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The Pleiades Series Book III 

Part 8: The Chalice of Blood  

 

 

1 

 

They watched the event unfold fro m afar, to the distant 

side of the plateau where the battle took place.  Fire and 

lightning had lit the darkened night sky as well as a myriad 

of other magickal colours.  Screams of anguish and the 

dying, as well as the battle cries of blood lust and trium ph 

had filled the twilight air.  

 Thieves both, the Scorpion and Ruskin waited for the 

conclusion of the battle before opening a portal back to 

BaõLura with a report of their failure.  The rogues 

considered simply fleeing rather than meeting ZaõVaruk the 

Conquerorõs wrath; too many times the messengers of bad 

news were the victims of their masterõs ill reception of the 

dire information.  They both looked at each other, as if 

reading the otherõs mind and then shrugged their 
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shoulders in defeat or at least acq uiescence of their fate in 

the hands of the Demon Lord.  

 òHeõll find us anyways,ó the Scorpion professed, and 

rubbed a hand through his black wavy hair.  

 òYeah,ó was all the light and lanky Ruskin replied.  

With no more talk then, he looked expectantly at the dark 

abode that lay at the other end of the magickal portal.  A 

nightmarish landscape of perpetual darkness loomed 

thickly around the jutting spires and arched bridges of the 

awesome Shaithen city.  

Darkwolfe and his Dragon Band had secured the 

plateau,  killing the kobold Lieutenant, and the small army 

of orcs, goblins, and trolls.  The Pagan leader had 

communed with whatever god called this lonely hill its 

home.  Would this information be useful?  The pair of 

cutpurses couldnõt say, but then again if it was a vital 

position, ZaõVaruk would have probably mustered more 

resistance.  

This in mind, the Scorpion and Ruskin walked 

through the gate to return to the Shaithen city BaõLura, far 

beneath the surface of the planet, deep into the 

Underworld.  
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********** *****************************  

òWe canõt wait,ó Darkwolfe declared somberly.  

òSilverworm is lost and it would be a shame to lose such 

fine weapons.ó  He slung the glorious magical longbow over 

one should and tucked the Elven longsword into his belt, 

jeweled sheath and all.  

òCome on,ó he said and tramped down the darkened 

path toward Heather who waited below with the horses.  

òWe will travel through the night and all day tomorrow and 

the next until we reach Grathmoor.  We cannot lose the 

Demon Gate!ó 

Cat , Wi llow, Little Sunflower, Sir  Gedrick, and 

Harmineethsa followed their leader down the steep slopes 

of the plateau.  Surprisingly, no one had questioned the 

heroic arrival of the mighty barbarian.  He had slain at 

least a dozen of the enemy in his furious on slaught, and 

when the battle had come to its bloody conclusion he had 

but a few profound words to say to the group.  

òI serve the Dragon.ó 

Silverwormõs death was too fresh for anyone to make 

small talk with the newcomer, so few if any words had been 

spoken to the man.  He seemed happy to keep his peace, 

whether it was his nature, or if he sensed the mourning 



                                                                                                                                         ϭ нлло !ŘŀƳ 5Ω!Ƴŀǘƻ-Neff 
 

7 
 

effects of the Dragon Band, the party could not tell.   His 

sincerity seemed honest enough and they bid him follow 

when they moved on out.  

The quiet pall  of death settled over the flat in their 

wake.  It wouldnõt be long before the carrion creatures 

came to feed on the remains and in time the isolated 

temple to the Wild God would be left to its loneliness and 

where the Pine Tree Wind would howl through the  frigid 

days and hollow nights.  

òOh my goodness, youõre all alive!ó  Heather exclaimed 

hysterically, setting the horses to whinnying and prancing 

from the noise.  She ran over and clasped her arms around 

Darkwolfe in an awkward hug.  

òNo, weõre not,ó the Pagan King stated.  òSilverworm 

has fallen and we have a new friend, Harmony by name, if 

you would think before you speak once in a while you 

might have realized that.ó 

The girl went stiff in his arms, trembling in fear and 

tears welling up in her doe -like e yes. 

