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        Ramus and the Savage Slasher


        
The ad­ven­tures of Ra­mus are epic ad­ven­tures seen by a man who lived in his own re­al­i­ty. But for the i­n­san­i­ty of his words, there is no doubt that Ra­mus was more than ca­pa­ble war­rior able to back his words.
—The Cu­ri­ous Life of Ra­mus of Sa­ra­dan

It was dark and steamy night along the canals of Padirnin City. The moon shone be­tween the dark fi­ngers of clouds and the light sparkled off the rain-slicked cob­ble­stones. A foul wind rip­pled down the streets, kick­ing up mist and pa­pers to swirl them a­ro­und Ra­mus’ boots as he strode down the street.

The broad-shoul­dered man wore a heavy tu­nic of the bright­est white, a shi­ning star of mas­culin­i­ty in a world that wrapped it­self in del­i­cate suits and sword canes. No, Ra­mus fol­lowed the old ways, born from for­bid­den jun­gles of Sa­ra­dan and raised by a tribe of mys­tics and war­riors. He ne­eded no sword, only the raw pow­er of his naked fists and the swell of his chest.

He had just come from the Uni­ver­si­ty of Padirnin af­ter pre­sent­ing his new tech­nique for forg­ing steel that could cut through stone. The idea came to him while he was fre­e­ing the Vil­lage of Stone Creek from an pack of ry­ochevnons. It only took a man of his bril­li­ance a month to per­fect the for­mu­la and forge a we­apon as proof.

Even when he fin­ished to the ap­pla­use of the co­un­try’s great­est minds, all mar­veling at the wo­nders of his i­ntel­lect, he stu­nned them by do­nat­ing the women to the uni­ver­si­ty in­stead of ke­e­ping it for him­self. It was the great­est we­apon of the age, but Ra­mus ne­eded noth­ing but his fists.

Brim­ming with the glow of the ac­co­lades of the en­tire uni­ver­si­ty, it didn’t ca­use Ra­mus’ head to swell nor his chest to rise with pride. He did it pure­ly to help oth­ers, dol­ing out the se­crets when the world was ready to un­der­stand. It was for the greater good, noth­ing more.

Ra­mus smiled and took a deep breath, breath­ing in the misty air and let­ting it out with a rush. The air trem­bled with his mighty breath, but he was ca­re­ful not to re­lease the pow­er of Fourth For­bid­den God of Sa­ra­dan for some­thing as triv­ial as blo­wing the storm away.

He strode down the street with pur­pose, lo­o­king for one more way of help­ing the city be­fore he was forced to slum­ber in the man­sion he owned near the ce­nter of town. He knew there was so­me­one in da­nger out there, there al­ways was when he was strolling the streets. He took an­oth­er deep breath, this time to sam­ple the air. It stank of evil and the stench would not let him sleep un­til it was van­quished.

Stretch­ing out his hands, Ra­mus called on the Third For­bid­den God of Sa­ra­dan. He wove his fi­ngers into the mys­ti­cal pat­terns he learned from watch­ing the Sa­cred Wa­ter­fall of Kava­doom. His sens­es radi­ated out from his fi­ngers, rip­pling on the winds as his vi­sion expa­nded as if he was lo­o­king down at the city. Waves of pow­er coursed through him, kick­ing up rain from the streets and wash­ing it clean with the scent of flow­ers that no mor­tal man—be­sides him­self–had ever sniffed.

His sens­es traced along the streets, rolling down the streets of the slumbe­ring city he now called his own. He sensed a cou­ple in steamy em­brace. As his sens­es passed over him, he let his mind for­get what he saw but not be­fore a brief men­tal cri­tique of the gen­tle­man’s lack of skill in the art of pas­sion.

A few blocks down, he felt a store front that had an un­locked door. With a twist of his mind, he in­spect­ed the store, fo­und that the key was not in­side, and locked the door for the own­er.

Ra­mus was a­bout to stretch out his sens­es into the sur­ro­und­ing forests when he heard it. A scream for help! So­me­one was in da­nger!

“Sev­en For­bid­den Gods of Sa­ra­dan!” he cried and rushed to help. His boots crushed rocks as he spri­nted down the road, shat­tered by the very force of his need to res­cue the help­less damsel! He blast­ed his way across streets and blocks, eat­ing up the dis­tances in a quar­ter of the time that mere mor­tal men requ­ired.

The cries came from a fog-filled street near the canals of the city. He could hear her de­spe­rate whim­pers, the rapid beat of her heart, and the stench of fresh­ly spilled blood. It was hers!

