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The stars flickered overhead and illuminated the otherwise sparsely lit night. 
Boon thought they looked like hundreds of sparks, like someone was crafting a 
broadsword in a dark room. It was an unusually clear night for stargazing and 
his particular viewpoint from the rooftops made him move his head around to 
take them all in.

“How many do you think there are?”
Eska sighed. “Boon, we’ve been over 

this. It’s just one guy, but I’m hoping for 
maybe five silver pieces.”

Boon sat up and propped himself up by 
his arms. “No, I mean the stars.”

Eska was leaning up against the edge 
of the rooftop, absently cleaning her fin-
gernails with a knife. She met his gaze and 
rolled her eyes. “How about you spend less 
time with your head in the skies and more 
time with your eyes on the prize?”

“Suuure. Says the one trimming her 
nails and brushing her hair while we wait. 
I’m sure your preening is really integral to 
pulling this job off.”

“Well, we can’t all be as…frugal as Rin 
with our cleaning habits. Otherwise, they’d 
be able to follow our scent all the way back 
to the Locked Door.”

Just then, a small figure leapt over 
the edge of the rooftop soundlessly. “I’ll 
have you both know that I bathed just last 
moon.”



The figure brushed back his greasy, 
dark hair, revealing a young face that wore 
as much dirt as other men wore stubble.

“Rin, I hate to be the one to tell you 
this, but you don’t have to wait until a full 
moon to have enough light to bathe. They 
invented these things called lanterns. I rec-
ommend you try one sometime.”

Rin crossed his arms casually, letting 
a less-than-impressed look cover his face. 
“Well, speaking of lanterns, our mark just 
extinguished his. He should be on his way 
out. Let’s move.”

They crouched by the edge of the roof 
and peered over at the inn. The room they 
had been watching for the last couple hours 
was dark inside. Boon glanced over to the 
street below. They had picked a rooftop 
with a view of their mark’s room as well as 
the front door of the inn so they could be 
sure he was out of the building.

“You’re sure he left and didn’t just call 
it a night?”

Rin scoffed. “Yes, because I keep my 
eyes on the mark instead of at the stars.”

“Well, that was uncalled for—”
“Shhhh!”



A tall man walked out of the inn. He 
wore a dark, patterned cloak. One that 
looked stylish and very expensive.

They watched silently as the mark 
walked down the street and out of sight. 
Boon let out a quiet sigh, only then realiz-
ing he had been holding his breath.

“That was definitely him?”
Rin swallowed loudly. “Definitely.”
“Then…he’s definitely loaded.”
“Definitely.”
Boon looked over at Eska. She gave a 

cursory nod and leapt over the edge of the 
roof. Boon and Rin followed without anoth-
er word. They crept soundlessly across the 
tiles of the rooftops and quickly made their 
way to the window of the mark’s room. 

Rin pulled out his thieves’ tools and 
got to work while Boon and Eska pressed 
up against the wall of the inn to minimize 
their visibility. In the span of several heart-
beats, the window clicked open and the trio 
slid into the dark room.



The room was large and well-furnished, even for the ritzier side of town. 
They had entered through the window of the main sitting room. Eska was rum-
maging through belongings strewn across the table in the center of the room, 
while Rin was searching for valuables hidden under cushions of chairs. Boon 
went straight for the bedroom.

The sheets on the bed lay unused and the room was largely undisturbed, 
except for a worn travelers cloak hung from a bedpost. It was covered in mud 
stains and several layers of dirt, and torn at the edges. It was not the typical garb 
of someone who would be staying at an inn of this caliber, let alone someone 
wearing a cloak as expensive as the one they had seen the mark leaving in. 

Perhaps there were two of them? But that didn’t make any sense, all of their 
information pointed to only one person staying in this room, they had prepared 
for one mark, not two.

Boon lifted the cloak to try and get a sense of the weight of it. It seemed 
light, but he checked through it anyway. The main pockets were empty. He 
turned his attention to the typical spots that had hidden pockets, the kind only 
true travelers knew about.