The king slowly extricated himself from her arms and 

walked off toward the horses.  Clearly there werenõt enough 

mounts for them all and he planned on finding a solution 

for the problem in short order; how exactly he didnõt know, 
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but not wasting sever al days in returning to the castle was 

pivotal in whether or not they could make it in time to try 

to stop the theft.  

Willow stalked up to the wounded girl and embraced 

her in a warm hug.  òShhh, honey itõs okay.  The king is 

upset thatõs all.  Donõt take what he says personally.  We 

lost a good friend today to the enemy.ó 

Heather put her head next to the older womanõs neck, 

hiding in the long tresses of red, soft hair.  Her warmth and 

lilac scent eased her pain and the aura that emanated from 

the strange, magickal priestess calmed her turbulent soul.  

Sir  Gedrick chanted a soft prayer of magick; the 

surrounding area burst forth in a dim amber light, 

illuminating the many rocky clusters and rows of 

evergreens; like sentinel warriors protecting the Band in 

sil ence. 

òIõll be right back,ó Darkwolfe proclaimed and strode 

off down the trail.  His soft magickal boots were soundless 

on the rocks and dirt.  He quickened his pace effortlessly 

with swift strides enjoying the wind racing in his ears.  

Once he found a pla ce a short distance away and looked 

back to make sure no one was watching, he pulled out the 

short sword, the sentient weapon Kirianna.  
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Nothing.  

[Where are you?  What has happened?]  

Again there was a long silence.  The air was crisp, but 

he felt warmth com ing from his dragon scale armour; its 

shining scales caught the moonlight in scintillating 

colours.  Darkwolfe marveled at how sometimes the armour 

was dull and even helped him to blend in with his natural 

surroundings, and now was brilliant and wonderful to 

behold.  The magickal properties of the items he acquired 

in the Dragon Temple were slowly revealing themselves to 

him, but one in particular, the sentient sword, was 

somewhat troubling.  

{I am here.} Kiriannaõs voice was sweet and now after 

not hearing it for so long, it was a welcome and comforting 

sound to the young man.  

[Where have you been?] Darkwolfe asked and finally 

took a seat on the ground to rest his weary legs.  

{It is difficulté} The voice was faltering and even tired 

sounding.  There was a lo ng draw of breath, silence, and 

then a hint of sadness in what followed.  {Was your father 

close to you?}  

[What?]  The young king half thought and half gasped 

out loud.  [What does my father have to do with anything?]  
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{I was just wondering.  I lost someone  dear to me once.  

I thought you could share this with me.  I was human once 

you know; I was not created magickally like some sentient 

weapons.  I died, and my soul was bound to this blade that 

I might help whoever wielded it}  

The young man found his eyes watery when he 

thought of the loss of his parents.  [I loved both my father 

and my mother.  My mother was sick and went away for 

healing and never returned or recovered from her illness.  

My father never recovered from her loss.  H e was a fine 

man once and  that is how I would like to remember him.  

His last days were something else, someone else really.  

Some call alcohol spirits, and I think I know why.  For if 

one drinks it, over time, the people disappear and then 

there is someone else there.  It may loo k like your father or 

your friend in question, but Iõll tell you itõs not; itõs some 

spirit or ghost come to take them away, slowly destroying 

the mind and body and leaving only a faint image in 

replacement of what was once a glorious individual.  

Painfull y wearing away at their bodies like a cancerous 

disease; it makes feeble the mind, lessens the morality of 

the man, and casts down their mortal soul.]  



                                                                                                                                         ϭ нлло !ŘŀƳ 5Ω!Ƴŀǘƻ-Neff 
 

11 
 

{I see you understand very much; do you miss them 

then?}  

[Of course I miss them, but what can one do?  Wh at 

can I do?]  He stood up and began pacing around on the 

dirt and rocks, his fine leather boots making only a slight 

noise with his restless trespass.  