With a growl, he charged with noth­ing but his bare hands in front of him. The fog peeled back to re­veal the evil that stalked his vic­tim. It was a black-ski­nned dev­il from the sav­age deserts! A crea­ture so foul that the evil ca­used his eyes to burn with green flames!

At his feet, his vic­tim was splayed out on the gro­und. Blood scored the side of her body, te­a­ring open her blo­use. Ra­mus could see blood ooz­ing down her side and pool­ing in the cracks of the cob­ble stones.

The crea­ture lift­ed its hand. There were claws at the end! They dripped with po­ison!

Ra­mus had to do some­thing! With a mighty roar, he charged. The rocks shat­tered un­der­neath his feet! The air trem­bled with the might of his bel­low! He swung his fist!

The blow caught the de­mon in the shoul­der. The im­pact which would have snapped a mor­tal man’s bones only shook the dev­il and spoiled the po­i­so­ning slash. The claws pierced the woman’s side a­gain! They cut into her side! They cut her corset! Blood! It splat­tered a­gainst the cob­ble­stones!

The black-ski­nned dev­il stag­gered back and snarled at Ra­mus.

Ra­mus growled back, the pow­er­ful rum­ble of his mighty chest far lo­uder than the foul de­mon’s cry.

The crea­ture slashed at Ra­mus!

Ra­mus blocked the crea­ture’s wrist with his left hand. He punched with his right! Mus­cles born of years of slav­ery pum­meled the crea­ture, crack­ing bone and cru­shing or­gans. He punched a­gain, mov­ing faster than mor­tals could see1

The dev­il cried out but wasn’t stag­gered! He slashed a­gain! This time sco­ring three wo­unds a­gainst Ra­mus’ shoul­der! Po­i­son burned through his ve­ins, blacke­ning them in­stant­ly as it raced for his heart.

Ra­mus drew back to punch a­gain, this time with the force that could shat­ter a build­ing.

The foul crea­ture slashed a­gain, mov­ing faster than any mor­tal man. But this time, he was a­i­ming for the help­less woman!

Un­able to take the o­pe­ning to slay the beast, Ra­mus moved with blind­ing speed! He sco­oped up the woman! He pulled her close to his pow­er­ful, mus­cu­lar chest and dove back be­fore the foul de­mon’s claws could end her life!

The stones shat­tered from the po­i­so­nous fangs struck the road in­stead of her flesh. The crea­ture screamed out in words that no civ­i­lized man would ever let pass his lips. It was the cry of a vici­ous beast los­ing his prey.

Ra­mus didn’t run away. He didn’t re­treat from bat­tle. The yo­ung woman ne­eded him! Her wo­unds were too griev­ous to sur­vive long and there was ven­om flo­wing through her pale skin. But, he couldn’t heal her in the pre­sence of the beast, so he with­drew to nobly save her!

He raced back to­ward the ne­arest heal­ers, the map of the city burned with crys­tal clar­i­ty across his mind. He could not for­get any­thing, it was his curse, but it was one he so­mehow man­aged to sur­vive.

Lo­o­king down, he could see the black ve­ins were cre­e­ping up her neck. No mat­ter how fast he could run, he couldn’t sum­mon the speed to bring her to the heal­ers who wouldn’t be able to save her fast e­nough. It had to be him! He had to save her!

Jerk­ing to a stop, he dove into an al­ley and raced along the oth­er side. His speed picked up garbage which tum­bled be­hind him! He shat­tered wi­ndows with the force of his pass­ing!

A few blocks away was one of Ra­mus’ many man­sions. He raced for­ward, hold­ing one hand in front of him. The front door shat­tered! The run flut­tered be­hind him as he spri­nted up the stairs! Mo­ments lat­er, he burst into the bed­room and threw her down on the bed as he pre­pared to save her life!

He grabbed the front of her dress and pulled. Mighty mus­cles, hard­ened into rocks with his years of slav­ery and the mys­tic tra­i­ning of his for­bid­den mas­ters, surged and the fab­ric tore! His grip re­n­dered the dress and the corset un­der­neath, te­a­ring open and re­veal­ing her most pri­vate of se­crets to his gaze!

Ra­mus trained his mind to look away from the beau­ty that the Di­vine Cou­ple had graced the poor woman and peeled back the fab­ric from the wo­und that gushed griev­ous­ly. Blood so­aked into the fab­ric of her clothes and into the bla­nket un­der­neath. She wouldn’t sur­vive with­out his help!