To his surprise, there was a sizeable dagger hidden in the cloak. The handle 
was intricately carved from a dark wood he had never seen before. It was lighter 
than it looked, and the dark blade had a grain pattern that mimicked the wood 
handle. His finger traced the length of the blade—it was the sharpest he’d ever 
seen. 

He wasn’t sure if he would be able to melt the dagger down, but it was too 
unusual to leave behind. There was no way to tell how much it was worth, most-
ly because he’d never seen anything like it.



Pocketing the dagger, he set the cloak back before realizing there was a 
walking stick leaning against the bed. He grabbed the stick and smiled at the 
familiar feel of ash between his fingers. Unlike the dagger, this wood he was all 
too familiar with.

“A vagrant’s vault,” he mused. Holding it up to his ear, he shook it profuse-
ly. Not a sound. “And a damn good one.”

Reaching down to the bottom of the staff, he felt around for the opening. 
Feeling a small crescent moon protuberance, he pushed up into the staff and 
give a sharp twist. The bottom section of the walking stick detached, and he up-
ended his bounty, finding five gold coins instead of the expected silver. “Sweet 
Solomon, who the flame are we robbing?”

Boon pocketed the coins and reassembled the staff, adjusting the internal 
mechanisms so it wouldn’t jingle with its newly lightened load. Then he re-
turned to the sitting room.



Eska held a piece of parchment in her hands and wore an unusual furrow 
on her brow. She looked up at him as he walked in.

“He’s a Myrmidon,” she whispered.
Boon froze.
It suddenly made sense. The cloak worn from years on the road. The expen-

sive and stylish cloak for the city. The ridiculous amount of money. The mark 
was a blademaster, a Myrmidon.

Rin crossed his arms and gave a disinterested shrug. “So, that’s good though. 
It means he has money, right?”

“It means he’s dangerous,” scolded Boon. “We have to get out of here. Now.”
Eska returned the parchment to the bag on the table. She sighed. “You’re 

both right. The risk is high, but so is the profit. Did you find anything?”
Boon hesitated but nodded. “Yeah, three gold pieces.”
“Solomon’s balls!” Rin spat. “We’re rich!”
“Language,” chided Eska. “Boon, don’t you think that’s a lot of money to be 

lifting off a Myrmidon?”
“Well, I guess we better make sure they don’t have any way to trace it back 

to us. Cover your tracks and let’s get out of here before we overstay our wel-
come.”



They retraced their steps and made sure everything was left exactly how it 
was before they had entered. Except for the gold coins, of course.



The Locked Door was as close to a secret as thieves were capable of. 
It was only accessible by rooftop. From the roof, it required going through a 

dilapidated building and down a flight of rotting stairs. At the bottom of these 
stairs was an old sitting room with a large painting of a table in a grand dining 
hall with fancy plates and cutlery and a single date on each plate. Once you 
slid this painting up, you entered a small library with countless bookshelves 
and a single reading chair on an ornate dais. Directly in line of sight from this 
chair was a bookshelf. On the second lowest shelf, was a periwinkle book with a 
picture of a carbuncle on the cover. In this book was a hidden key that opened a 
hidden lock in the dais that momentarily opened a hole in the floor, revealing a 
spiral staircase to the most disreputable, yet surprisingly clean tavern in the city.

There was never a bouncer at The Locked Door and somehow no one had 
ever stolen the key to the entrance. Every single thief always put it right back in 
the book before they entered.



“So, what are you going to do with your share?” Eska asked.
Boon shrugged, “I’ve got some debts I need to pay off. You?”
“Save it for a rainy day, I suppose.”
“Well,” Rin chimed in, “I’ve got big plans for mine. I’m going to get some 

climbing gauntlets and some real gear. Then maybe I’ll go after the Young Car-
dinal. Now that would be a mark.”

Boon almost spit up his ale. “Lord Carmine? You haven’t even bought the 
climbing gauntlets yet, but it looks like you’ve already fallen and landed on your 
head. Are you daft?”

Rin leaned back in his chair with a knowing smile on his face. “You’re con-
tent with just gold? I want something really valuable. Can you imagine the kind 
of treasure the Young Cardinal is sitting on?”