[I have to go on.  I cannot sit around lamenting their 

passing.  I must go on.  I am king now, at least in this little 

neck of the woods, and if the spread of the demon threat 

continues, a lot of people will die.  They are counting on 

me.  I cannot give up; I cannot surrender to my pain and 

emotions; I am the only one who stands between peace and 

total chaos  and destruction.  The land is full of nobles and 

kings and barons and counts and whatnot, but out of the 

lot Iõm chosen to make a difference.  Well Iõll tell you I canõt 

hazard a guess as to really why, but Iõm going to do one Hel 

of a job until Iõm finally pulverized, burned, hacked, 

smashed, or whatever else way the gods see fit to dispose of 

me.  Are you going to help me or not?]  

{Iõm listening.} 

 

Sometime later Darkwolfe crept back into the company 

of the Dragon Band with his glowing armour.  It kept h im 
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warm and radiated light.  The waiting group sat in their 

own sphere of light, but sta red in awe at their returning 

king.  His sleek legs and feet were black and appeared as 

naught but shadows.  His abdomen was aglow in an 

orange -red glimmer, silhouettin g his three -swords and the 

bow on his back perfectly.  His crown even seemed to lend 

him an animalistic nature and the sudden glare in his 

hazel eyes showed a fiery determination to continue with 

the quest.  

òI have the means of getting us back to Grathmoor by 

morning,ó he stated flatly.  òI hope no one was overly fond 

of these horses.ó 

Everyone simply looked at him as if he were crazy, and 

subconsciously took several steps away from the tethered 

steeds as though they were suddenly diagnose d with a 

contagiou s and deadly disease.  

The Pagan King waved his hands, ushering the party 

further out of harmõs way, his face set and grim.  When the 

way before them was clear, he held his hands up and 

murmured a few arcane words.  

òAdalageõ miõlee zaoklageõ.ó 

The bracers o n his arms, which were intricately 

adorned with sigils and curving designs of braided ropes 
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with no beginning or end, slowly began to glow a crimson 

colour.  Then there was a brilliant flash like an explosion of 

a million rose petals of light.  When the party blinked their 

eyes, Darkwolfe included, there stood four adult wyverns 

between them and the horses.  

The huge reptilian beasts, smaller than true dragons, 

instantly tore into the horses and ripped them to shreds in 

their great, razor -like maws.  For a f ull minute the still air 

of night was filled with the screams of the dying horses and 

the hungry feasting of the dragon -kin.  

Then once sated by the meal of flesh and blood, the 

wyverns knelt down for the party to climb aboard.  Willow 

noted with wonder tha t each beast had a double saddle 

tightly strapped to the backs of their twenty -foot -long 

bodies.  Willow and Heather boarded one, with the bard 

Little Sunflower and the thief Cat on another, 

Harmineethsa and Sir Gedrick climbed into the saddle of a 

third, and Darkwolfe took the last, largest beast for his 

mount.  Once everyone was in place and Little Sunflower 

wrapped her arms around Cat for sympathy at his fear of 

heights, the four wyverns and their riders launched into 

the black sky.  
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The ever-present  darkness would have been all -consuming 

and claustrophobic to creatures from the surface of the 

planet.  But here, several kilometers beneath Alcyone, not 

too far from where Darkwolfe and his band took to flight on 

their wyverns, the war party set out from  the western gate 

of BaõLura. 

 The vampire Sciloren, leader of the fearsome crew, 

sported  black clothing from leather -clad toe to supple 

gauntlet to the velvety hood of his cloak.  Only the skin of 

his pale face showed with ruddy lips and yellow feline eye s 

where shifted the phosphorescent grains of the Abyss; a 

constant reminder of the origin of the beast and the 

restless fury of the domain of its prisonerõs escape. 

 Accompanying the otherworldly Captain were no less 

than seventy -five Shaithen warriors, pr iests, and wizards.  

A large war party by Shaithen standards and with the aid 

of one vampire of energy, ZaõVaruk figured more than an 

adequate force to infiltrate the lower levels of the 

Grathmoor castle and make off with the artifact before 
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surface reinfo rcements could be sent down by the Dwarven 

contingent.  

 It was likely the dwarves would eventually follow in 

pursuit of the Demon Gate, but coming within proximity of 

the great city of BaõLura would be the last mistake any of 

them ever made.  