Rais­ing his hands, he sum­moned the pow­er of the Sev­enth For­bid­den God of Sa­ra­dan. Green light­ing stre­aked from the sky! It lit up the room as it crack­led with a force of one of the lost gods, sco­ring the walls and car­pets with the sheer pow­er. He turned his hand down and plant­ed it a­gainst her wo­und. He could feel the heat of her inju­ries as well as her body. The curve of her hip and swell of her breast tick­led his sens­es. His steel mind forced the sen­sa­tions of her pri­vate parts from his palm, though it took all of his tra­i­ning to do so.

The green pow­er of the For­bid­den God sank into her body, the jun­gle myste­ries bri­n­ging forth the pow­er of heal­ing. U­nderneath his hands, he felt the skin seal­ing up and the wo­und fad­ing. The black ve­ins of the desert dev­il fad­ed into the dusky blue that the Di­vine Gods i­n­te­nded. He cle­a­nsed her blood, cu­ring her of a child­hood ill­ness as he re­pa­ired the dam­age the dev­il had wrought. He even fo­und a mole and used noth­ing but the pow­er of the For­bid­den God to re­move it from her near­ly per­fect skin.

With an af­ter­thought, he re­moved the po­ison from his own body. The foul­ness wouldn’t have stopped him, but he e­njoyed the pu­ri­ty of his own mus­cu­lar body. It was noth­ing for so­me­one blessed by the For­bid­den Gods.

Mo­ments lat­er, he pulled his large hand back from her nu­bile flesh. Even the blood that so­aked into her dress was gone! The skin was un­blem­ished! She was healed!

The pow­er of the For­bid­den God fled him, with­draw­ing un­til it was once a­gain ne­eded by the great­est hero in the land.

The woman’s eyes flut­tered. She mo­aned as she o­pened her eyes, her crys­talline brown gaze lo­o­king up at the man who saved her. “It’s you,” she breathed, her chest ris­ing and falling with her gro­wing exci­te­ment.

“Yes,” he said sim­ply.

Ra­mus knew what she wa­nted, the flush of her cheeks and the peb­bled crests that rose for him. But, he couldn’t e­njoy the re­wards of his res­cue un­til evil was de­fe­ated.

With a snap of his hand, he grabbed the bla­nket un­der­neath her and whipped it out! Her body shud­dered once, si­n­king into the soft mat­tress. He spread the bla­nket over her ex­posed skin, cove­ring the de­lec­table flesh with a bla­nket giv­en to him by a thank­ful tribe from the jun­gles. He tucked her in and stood up.

He was a hero and he had evil to once a­gain de­feat.

Walk­ing away took all of the willpow­er he had earned from his years of study­ing with the mas­ters of the steppes. The old mas­ters taught him to re­sist all dis­com­forts, even the mighty ones that would ca­use a less­er man to sub­mit and his trousers to tear.

Turn­ing a­ro­und, he stormed down the stairs and back into the street. He once a­gain called on the pow­er of the Third For­bid­den God of Sa­ra­dan, the pow­er of ob­ser­va­tion. The smell of lost flow­ers sur­ro­u­nded him in a ca­ress of heat and mois­ture be­fore spread­ing out across the streets. In his mind, the map of the city laid out for his gaze, not un­like the woman up­stairs.

He sought out the evil, trac­ing it via the foul stench of the desert that sur­ro­u­nded it. The for­bid­den pow­ers of the god quick­ly caught the black-ski­nned de­mon, this time it was un­der­neath in the sew­ers, no doubt the lair of the beast. The smell was fresh, the tracks still shim­mered. The crea­ture had just e­n­tered the city. No doubt in pre­pa­ra­tion of prey­ing on the help­less citi­zens. But, it was a fool to think that his city didn’t have a pro­tec­tor. It had Ra­mus! And he would de­fend it with his mighty fists!

This time, he didn’t hesi­tate. Clap­ping his hands to­geth­er, he sum­moned the pow­er of the Sec­ond For­bid­den God of Sa­ra­dan, the pow­er of i­n­hu­man speed. Dig­ging his boots into the cob­ble­stones, he felt it pour into his mighty mus­cles and quick­en his sto­ic heart. The en­er­gy rip­pled along his skin and beat deep in his chest. A­ro­und him, the driz­zle of rain slowed and stopped, as if wait­ing for the pow­er of the for­bid­den myste­ries.

