very stones:

The words flowed onto the page. Finishing the entry, 1 felt the fire of ambition burning
within, driving me toward the destiny I know awaits.

"Let the rumors of war spread," I whispered into the dark. "Change is coming, and with it, the
chance to seize the life I truly desire."

With that final thought, I closed the journal. The ink dried, locking away my words—part
truth, part caution. My path might not always align with Balasar's, but for now, these pages contain
only what is safe.

I sat in the dim room, anger simmering like a cauldron on the verge of boiling over. "Balasar,"
I hissed, the name seething through clenched teeth. "Trusting you may be my greatest folly." The
walls seemed to swallow the bitterness in my voice, wrapping me in a fog of my own making.

I recalled my first days within the castie—how vivid my anticipation had been, how eager |
was to delve into the arcane, fueled by tales of wizards and their vast, uncharted powers. My initial
encounter with Balasar had been nothing short of awe-inspiring: the grandeur of his presence, the
electric hum of magic swirling around him like a cloak. He spoke of potential, of unlocking
mysteries of the arcane together. My heart blazed with hope and admiration, my thoughts dizzy
with possibility.

Hope sustained me through early trials. Each task felt a steppingstone toward true knowledge.
There were days filled with a sense of achievement, moments when Balasar offered a rare nod of



approval. In those moments I saw him as a mentor, a guide to the realms of power I so desperately
sought.

Yet, as weeks stretched into months, the sheen of that initial promise tarnished. Doubts crept
in, whispering: Is this all? Am [ doomed to be an errand boy? But even as these questions gnawed
at me, I would shake them off, convincing myself that patience was the key. "Great wizards are
not made in a day," I would remind myself, clinging to the hope that each menial task was another
lesson, another step toward my ultimate transformation.

But with time, the disparity between the dream of apprenticeship and its reality became harder
to ignore. The castle, once a symbol of magical potential, now felt more like a prison, its secrets
sealed behind doors I could not open. Balasar, once revered, now seemed more jailor than mentor,
his secrets and power barricaded from me.

The stark reality of my apprenticeship under Balasar was a far cry from the mystical journey
I had envisioned. Instead of unlocking the secrets of the cosmos, I found myself relegated to the
mundane: fetching obscure ingredients from the castle's shadowed recesses and wiped dust from
relics older than memory. "Is this what apprentice means?" I often found myself pondering in the
quiet of the castle's endless corridors. "A servant, while Balasar ensconces himself within his
study, surrounded by his precious secrets and hoarded power?"

A sudden, pulsing thought broke through the frustration — the possibility of change. I rose,
restless energy coursing through me. I would not remain trapped in this oppressive existence,
chained to the whims of a deceitful master. I was destined for more. "Let him underestimate me,"
I whispered fiercely, my breath creating a ghostly mist on the cold windowpane. His
underestimation would be his undoing.

Determination blazed, lighting a path I knew I must take. Turning away from the window, I
felt the journal's weight in my hands, its cover warm and familiar. "Power, respect, strength — they
are within reach," I vowed. “And I'll stop at nothing to claim them.”

With that promise echoing in my thoughts, I prepared for bed, the night's darkness cloaking
my burgeoning plans.

koksk

The chill of the stone floor greeted me each morning, the cold seeping into my bones as I
stumbled towards the small basin in the corner. Splashing the icy water on my face jolted my
senses, a sharp reminder that a new day had begun. As I rubbed the sleep from my eyes, I glanced
at my journal and reread last night’s entry, making sure [ hadn’t accidentally revealed how furious
I truly felt. Day 128, I noted—which put my stay at a little over a year—and wondered whether
today might be different. Would Balasar recognize my potential and grant the power I so
desperately sought?



Each day began with the same commands from Balasar's deep, echoing voice, "Fetch this,
Brek," or "Clean that." I slogged through a parade of menial duties: sweeping, polishing relics,
washing beakers and vials, and tending the hearth. Every chore struck my pride, a stinging
reminder of how far I was from the apprenticeship I had imagined.

"Is this all I am to you?" I muttered while scrubbing a stubborn stain on one of Balasar's robes.
"A mere servant, a pawn to be used and discarded?"

“Talking to yourself again, green-skin?” sneered Krazik, a castle regular who relished
belittling anyone he considered inferior. “You know what they say about those who talk to
themselves.”

I clenched my jaw, eyes still on the robe. "Enlighten me."