 The animated vampire set a grueling pace through 

twisting caverns of dark rock and inky blackness. Any 

creature without the aid of some kind of altered vision 

would have been totally blind in the environment. The 

Shaithen were equally adept above and below the surface of 

the planet; Sciloren was from the Abyss.  

The day wore on, though not counted by the passage 

of the planetõs sun through the sky, but by measured 

cycles of lichen colours. Interestingly, the ubiquitous 

species ran through the colours of the rainbow and white 

once a day. This equated to three hours in each colour, and 

white one hour before, during, and after high sun on the 

surface above.  

Sciloren held his hand up high to warn the party into 

stillness and silence. The vampire shifted his head from 

one sid e to the other. His eyes narrowed dangerously and a 
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wicked smile split his hard marble like facial features 

grotesquely.  

Then he leaped forward and up toward a ledge twenty -

five feet above the general trail line they had been following. 

The flat shelter bu rst into a flurry of activity.  

Several Savoliõ hunters twisted into action, stabbing 

and swinging thin spear shafts at the horrific intruder. 

Wood splintered on contact with the hardened edifice of the 

vampireõs bones and the small puncture wounds healed 

instantly once Sciloren grasped a hunter or two and 

drained the energies from their mortal shells.  

The Shaithen were hesitant to intervene. If they 

disrupted the monsterõs feeding, they might be killed in the 

frenzy. However, if somehow the vampire were to be killed, 

both Prince Lachesis and the demon ZaõVaruk would hold 

them responsible.  

Finally, the second in command, a Shaithen sorcerer, 

mentally communicated to the rest of his war party. {Let 

the fiend fend for himself. If a few Ape -men kill him, then 

th e fool deserves to die.} There was a roll of mental 

chuckling between the serpentine men.  

With lightning speed the vampire soared down from 

the ledge and seemed as if to miraculously appear in the 
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Shaithenõs midst. His hourglass eyes turned from one 

snake manõs vertical pupils to the next, begging them, any 

of them to question his power and authority.  

Slowly they bowed their heads in submission.  

[Remember I hear all.] The vampire communicated to 

the war party telepathically. Total control and confidence 

rad iated outward from the abysmal monster. He quickly 

stalked off again eager to reach the gate and drain the life 

from the enemy.  

The lieutenant wizard shouldered past the nearest 

warrior forcefully and stalked out in the lead behind the 

vampire, continuing through the labyrinthine tunnels that 

would eventually lead to the dungeon of Grathmoor castle.  

 

                       * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *  

 

Darjeeling was a respected hunter for his tribe and his 

people in general. The Savoliõ were humanoid creatures 

with grey to black skin. They were born and died within the 

Underworld of Alcyone and thus their eyes were milky -

white, and for the most part blind in the physical sense.  

However, not only did they have very keen hearing and 

tactile sensa tions, but they possessed a certain kind of 



                                                                                                                                         ϭ нлло !ŘŀƳ 5Ω!Ƴŀǘƻ-Neff 
 

18 
 

extra sensory perception. They were able to project psychic 

wavelengths that created images within their minds. This 

caused a perceptual dexterity that bordered on the 

supernatural to humans and other inhabitants  of the 

realms.  

Darjeeling traversed the lonely stretches of Plains 

where his kind often went to hunt for the tasty undaboars 

that foraged for food there. He toted a fair sized kill over his 

wide, muscular shoulders. The images of his surroundings 

flashed in his mind as he walked. He stopped suddenly as 

he approached near the ledge where his small hunting 

party was waiting.  

The Savoliõ men would rotate hunting shifts in one-

colour increments of the lichen. The other hunters would 

tell stories, rest, or shar pen their weapons as they waited 

for their turn to hunt. Darjeeling had hoped to show the 

younger hunters his prize kill and how he had killed it 

quickly with one thrust of his spear.  

The trained man sensed something was awry and 

noted the recent trespass of many Shaithen; the Savoliõs 

sworn enemy. The snake men hunted the Savoli  for food, 

and to make them into undead slaves. The Ape men as the 

Shaithen called the Savoliõ, just tried to stay out of the foul 
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creaturesõ way, but far too often the peaceful hunter -

tribesmen were forced to engage the menace with force.  