“Well, the Blade of the Air, for one,” cut in Eska.
This time Boon did spit up his ale. “He has a Mageblade?”
“According to my sources.”
Rin’s face lit up. “That’s the kind of score I’m talking about. But what’s 

a fire mage doing with a wind blade? Don’t all his Myrmidons have flame 
swords?”

“Yes,” said Eska, “I guess that’s why it’s in his treasury. You know how no-
bles are, if they’re not supposed to have it, they just want it more.”



“Well,” said Rin, slapping his palms on the table, “Call me a noble then, 
because I want it. But in the meantime, I want more drinks. And as the noblest 
at the table, I suppose drinks are on me.”

He gave a dramatic bow and unsteadily made his way to the bar. Eska 
watched him leave before turning her eyes conspiratorially toward Boon. “He’s 
feeling unusually generous tonight, isn’t he?”

“Well, I suspect that has something to do with the fact that you gave him 
your share of the gold from tonight,” Boon countered. “Why do you steal with 
us every night when you don’t need the coin? You’re clearly not an urchin.”

“I could ask you the same question, couldn’t I?” Eska smiled.
Boon felt the hard weight of the gold coins in his pocket as the heat ran to 

his face. She was right, he didn’t need the money, not really. Eska had given an 
entire gold coin, more money than they’d ever stolen before, to Rin without a 
second thought. Meanwhile, Boon had kept the kings share of the coin to him-
self. He considered it a finder’s fee, but under Eska’s gaze, he couldn’t find the 
words to defend himself.

SCAN ME



Rin returned with the drinks before he could think of anything to say. The 
conversation turned to unattainable dreams of stealing magic swords from great 
lords. As the ale flowed, Boon’s mind drifted from the contents of his pockets, 
but the shame of it stayed. For the first time since he met Eska and Rin, he 
truly felt like a thief. 



Moren was the only blacksmith in the city. There had been others, once, but 
after Moren set up shop, they closed one by one. He had knowledge that no 
regular smith could hope to compete with. He had experience with spelled 
steel, gemblades, and dragonfangs, and he had once even crafted a pair of 
gauntlets from the rubble of a golem. But most importantly, Moren had a 
contract as the blacksmith for the city guards, which essentially gave him a mo-
nopoly of the only customers in the city that mattered to a merchant. 

As the only blacksmith, he had a lot of orders. Fortunately, he had an 
apprentice to help. Unfortunately, Moren’s apprentice spent the majority of his 
nights thieving and drinking, which meant his workday started later than most 
employers preferred.

Boon made his way down the stairs to the workshop to find Moren giv-
ing a private tour to a customer. Moren’s workshop was both the pride of his 
life, but also his greatest-kept secret. The only tours he had ever given were to 
either Boon himself and the Old Cardinal.

The customer was a man Boon had never met before. He was tall, well-built 
and walked with an air of confidence that only came with immense skill in a 
chosen profession. He spoke quietly and with few words. He wore his power like 
an aura and Boon knew at first glance that he was looking at a blademaster.

The Myrmidon noticed him and let his words fade out mid-sentence before 
they approached Boon. He spoke to Moren, but his eyes never left Boon. “Your 
apprentice. He is Çethi.”

“Aye,” Moren nodded.
Boon was frozen as the blademaster sized him up while wearing a disapprov-

ing frown. Although they came from the same people, he had the feeling that 
the Myrmidon was measuring him for entirely unrelated matters. “You don’t 
look much like a smith’s apprentice.”

“Well, you know what they say, don’t judge a blade by its scabbard.”
“Indeed.” The Myrmidon seemed to frown even deeper. He reached into his 

cloak pocket and pulled out the same dagger Boon had stolen the night before. 
“Do you recognize this?”



The room seemed to go quiet for a moment and Boon felt like he might 
faint. His eyes were fixed to the dagger, his mind searching frantically for an 
excuse. Of course, the excuse would depend entirely on how much the blade-
master knew and how he acquired the dagger.

He forced his mind to still and remember where he had the dagger last, but 
he still felt muddled from the night before. Risking a glance at Moren, he saw 
the expectant look from his master. He decided he would have to spare as much 
truth as he could to pull off a believable lie. 