With a roar, he charged for­ward. The stones cracked un­der­neath his foot­steps! The fog was sucked be­hind him! Pulled in by the i­n­hu­man speed gra­nted by for­bid­den pow­ers! He cov­ered the en­tire length of the city in a mat­ter of sec­onds!

He skid­ded to a halt near the beast’s lair, te­a­ring up the street with his ef­fort. Lo­o­king a­ro­und, he fo­und the ne­arest sew­er cov­er. With his mighty mus­cles, he ripped it out of the gro­und and tossed it aside! It cracked into the side of wag­on, shat­te­ring wood!

Ra­mus frowned for the bri­efest of mo­ments. He dug into his pock­et and pulled out a hand­ful of crowns, e­nough to pay for the wag­on three times over. Toss­ing them aside, he jumped into the dark­ness of the sew­er. The co­ins la­nded in a per­fect stack right by the dri­ver’s side.

He hit the sew­er tu­nnel with a thud that shook the air! He lo­oked a­ro­und, his lips peeled back at the filth and grime that a crea­ture would cho­ose to live in. With a flex of pow­er, he took a deep breath and let it out. As he did, he hummed to sum­mon the pow­er of the Fourth For­bid­den God of Sa­ra­dan. His ex­ha­la­tion pushed the sewage away and dried the gro­und, giv­ing him the per­fect foot­ing to hunt the beast.

The pow­er of the Third For­bid­den God of Sa­ra­dan still flo­wing through his ve­ins, he eas­i­ly i­den­ti­fied his quar­ry. With growl, he stormed to­ward the foul beast that preyed on the street and at­tacked i­nno­cent women! His boots splashed in the muck. They crushed the skulls of rats that got in his way!

It took him lit­tle time be­fore he was in­side the lair of the beast. The stench of the desert as­sault­ed him. It choked him but he sum­moned the tech­niques that he learned when he was be­trayed in the Marsh of I­n­fi­nite Deaths. Slo­wing his breath­ing, he walked into the lair with no con­cern for his safe­ty. He was a hero and he­roes didn’t sneak, they charged. He flexed his fists in pre­pa­ra­tion for vic­to­ry.

The black-ski­nned dev­il rose up with a hiss. Ven­om dripped from its fangs as it glared with burn­ing green eyes.

Ra­mus felt a shiv­er run down his skin, but it wasn’t fear but an­tic­i­pa­tion of the crea­ture’s de­feat.

“I will de­feat you,” ro­ared Ra­mus!

The crea­ture an­swered in the foul to­ngue of the desert, sta­i­ning the air with its de­mon­ic words.

Ra­mus knew the words but wouldn’t dare let them li­nger in his mind. He wouldn’t sul­ly him­self with less­er to­ngues. He balled his hands into fists and pre­pared for a might bat­tle!

The de­mon charged! Its claws flashed in the light!

Ra­mus caught it with an up­per­cut! His mighty mus­cles drove it into the ceil­ing of its lair!

But the im­pact only shat­tered stone and cracked mor­tar. The crea­ture dug its evil claws into the stone and skit­tered away like a cock­roach fle­e­ing the light.

Ra­mus charge, bound­ing over the corpse of the black-ski­nned dev­il’s vic­tims. He gave a mo­ment of si­lence for them, a sad­ness for lives he could not save, but he couldn’t af­ford to give the crea­ture a chance to es­cape. He la­nded in a fetid pool of sewage and punched up.

His mighty fist crushed the crea­ture a­gainst the ceil­ing! The im­pact would have cracked bone but the foul dev­il only hissed.

Sla­shing out, the crea­ture’s claws gli­nted in the air. Ven­om splashed every­where! The stone scorched! Wa­ter bub­bled! It struck his arm! The claws dug deep! Clear to the bone!

Only the mys­ti­cal art of tighte­ning his mus­cles kept the blades from cut­ting his into his arte­ries. He stag­gered back, the pain al­most over­whelm­ing! He lash out, sure he would de­stroy the crea­ture.

The desert dev­il’s eyes flashed and Ra­mus missed! Only foul mag­ic could ca­use the great­est hero to ever miss!

The de­mon howled and at­tacked a­gain! Claws slashed at Ra­mus’ arms and chest, slic­ing through his tu­nic and into his skin. It scraped a­gainst his bones and cut through the mus­cles.

Ra­mus fell back, clutch­ing his chest! His blood po­ured down through his fi­ngers! It so­aked his chest and sta­ined his shirt! He lo­oked down at the crim­son that so­aked his body, the heat that burned across his wo­unds. His own blood! Spilled!