Darjeeling dropped the carcass of the undaboar and 

sprinted toward the wall beneath the ledge. He tapped into 

his innate power, and scaled the sheer face of the wall with 

his bared hands and feet. This ability was a mental -earth 

elemental function and in the long history of the Savoliõ 

race, many of them had fallen from their perches having 

gone unconscious in battle or being foolish enough to climb 

and drink the Rainbow Lichen Liquor.  

This brew had  sent even the stout dwarven emissaryõs 

onto their òarsesó, when they came by on their occasional 

passing from one dwarven stronghold to another.  

Darjeeling gasped in fright and anger when he spotted 

the drained husks of his brothers and comrades. He sat 

softly down, touching each slowly in turn and whispering a 

prayer of passage to the Goddess. Once done, he climbed 

back down the cliff leaving the bodies for the elements and 

scavengers as was the Savoliõ way. 

He checked his retractable spear, making sure i t was 

securely fastened to his back. Then, slowly but 

purposefully he tracked the murders hoping to find revenge 

for this outrage. There would be no hiding this time. No 
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running away from the Shaithen. The enemy was many 

and he knew that he would die, but he would die a warrior 

and not a coward fleeing into the endless passages of the 

Underworld like some lost and frightened soul.  

 

                       * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *  

 

  

òI think it is time you two were off,ó Eleanor said. She 

sat on a huge marble throne and both the Lady Amethyst 

and the karateka Topaz couldnõt fathom how she sat so 

comfortably. The dragon lounged in the giant chair in her 

human form more like a velvet cape than that of flesh and 

bone. She seemed pleased with the  recent events of 

birthing the mysterious child from the corpse of the 

priestess she had called Charlemette. The child had been 

sent back to Earth with the psychologist Dr. Arthur 

Hackney and Topazõs and Lady Amethystõs travelling 

companions had been sent back to their prospective worlds 

as well.  

òMay I ask you a question, my Lady?ó Amethyst asked. 

Her blonde hair was tucked neatly back in a bun and her 

features beautifully matched that of the dragon woman 
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before her. She was confident and a woman always in  

control of any situation, but Eleanor noted a minor 

undertone of fear as she spoke.  

Will I ever be amongst my own? Eleanor pondered. 

What I wouldnõt give to know peace and love, even 

companionship. I am not some wild beast like the wyvern 

race, but what am I? Certainly not human. Perhaps I have 

spent too much time in this form and now I cannot even 

think clearly anymore. She slowly came out of her reverie 

and looked at the two humans before her. Would they die 

too in this mess? She hoped not, she could se e the love 

bonds between them even if they were too stubborn to 

admit it to each other.  

òYes,ó Eleanor finally replied, òWhat is it you would 

like to know?ó 

òA lot has happened in the past few days, things I have 

taken on intuition, but now on some level I  feel that I have 

to understand them to go on. Can you tell us what is going 

on?ó 

òAnd how do you feel?ó The dragon asked Topaz, the 

hearty stout warrior. His skin was olive coloured and he 

had slanting brown eyes. He was short, perhaps five foot 
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six inche s, but he was solid muscle and Amethyst had 

never seen someone so agile and flexible.  

òI would like to know also, but I would follow my lady 

and protect her without such knowledge.ó 

òSuch devotion in a servant is remarkable,ó Eleanor 

remarked. òFine. You see, two thousand years ago during 

the Demon Wars, the wizards and priests and dragons 

fought to control and subdue the greater demons who 

sought to destroy Alcyone and all of the Pleiades.ó 

òThe Pleiades?ó Amethyst enquired. 

òYes, Alcyone is but one planet in a string of eight. 

These planets are very far apart and only through very 

powerful magickal gates can one travel between them. The 

child and Arthur returned to a planet called Earth, it is the 

furthest planet from where we are. Sergeant Ho and the 

ranger and Anisette went to two of the other planets.ó 

òThatõs kind of hard to imagine.ó Amethyst said, 

blinking her eyes in contemplation. òSo is this all about the 

child then? Why do I feel tied to this Pagan King you call 

Darkwolfe?ó 

òThe child is but a seed for the future and I honestly 

donõt know exactly what role he will play as he grows older. 