“Of course. I won it gambling last night with some… acquaintances of mine. 
It was at a very seedy tavern, I’m afraid. But the bets are much more exciting 
than you would find at more, er, reputable establishments.”

The Myrmidon’s frown lessened a fraction. “I’ll take your word for that. And 
what about this dagger drew you to it? Why was it worth the… gamble?”

Boon looked to his master again, but this time his expression was unread-
able. “Well, it’s unlike anything I’ve ever seen. It weighs so little, I’ve never seen 
a wooden hilt like that and the metal is unlike anything even Master Moren has 
worked with.”

Moren responded with a chuckle, “Afraid you’re wrong there, lad. I’ve 
worked with it before, just not since you were old enough to remember.”

“This,” the Myrmidon spun the blade in a flourish, “is Çethi steel. Given, 
but not taken, from the trees of our people. It’s incredibly valuable…and some-
thing of a sentimental belonging of mine.”

He secreted the blade away into his cloak.
“Of course,” Boon croaked, “it’s yours, my lord.”
“I am no lord, boy.”
There was a tense silence that held the room for somewhere between five 

seconds and five hours.
Moren cleared his throat and broke the spell that held their tongues, “Boon, 

it’s time for your runs. There’s deliveries to be made to the guards.”
“Of course, master. I’ll leave right away.” He bowed to the Myrmidon and 

received a curt nod in response.



Boon slung the heavy bag of blades over his back and started to walk towards 
the guardtower. Delivering products was one of his least favourite duties, but he 
was happy to be out of the shop after his encounter with the Myrmidon.

He had never met a Myrmidon before, but he certainly didn’t expect him 
to be Çethi. There were few of his people left and the only ones he knew in the 
city had few prospects for profitable employment. Some were tavern cooks or 
farmhands, but typically those who weren’t able to secure employment found 
themselves in the dungeons fast. 

Boon himself benefited from a privileged position as a smith’s apprentice, 
because Moren was the only parent he had ever known. What little social stand-
ing he held came straight from his connection to the smith. Those in positions 
of power didn’t look like him and Eska. Mages all looked like he suspected Rin 
would if he scrubbed the dirt from his skin.

He had assumed all blademasters were the same way. Was it possible that he 
could become a Myrmidon? 



At that moment, Boon recognized a familiar face. He instinctually ducked 
behind a corner of a building so he wouldn’t be spotted. Peering around the cor-
ner, he watched Eska casually walking through the marketplace. She was walk-
ing towards Silk Square, the district of town named for the reasonably wealthy 
merchant class that lived there.

He had never seen her in daylight before. With her hair down and out of 
her black garb, he barely recognized her. It was unmistakably her face though, 
and her hair looked just as carefully groomed as ever. 

No one from the street cared for their hair like that. He had always known 
that she couldn’t be an urchin. And he would know, considering he wasn’t one 
either. Perhaps she was the daughter of a merchant. What other business would 
she have heading into one of the higher districts?

But why would a merchant’s daughter be thieving during the night? He 
suspected the answer was as complicated as the reason a blacksmith’s apprentice 
would do the same.

After she turned the corner and was out of sight, he ducked back into the 
street and quickened his pace so he could follow her. He moved as quickly and 
quietly as one could while carrying six stone of sharpened steel on their back.

By the time he reached the alley she had gone down, he had lost sight of 
her. He jogged down the street, hoping to catch sight of her, but Eska was no-
where to be seen.

“Ah, Solomon’s balls,” he swore.
Resigned, he carried on to the guardtower to make his first delivery. It was 

probably for the best that Eska had disappeared—he didn’t have time to be chas-
ing after his friend. There was enough steel on his back to keep him running 
around half the night if he didn’t hurry.



It was a clear night and the conflagration 
was visible from streets away.

Boon arrived at the smithy to find 
Moren crumpled to his knees, watching the 
flames tear apart his livelihood, his career, 
and his home. He didn’t look away as Boon 
came up beside.

It couldn’t have been an accident. Burn-
ing buildings weren’t a regular sight in 
Cardinal. In the city under the control of a 
fire mage, buildings didn’t burn up for no 
reason.