"They're mad," he said, leaning against the wall, with practiced arrogance. "Or maybe just
desperate."

"Perhaps we're not so different," I shot back, finally meeting his gaze. "Given your delight in
tormenting others."

"Watch your tongue, little goblin," Krazik warned, eyes narrowing. "Balasar's favor doesn't
make you untouchable."

"Is that a threat?" My pulse quickened, though I kept my fear hidden.
"Consider it a reminder," he replied before leaving me to my thoughts.

Encounters like this only deepened my isolation. Even the servants cast sideways looks, their
whispers reinforcing that I was an outsider—something between worlds. The feeling gnawed at
me day after day, yet it also fanned the quiet fire of resolve burning in my chest.

koksk

As I performed my chores, frustration coiled tighter with every sweep of the broom; yet |
anchored myself to fleeting memories of Balasar’s rare kindness—one well-timed shield spell, a
single crumb of arcane insight—small glints that kept ambition burning even down in the
drudgery’s depths.

“Is this truly all there is for me, or does something greater wait just beyond reach?” I
wondered, rinsing ash from my sleeves.

For now, I could only serve, learn, and endure, but in the castle’s long shadows I longed for
the day when I would break free, proving to Balasar and myself that [ was destined for something
greater.

I faced a towering wall of dust-laden tomes, my heart sagging beneath the sheer volume.
Balasar had ordered me to catalogue his vast library, a task sure to devour days if not weeks.



“Every book must be recorded and shelved by subject,” he’d said, a faint edge of malice
sharpening his tone. “And don’t you dare skim them for knowledge—your curiosity can wait.”

I began the laborious task with a heavy sigh, lifting each ancient volume. Dust mushroomed
around me, coating my skin in a film of gray and setting off a string of relentless sneezes.
“Ugh, unbearable,” I muttered, rubbing stinging eyes. I knew better than to voice my complaints
aloud. My loyalty to Balasar shackled me, and these tasks were another test of my resolve.

Hours blurred into days. I scoured cauldrons after Balasar’s experiments, scrubbed floors until
raw knuckles throbbed, and trekked to the castle’s furthest corners for obscure ingredients. Each
chore felt more demeaning than the last, deliberate weights meant to grind spirit into powder.

“Here you go, Brek,” said Lira, a servant who at least offered politeness, handing me an
overflowing basket of laundry. “Another load for the master’s chambers.”
“Thank you, Lira,” I replied, forcing a smile as I shouldered the burden and trudged the echoing
hallway. Bitter thoughts swirled: every folded robe another reminder that real power still lay out
of reach.

“Am I nothing but a servant?”” | mused, my hands moving automatically as I hung the clothes.
“Just a pawn for his whims?”’

Beneath my calm exterior, anger simmered; I clenched aching fists, feeling the raw sting of
my skin, and remembered Balasar's promises — power, respect, strength—each sounding hollower
with every sunset.

[ knew I couldn't continue this way. My dreams of becoming a sorcerer were slipping through
my fingers like sand. I couldn't let them vanish completely.

"Balasar," 1 vowed quietly as the sun set, casting a fading glow on the castle walls, "I will
claim the power you promised. I refuse to be trapped in this life any longer."

And with that vow, as the castle was enveloped in twilight, I swore to do whatever it took to
break free from my servitude and seize the strength and respect I yearned for. But for now, [ must
attend my evening practices with Balasar.

koksk

The acrid smell of burning sulfur permeated the air as Balasar's deep voice echoed through
the dimly lit chamber. I stood at the center, my heart racing, fists clenched at my sides, trying to
absorb his words amidst my inner turmoil.

"Remember, Brek, these spells are for your protection," Balasar intoned, his hands weaving
intricate patterns. "But this is only the beginning."

"Beginning?" I muttered, my frustration simmering. "When will I learn more than just
defense?"

Balasar seemed to ignore my murmurings, guiding me through the incantation. My hands
mirrored Balasar’s hands as I traced the glowing sigils in the air, feeling their pulsing power.

"Good," Balasar praised, though his eyes were distant, detached. "You're improving. Soon,
you'll be ready for more advanced magic."



"More advanced?" My patience frayed; I couldn't contain my impatience. "When, Balasar?
When will I be ready for more than these basic spells?"

He looked at me, his gaze piercing. "Patience, Brek. True power is only for those who earn it.
You still have much to learn."

"Patience," I scoffed inwardly. His idea of patience felt like stagnation.