But for now, the demons who were banished behind a 



                                                                                                                                         ϭ нлло !ŘŀƳ 5Ω!Ƴŀǘƻ-Neff 
 

23 
 

powerful gate so many years ago are now escaping and 

planning to begin the wars anew. If they succeed, this chil d 

wonõt matter for all of the Pleiades  will be destroyed in 

raging fires and chaos.ó Eleanor stood, feeling charged by 

the conversation. òI am a dragon of nature and balance and 

I can only guide and assist the natural races in their 

struggle. This is why I  cannot go with you and aid you. The 

Pagan King, Darkwolfe by name, is the peasant leader who 

has risen in the past and has recently done so again to 

fight the Demonõs to preserve the life of nature and the 

Mother Goddess.  

òThose individuals who are destined to fight by his side 

are magickally drawn to his side in time for assistance. I 

warn you that there lies great danger ahead. Some of his 

companions have already fallen by his side, and in time 

perhaps you shall too. There is always free will in your liv es 

and if you go the other way, it is your choice and I will not 

stop you. However, if you do not go, the balance may swing 

the other way and the demons may ultimately win.ó 

There was intensity and even love and curiosity in 

those eyes of hers. She waited quietly as the two humans 

thought about what the dragon had said. The chamber 

within which they were in was peaceful and cool, but 
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welcoming. Torches lined the walls emitting magickal 

radiance rather than mundane flames, and the effect was 

pleasant and oth erworldly. How long had this Eleanor lain 

within this chamber they wondered? Thousands of years? 

What would it be like to live so long? Would the ravages of 

time make the human mind go insane with such passage? 

It was hard to tell, difficult to fathom, yet  the dragon 

seemed almost divine -like in her station and the couple 

could not say no to the likes of her.  

òWe will go of course,ó Amethyst stated firmly. Topaz 

shook his head in agreement at her side. òWe will head out 

immediately.ó 

òI am pleased to hear that. Come let me walk you out.ó 

The human pair followed the dragon Eleanor up the 

winding cavern passage and out into the open refreshing 

air. òI have used most of my magick to create the portals 

for the others else I would have sent you straight away to 

the castle. I do however have enough energy left to speed 

you on your way and you should make it there by the time 

the king arrives.ó 

With that she pulled a slender blue wand from her 

robes and spun it in a gentle arc upwards. She whispered a 

command word a nd there emerged a dancing spray of 
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yellow and orange lights from the tip of the wand. There 

before them forming out of the playful lights stood two 

magnificent unicorns.  

They were the most massive and muscular steeds the 

two humans had ever seen and were the most brilliant 

silvery -white. òAmethyst,ó Topaz whispered, òthey are so 

beautiful.ó 

òI know,ó she said. 

The two unicorns, a male and a slightly smaller mare, 

rubbed their ivory spiral horns together affectionately. 

Then they looked from the dragon to t he two humans, 

neighing and shaking their heads in equine grace. òThey 

will respond to the two of you now,ó the dragon said and 

tucked the wand into Amethystõs fine braided leather belt. 

òThe command word is Rana- Malose.ó 

òThat means wind and fire in the old tongue,ó Topaz 

stated more to himself than the other two. òFire for the 

stallion and the mare would be wind, I gather. The 

unicorns can be summoned separately as Rana or Malose, 

or together by the combined phrase of Rana - Malose.ó He 

turned his dark ey es on the two women. There was not an 

egotistical flare there but one that said simply that just 

because Iõm quiet doesnõt mean that Iõm stupid. 
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òA scholar and a gentleman,ó Eleanor professed. òAnd 