He lo­oked up as the righte­ous a­nger flowed through his ve­ins. With a snarl, he sum­moned the First For­bid­den God of Sa­ra­dan and let the raw pow­er filled his body. The blood along his chest stopped flo­wing! The mus­cles clamped down and stopped his bleed­ing!

With a roar that shook the air, he grabbed his tu­nic and tore it open. Mus­cles glis­tened as he flexed them, bend­ing the very air a­ro­und him with noth­ing more than the fury that burned through his body.

The de­mon hissed and cov­ered its face, un­able to look at the bril­li­ance that was Ra­mus e­nraged.

Ra­mus gave the dev­il no quar­ter. He balled his mighty fist and threw a punch. The im­pact shat­tered bone and drove the crea­ture into the stone. It broke the rock be­hind the crea­ture! It left a mighty crater!

He con­ti­nued to as­sault it, po­und­ing with his i­n­hu­man strength. Each strike shat­tered more of the crea­ture’s body, pul­ver­iz­ing its bones and burst­ing flesh.

Ve­no­mous blood po­ured out but Ra­mus re­fused to give in!

“You at­tacked the i­nno­cent!” he ro­ared and slammed down. The crea­ture’s legs were de­stroy in an in­stant.

“You preyed on my city!” he bel­lowed and shat­tered the crea­tures’ chest. Foul blood gushed out of the crea­ture’s body, but it burned away from the righte­ous fury of Ra­mus.

“You have ripped my tu­nic!” he screamed and tore the crea­ture’s arms off, one af­ter the oth­er. He briefly con­si­dered beat­ing the dev­il to death with its own limbs, but true jus­tice requ­ired his bare hands. He threw them aside into the foul sewage where they be­longs.

The black-ski­nned dev­il cried for mer­cy! It whim­pered with des­per­a­tion! It tried to surre­nder!

Ra­mus gave it the mer­cy that it had giv­en its vic­tim. With a pow­er­ful roar that shook the brings, he brought both of his hands down and crushed the dev­il’s skull! Bones flew! Blood splat­tered! Gore pa­i­nted the walls!

Pant­i­ng, Ra­mus pulled his hands back. Blood and brains dripped from his fi­ngers. It splashed to the gro­und, splat­te­ring loud­ly a­gainst his legs. The crim­son stain of the crea­ture’s blood so­aked his skin up to his el­bows.

Sum­mo­ning the pow­er of the Sec­ond For­bid­den God of Sa­ra­dan, Ra­mus let the en­er­gy flow through his ve­ins. It burned away the gore! It seared away the blood! It re­pa­ired his tu­nic giv­en to him by his blind mas­ters!

When he crawled out of the sew­er, it was as if he had nev­er fought. Ex­cept that the fog had fad­ed and the air was once a­gain fresh. Ra­mus had saved the city from a foul crea­ture prey­ing on it. Storm­ing over to the sew­er cap, he dropped the heavy met­al into place.

He stepped back and took a deep breath. He had done it. He had saved the city from a crea­ture prey­ing on it.

There was only one thing left to do.

Mi­nutes lat­er, he stood in front of one of his many man­sions. The woman he saved stood in the door, her body wrapped with a chest. Her cheeks were pink with de­sire! Her breasts heaved a­gainst the thin fab­ric! He could smell her exci­te­ment!

With a steady heart, he sco­oped her up from the foy­er and car­ried her back to the bed where he saved her life. So­on, she would know why he would soon be known as the Eighth For­bid­den God of Sa­ra­dan, the god of love.
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        Fedran is a world caught on the cusp of two great ages.

For centuries, the Crystal Age shaped society through the exploration of magic. Every creature had the ability to affect the world using talents and spells. The only limitation was imagination, will, and the inescapable rules of resonance. But as society grew more civilized, magic became less reliable and weaker.

When an unexpected epiphany seemingly breaks the laws of resonance, everything changed. Artifacts no longer exploded when exposed to spells, but only if they were wrapped in cocoons of steel and brass. The humble fire rune becomes the fuel for new devices, ones powered by steam and pressure. These machines herald the birth of a new age, the Industrial Age.

Now, the powers of the old age struggle against the onslaught of new technologies and an alien way of approaching magic. Either the world will adapt or it will be washed away in the relentless march of innovation.

To explore the world of Fedran, check out https://fedran.com/. There you’ll find stories, novels, character write-ups and more.
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