"Fine," I managed to say, suppressing my resentment. [ knew I had to endure his tests to gain
the power I sought.

"Let's continue then," I said, steadying my voice. "Teach me another defensive spell."

"Very well," Balasar acquiesced, explaining the new spell.

As I practiced, my mind was haunted by one thought: when would I break free from these
rudimentary lessons and grasp the power and respect [ was promised?

"Focus," Balasar's sharp command jolted me back to reality. "Master this before we proceed."

"Move on," I repeated silently, longing for more. Does he not see my desperation for greater
power?

"Understood," I replied, channeling my frustration into concentration.

"Very good," Balasar said as I completed the spell. "We'll resume your training tomorrow."

"Tomorrow," I echoed, the word laden with hidden aspirations and dreams yet to be realized.

skoksk

I lay awake deep into the night, my mind ablaze with a burning desire for freedom and power.
As I lay there, strategizing my ascent to power, I caught the murmur of hushed voices outside my
door. Stealthily, I was moved to listen, pressing my ear against the rough wood.

"...rumors of war," came a whisper, urgent and low. "Lords gathering armies, a storm brewing
for battle."

"War?" The fear in the other voice was palpable. "Why now? And who is the enemy?"

"Who can say? But change is in the air. The impending conflict will not leave this castle
untouched."

"Quiet!" the first voice cautioned. "We don't want Balasar to hear such talk!"

"Right, right," the second voice agreed, their tone a note of apprehension. "Stay in his favor."

Their voices faded into the distance, but their words ignited a spark within me. War — could
this be the turning point I had been waiting for? An opportunity to demonstrate my capabilities, to
show Balasar and the world that I was more than he perceived?

"War is on the horizon," I whispered, a surge of adrenaline coursing through me. "It brings
change, a chance to show Balasar that [ am ready to claim my rightful power."

Standing in my chamber, determination surged within me like molten steel. The world was
shifting, and I wouldn't be left behind. I would rise to power and leave behind Balasar's castle and
his hollow promises to pursue my dreams.

In the dim glow of my chamber, the candle's flickering light cast eerie shadows on the walls.
I sat at my desk, my journal opened before me, its pages were a testament to my life within
Balasar's castle. Yet, [ had to be cautious with my words, always mindful that Balasar's eyes might
one day peruse these pages.

(Jovwrnal entry day 128) Dear Book, 1 penned, the quill's scratch a solitary sound in the

quiet room. 7oday, Balasa had me practicing my spelly and he Aid teach me a new
protection spell, It coudd be a good spell becavse of leds me feleport an object from one
place to-another, that-cowdd definitely be handy. The interesting thing today was when



whispers of unrest reached my ears: Beyond these casfle wally, chaos sfirs, a distantcall
fo- something greater.

I paused, letting the ink dry. 7he windy of change are wpon w1 continued, cautiously
coding my true feelings. / remain forever loyal fo- Balasar, serving diligently as his
apprentice, learning and growing under his guidance.

The sharp scent of ink filled the air as I chose my words carefully. Each day presents new~
challenges, new-lesgsony from the magter. [ am gratefidl for the knowledqge Balasar cmparts
and the skilly he bestows:

My heart thudded with unsaid thoughts as I reflected on the overheard conversations. Was &5
brewing, an opporfunity for learning and demonstrating the arts Balasar feaches: /
shall observe, absorb; and wge these fimes fo- hone my craft:

I wrote of ambition but masked it in humility. One day, perhaps, the name Brek Stonefoort
wWill be known for oy associafion with grearness, a fesfament fo- the magter’s feaching.

"Time is a curious thing," I mused, glancing at the fading candle. Each Aday adds fo- my
knowledge and grengthens my resolye. The magic within me grows, an eyolufion
fostered by my esteemed mentor.

In veiled words, I expressed hidden defiance. Balagar guides me, shaping my path. But
within me lies a spirit that yearns for a joruney. A fire stirs, kindling my aspiration
to- reach new- heights:

Letthis entry mark my jounrney, | concluded, signing with care. Brek Stonefoots a name
that will one day be synonymors with the power and wisdom gained wnder Balasars
tdelage. | embrace the challenges apead and am commditted fo- achieving the greafness
lald owdt for me:

Extinguishing the candle, I lay down, the journal clutched close. In the darkness, my heart

surged with unspoken resolve and a quiet hope for a future where I would seize my destiny far
beyond the reach of Balasar's shadow.