“Who would do such a thing?” Moren 
choked out.

Boon clenched his fists and felt heat 
rising to his face as he turned his back to 
the flame. 

“No lord, that’s who.”





The Blade of the Air rested in a building 
owned by Lord Carmine Crimson, the 
Young Cardinal. It was a storeroom of 
sorts, full of curiosities and odd treasures. 
Normally, it would be a thief’s dream, but 
no one ever stole from Lord Crimson. It 
was an unspoken rule among thieves. As a 
profession that did what it had to do to sur-
vive, none of them were particularly inter-
ested in digging an early grave for them-
selves by stealing from the most powerful 
fire mage Erafere had seen in generations. 

Because of this, the security around 
the building was minimal. A few guards 
patrolled the door and the surrounding 
premises, but it was mostly for show. No 
one patrolled the rooftops. This was part-
ly because no thieves would dare to steal 
from the Young Cardinal, but also because 
the only other way into the storeroom was 
through a window at the top of the build-
ing. While the storeroom was on the floor 
level, the center of the room towered up 
into open space where a windowed ceiling 
let light into the room below.

As thieves weren’t particularly success-
ful or ambitious in the city of Cardinal, no 
one had the disposable income to spend on 
climbing gauntlets or other specialized gear 
to scale the building. And the only peo-
ple in the city with the skills to craft such 
equipment themselves were the blacksmith 
and his apprentice.



Boon let go of the rope he had brought 
and landed a little harder than he had 
expected on the floor of the storeroom. 
The rope dangled limply from the top of 
the glass ceiling, ending about two stories 
short of the floor. He doubled-checked that 
he still had his climbing gauntlets on his 
belt—he would need them to reach the rope 
again.

 The room was littered with assorted 
treasures and chests of valuables, but one 
stood out among the rest. In the middle of 
the storeroom stood a raised platform with 
a marbled pedestal in the center. 

Boon ascended the few steps and saw 
an ornate hilt, with no blade, laying on the 
marble and covered in dust.

He reached out and grabbed the han-
dle, feeling the unusual craftmanship of 
the metal under the layer of dust. He had 
held a lot of swords in his day, but nothing 
worth even a fraction of the price of this—
and it was only a hilt. Or so it seemed at 
first glance, but he knew it was so much 
more.

“So, this is the Blade of the Air,” he 
wondered aloud.

A familiar voice from behind him spoke 
up. “Do you have any idea what you’re 
holding?”



He spun around and held the blade in front of him, ready to wield his prize 
and stepping into a defensive stance. The Myrmidon stood with arms crossed on 
the other side of the room. Boon relaxed slightly as he saw the casual stance of 
the blademaster.

“You. You burned down my home.”
His expression was bored. Uninterested. Boon felt like a begging urchin 

being ignored in the street. “Yes. That was unfortunate, but necessary. You stole 
from a blademaster, what did you expect?”

It occurred to him that he didn’t have an answer for that. It was his fault, 
after all. He didn’t need the money, not really. Moren had more than enough 
work to pay the bills. Boon was an apprentice who would take over a smithy 
with a monopoly in the city. He had no reason to complain, he had more than 
most. More than he should have for the chance of his birth.

But for some reason, it wasn’t enough. He wanted more. More money for 
Moren’s shop. More steel to melt down for new blades. More than just taking 
what Lord Carmine had chosen to give them. He wanted the power that the 
Myrmidon possessed, but even the blademaster only received power at the dis-
cretion of the Young Cardinal. 



Boon wanted power without obligation. His entire life felt like he was 
beholden to someone. Lord Crimson, Moren, his mother. He wanted to have 
things that he didn’t owe to anyone else, which was why he stole. But when giv-
en that power, he had abused it. Boon didn’t need the money, people like Rin 
did. Instead of helping him out, he had kept the king’s share to himself and lied 
about it. But what had Eska done in the same position? Given it to Rin. And 
then Rin had used that to buy drinks for his friends. That’s what they had done 
with their meager power.

