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Bodies scattered the ground everywhere, a group of Krul were charging the doors of the citadel, ten beasts bashed their weapons down at the door. The King was mostly likely still inside with all of his advisors. If the Krul managed to get in and slaughter everyone in the citadel, the armies would have no leaders; there would be chaos and disorder in the ranks. Seregor could lose the war against Scuro’s monsters. The Krul swung there axes and hammers hard against the huge wooden doors, crashing and crunching the wood, it wouldn’t be long before the Krul got into the Citadel. The small outhouses dotted around the Citadel were once places where merchants could sell their wares, or bankers could store your money, now however they were just burning piles of rubble. I crouched low in the shadows grabbing at my axe. Sweat and my enemy’s blood was dripping from my chin. I had to stop the Krul from entering the citadel at all costs. Suddenly I noticed a low pitched growling behind me, I turned slowly to see a Krul wielding two long swords.
It took a step closer as I rose up off the ground. His growling turned in to a roar as he began to charge at me. The earth seemed to shake with each of his footsteps hitting the floor. I held my axe close to my body, and as his first blade swiped down, I side stepped the blow and let my axe swing to my side. The beast over swung with his over blade, almost tripping over itself, this left my standing side on to the Krul, and with all my might I swung my axe into his back. Pain sheared into my bones, as the cut in my side, from my last battle, screamed out. I fell to the floor, as did my opponent. My axe sticking out of its fur, it cried out in pain. I crawled towards its body. Its constant screaming could attract more Krul attention and that would be the end of me in this state. I dug my hands in the earth, as I pulled my bloody body towards the enemy. He was laying face down, screaming in the mud, I wrapped my arms around its small head, and using every muscle I had, I began to twist. The snap was a satisfying sound and the beast stopped screaming.
I turned around to look for the group of 5 or 6  Krul destroying the doors of the Citadel, there were no Krul and there no doors either; they must have broken in. The screams of women and children could be heard from the citadel.A sense of urgency filled me as I rose to my feet in agony, grabbing at the axe from the Krul and ripping it out of the furry beast. I hobbled towards the Citadel. The thought crossed my mind if I saved the King or Queen’s life, my sins as grievous as they would be could be forgiven and eternal imprisonment would no longer be my fate. My hobble turned in to a sprint, as I leaped into the Citadel. 
Blood covered the walls and the floors, as boys dressed in armour lay crumpled on the floor. I had only been in this Citadel once, and that was to receive my sentence from the king himself. His throne room was two floors up and at the end of a long hall way, a body of a soldier lay on the stairs, a black thick arrow stuck out from his chest. I had never seen the Krul use a bow before. These Krul weren’t as stupid as I first thought. I hurried along up to the second floor. A few furry corpses littered the long corridor, but the floor could not be seen as the pile of advisors and councillors lay still on the ground. Their limbs scattered everywhere. This was not a battle, it was a massacre. Fighting could still be heard from inside the throne room. Running at full pace, with blood squirting out of my side I entered the throne room.
The king was all alone; he was surrounded by the corpses of his guards, his wife lay murdered in a pile of her own blood. Giocratore’s robes were covered in blood as he swung his long sword at a Krul who in turn was swinging a huge war axe at him. Another Krul stood on the edge of the throne room armed with a menacing looking bow, it drew the bow back the Krul took aim at the King. Giocratore was ducking and diving out of the way of the Krul’s axe which was swinging down at him. As I ran towards the archer the King skilfully glided around the beast and thrust his sword into the spine of the brute, the fatal blow had been landed and the beast fell to the floor. Just as I drew my axe back to stop the Krul archer, he sent forth his arrow, my axe swung through his neck in an explosion of blood. The arrow hit the King straight on, sending him on his back on the stone marble floor. I dropped my axe and ran to him.
“My liege, the Citadel is on fire we must get you to safety.” The arrow had punctured his lungs, and I had seen even the greatest of healers fail to heal people with a wound like this. The King looked at me and pulled me close to him. He hissed at me.

“You came to rescue me?”

“Yes milord, I came to redeem myself”

“Restore my kingdom, and cleanse this land of evil! That will give you your redemption.”

The king’s eyes sunk into his head. In the distance the war call of the army had returned, I went to the windows in the throne room. Only half the army had returned, they were in disarray. Half didn’t know if they should return to the front line and the other half didn’t want to return to the front line. I picked up my axe, as the sun began to rise and the wailing of women could be heard in the distance. The soldiers were coming towards the castle, and the pain finally got the better of me: As I closed my eyes, I felt myself crumple to the ground.
