The Lost Keys of Kabaz
At a time when dragons threatened man kind, there was only one man to fight them and that man was me. The name’s Arkansaw. I was their only hope, the only one brave and strong enough left to save the Village. I had to be successful. I just had to be; the king’s freedom was in my hands. The lost key of Kabaz was the only object that could open the chamber. 
It was the crack of dawn and I had just emerged from the cave guarded by blood thirsty Ogres. I was tired and thirsty but determined and hungry for triumph.  The next task was going to be hard, impossible maybe but one thing I knew, was that I would give everything, even my life, to save the King.
Deep in the forest, the eerie tress whispered to each other as the moon hung in the sky like a ghostly medallion. Cries of blood thirsty wolves could be heard in the distance, sending a blood curding shiver down my spine. ‘I have to move fast,’ I thought to myself. My feet ached for I had little rest, let alone sleep and my lips were chapped from the glacial wind. I thought of my family; their safety was in my hands and mine alone. Remembering their parting words: ‘You can do it. Always remember, we love you.’ I knew I had to move on.
The thorns tore at my limbs as I clambered my way up the mountain but keeping the family and their safety in my head gave me all the motivation I needed. Tirelessly, I trudged on until I was able to see the snow capped summit. A legend of old told of a dragon that guarded the chamber but this dragon was different; he was their leader. Named Octoborus, the dragon had eight fire-breathing and venom-spitting heads and claws as sharp as the finest Valaryian steel. The only way to the keys of Kabaz was past this beast. 
Finally I was there. In the distance I could just about make out where the keys would be hidden. If I made a dash for it now, I could get there unseen, but before I even moved an inch, I saw it… 
The dragon was still and poised for attack. His huge hulk of a scaly green body slowly moved up and down with each furious breath. Glaring red eyes stared down and its wide cavernous nostrils flared. The dragon was intimidating for even the bravest warrior to face.

Without warning, colossal explosions of flames erupted shooting wildly in all directions. The vast inferno hid the monstrous dragon that now resembled a ferocious erupting volcano. As it began to lurch forwards, the ground trembled.

Suddenly, the dragon reared up on its hind legs.  Its savage claws that were as sharp as daggers sliced through the thick, black, Smokey air. The dragon now felt ravenous and was desperate for the taste of new meat. Opening its gigantic, crimson jaws the dragon revealed row upon row of sharp savage teeth, in each and every one of its eight heads. 

Now was my chance I thought. With my trusty sword raised above my head and a warrior’s roar to accompany it, I ran with all my might towards one of the open mouths of the dragon.  With one thrust I was able to impale my sword deep in to the depths of the mouth and then with a swift slash the head tumbled to the floor making a crater where it lay.

The giant beast sent an agonising scream that could be heard in galaxies far, far away before slumping to the ground defeated. Then there was silence.

I’d done it.  In the distance, I could see, hanging from the beast’s lair, something glistening. At that moment I knew everything was going to be ok.  Our Monarch could be saved. 