Now that Boon held power without obligation in his hand, he wasn’t sure 
what he would do with it. Or whether he was worthy of it. He took a deep 
breath and held tighter to it. “I expect a Myrmidon doesn’t face many opponents 
on his level. Let’s say we test out your flame sword against the Blade of the Air.”

A look of uncertainty crossed the face of the Myrmidon before it gave way to 
an amused smile. “You are referring to pitting your….wind blade against my…
flame sword, as you say?”

Something about the smile on his face made Boon nervous. “Is something 
about that funny to you?”



The smile never left his face. “Your ignorance, yes. What you are holding is 
the Blade of the Heir.”

“Uh, yeah. That’s what I said.”
“Incredible. You really believed that you could just pick up a magical sword 

and become a blademaster? A Myrmidon is no exception to the rules of magic. 
Just like how only nobles can be mages, only those related to nobles can wield a 
blade of magic. While I am not the heir of the Crimson family, I am a Crimson 
bastard. That’s why I can wield the Blade of the Heir, as they call it.”

He held up his own hilt, very similar to the one Boon held in his hand, and 
a pillar of fire shot out from the base, burning strong in the shape of a blade.

Boon looked down on the suddenly less valuable object in his hand. To a fire 
mage like the Young Cardinal, it was certainly an item deserving of a pedestal. 
But at this particular moment in time, it was completely useless to Boon. It 
seemed a completely ridiculous notion to him that only those with power could 
wield power, but it hardly surprised him.

Still, it would be worth something to someone if he ever survived this. 
“Well, that’s less than ideal. Any chance you could let me just walk away with 
this? Çethi to Çethi?”

“I’m afraid not.” The Myrmidon flourished his blade with a snap of his 
wrist and held it out at his side, holding his palm outward towards his oppo-
nent. “I’m afraid I can’t let you leave.”

The Myrmidon came at Boon with a speed he had never seen and a ferocity 
that no story could have prepared him for. 



The first slash of the Myrmidon’s blade took Boon by surprise. He hadn’t 
expected the blademaster to close the distance between them so fast, but he 
managed to jump back and only felt the searing heat of the sword from a re-
spectable distance. Since Boon had no weapon to defend himself, he resorted to 
a combination of running and dodging. Thankfully, his years of retreating across 
rooftops had prepared him for this kind of situation.

He tried to make use of the valuable items in the room to his advantage, but 
it proved a useless tactic. The Myrmidon’s blade cut easily through a collection 
of imported fabrics, a chest full of archaic silver coins, and an onyx replica of 
Solomon. Boon realized that his opponent was not only incredibly dangerous, 
but also under no obligation to put the wellbeing of the treasury over the well-
being of the Mageblade.

Boon could only run for so long. He needed a weapon, anything to defend 
himself long enough to find an opportunity to escape without being cut down as 
soon as he started climbing.

He considered the hilt of the Mageblade. It seemed durable, and it was un-
likely that a Mageblade hilt would fail to withstand the actual blade. But Boon 
didn’t relish the idea of having his hands that close to a flaming sword, at best 
he would singe his hands. The climbing gauntlets had a similar problem, except 
he was far less certain the metal he had used to forge them would hold up to 
the Myrmidon’s flame. 

There had to be a weapon somewhere in the storeroom that he could use. 
He looked around frantically for something to keep him alive, all while back-
stepping and dodging swipes from the blademaster. 



He thought he saw the glimmer of a 
blade, only to discover it was a decorative 
tiara that had caught the light of the moon.

The momentary distraction made him 
stumble on the edge of the raised platform 
in the center of the room and fell back 
roughly against the stairs. His breath shot 
out of his lungs and he watched the Myr-
midon lean forward and tighten his grip on 
his blade before lunging at him.

As the Myrmidon moved closer, his 
figure covered the light of the moon from 
the ceiling above and as the room dimmed, 
he closed his eyes and tensed for the strike 
of the flaming blade.

He felt warm flecks of liquid spill onto 
his face and he knew immediately it was 
blood. His eyes flew open as he heard a 
terrible scream.



Equipped with climbing gauntlets, 
now dug into the shoulders and back of 
the blademaster, was the dirtiest face and 
greasiest black hair he had ever seen. The 
Myrmidon cried out and shook violently, 
while Rin dug his steel-tipped fingers into 
the blademaster and held on for dear life.

Swinging his blade wildly at his as-
sailant, the Myrmidon couldn’t seem to 
hit Rin’s small frame and finally threw 
his blade aside. The still-lit blade skittered 
across the floor as the blademaster grabbed 
Rin with both hands and tossed him into 
the marble pedestal.

Boon watched Rin’s small frame smash 
into the marble and crumple to the floor. A 
weak cry left the urchin’s mouth and then 
there was silence.

Without a second thought, Boon lunged 
at the Myrmidon with the bladeless hilt in 
hand and thrust it into his stomach.



A lancing bolt of green light erupted from the hilt of the blade and through 
the blademaster’s back. Boon saw the blade protruding from the Myrmidon, 
who was leaned up against him. He panicked and pushed the hilt against the 
Myrmidon, hoping to dislodge it. Instead, the blademaster shot off the hilt and 
flew across the room, slamming into the far wall. 

He looked down at the sword in his hand and made out a concentrated 
flurry of luminescent wind whipping around in the rough shape of a longsword. 
“The Blade of the Air,” he breathed, “but how?”

The room lit up as rare oils and expensive gabrics exploded into flame. The 
Myrmidon’s Mageblade had set alight a collection of rare robes in a chest of 
particularly old and dry wood. Pretty soon the whole storeroom would be up in 
flames.

He looked to the front doors, but there was no way he could get past the 
guards. Above him, his rope dangled out of reach. Rin was small, but not so 
small that he could scale the walls with him on his back.



Rin was still unconscious and despite the severity of the situation, Boon 
could find no way to rouse him. Slinging Rin’s slight frame over his shoulder, 
he looked around the room for some sort of solution. It was the storeroom of a 
fire mage, surely there was something that could put out a fire. His eyes spied 
the Mageblade on the floor and he wondered if it was capable of dealing with 
the fire.

Without a second thought, he grabbed the hilt and brought the blade to 
light. Instead of a flaming sword, a green blade mirroring his own sword sprang 
forth. Then the words of the Myrmidon came back to him.

“The Blade of the Heir,” he whispered, “so it wasn’t the sword. It’s me.”
He let the blade dim and dissipate. It was possible the wind blade could put 

out the fire, or it was possible it would make it worse. Either way, it wouldn’t 
help him escape the storeroom. Then a thoroughly ridiculous idea popped into 
his head.



With Rin securely wrapped around 
his shoulder, he made his way over to the 
dangling rope and looked up at the domed 
glass ceiling. With both Mageblades in his 
hands at his sides, he thought about blast-
ing the Myrmidon back against the wall. 
Then he firmed his resolve and released a 
torrent of wind. 

He shot upwards and before he could 
even think of grabbing the rope, he heard 
the wind shatter the windows and felt the 
cold night air on his skin. The reflection of 
the fire below made the glittering shards of 
glass look like stars as he slowly fell to the 
tiles of a nearby rooftop.



With two priceless weapons in his 
hands and a prized friend over his shoul-
der, he turned away from the brightening 
conflagration and ran off into the night.
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Welcome to Erafere, a world ruled by the 
aristocracy as the nobles are the only peo-
ple capable of wielding elemental magic, 
which makes magical power and privilege 
practically one and the same. Only those 
born into noble families are capable of us-
ing elemental magic, with the exception of 
Myrmidons. A Myrmidon is a blademaster 
who wields an elemental sword as a warrior 
in service to a specific noble magic family. 
 Boon is only a blacksmith’s appren-
tice, and while a respectable profession, it 
is one that still leaves him feeling cheated 
in the grand scheme of things. Because of 
this, Boon spends his time robbing from 
the privileged and taking for himself. But 
when he steals a priceless item from the 
Myrmidon of their local lord, he finds him-
self wondering whether the power he seeks 
is worth the trouble that comes with it.
 Boon and the Blade of the Air is a 
short fantasy story that blends art with text 
and includes QR codes for additional con-
tent, including an app with a glossary, map 
and bonus story to compliment the main 
narrative.