of course you are correct. Do you know the duration of the  

spell and how often the steeds may be called forth?ó 

òI have had training in the temples of my lands, and 

while magick is somewhat different across the seas I 

suspect there is a natural similarity between our lands. I 

also suspect the duration will depend  on how quickly we 

expend the energies of the unicorns. That is if we ride them 

hard toward our destination they would not remain with us 

as long as if we rode them slowly. Most devices of this 

nature approximate the recurrence of recall to about once a 

day or every other day depending on if the servant animal 

has been wounded in battle or merely expended its energy 

without taking damage. In death -like instances, the steeds 

may take a fist or longer to recover and if the wand itself 

were destroyed then the unicorns would also forever be 

lost.ó 

òWow!ó Lady Amethyst exclaimed. òI didnõt know you 

had it in you. You know, youõre smarter than you look.ó 

He peered back at her, but found only a playful gaze in 

her lovely blue eyes. He couldnõt be angry with her had it 

been his intention to do so, not with that underlying love 
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he saw there, and she saw that fondness in his eyes as 

well.  

Amethyst walked over before the dragon Eleanor. 

òThank you,ó she said. The two women hugged gently and 

kissed each other on the chee ks in farewell.  
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3 

 

Lady Deerbourne stood over her dead son Thuja. His corpse was drained 

of all water and lifeôs essence. He was nothing more than a mummified 

husk after his deadly walk in the Abyss. His body lay on a wide slab of 

red marble. The room was round with slanting walls and brilliant torches 

flared noisily from their wall brackets. The flooring was of reflective 

black onyx set with ancient arcane symbols of mother of pearl. 

The Ladyôs hair was straight, black strands, coarse like a horseôs 

tail. Her eyes were dark and squinted in concentration as she pondered 

all that had recently transpired; all that was going to unfold by her 

hands. 

She looked over at the man whom she had called her husband for 

so long: Lord Deerbourne. He was not the great imposing figure he once 

was. He was beaten and tired, and weak from not having eaten for many 

days. He was shackled against one wall, opposite the one single door 

that permitted entrance and exit from the unholy chamber. 

ñMy Lady. Here isss the chalice. Here isss your dessstiny.ò The 

Shaithen priest said entering the chamber. His sickly green robes hung 

loosely about him. His reptilian cobra head bent and twisting smoothly 

to take in the chamberôs views. He carried a silver goblet in one hand. It 

was set with rubies and sapphires and diamonds. It was a beautiful piece 

of work but one might not speculate the maker of fates. 
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ñAt last.ò She stated with strength and resolution. ñI donôt want to 

know where you found it. I have always found you a, competent advisor. 

If perhaps for your own reasons. Nevertheless, as long as we both profit 

from your actions I will continue to heed your directions.ò She was 

adorned in scarlet robes, the front slit to expose nicely the curves of her 

full breasts, and another running up her thigh nearly to her buttocks. 

ñPerhaps I will reward you in my own way,ò she said seductively. ñThe 

Shaithen are famous for their sexual appetites.ò 

The snake manôs black tongue flickered quickly and his pupils 

dilated mesmerizingly with lust. He offered the priestess the chalice. 

ñYou do what you mussst do. I will wait for you in the bed chamber for 

my reward.ò With that he retreated from the room and closed the heavy 

stone door with a tomb-like thud. 

Lord Deerbourne opened a bruised and swollen eye and tilted his 

head to get a better look at his treacherous wife. ñBetrayer,ò he rasped 

through dry and cracked lips. ñConsorter with demons!ò 

ñNow, now husband why so glum. Your pain will at last be gone. 

And at what gain? You will give life to your son. He will still rule in 

your stead. Not much has changed from the way things would have 

been. Your heir will be great and rule far and wide, not this lonely 

fortress. Oh yes, you have done quite well over the years in repelling the 

invading forces from Lycmaul across the sea. But you were not 
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ambitious. You thought too small. Our son will build an empire in your 

wake; one any father would be proud of.ò 

ñThat monster is not my son. I had a duty to protect the northern 

border of our lands. Only a mad man would want what you suggest, 

onlyéò His face went blank as the priestess ensnared him in a spell. 

ñHush now; dream of a faraway place where you would like to 

spend eternity. Think of pleasant thoughts husband. We had some good 

times, but a new age is beginning. An age of strength and dominion. 

Only the strong and ambitious will survive. I will survive,ò she stated as 

an oath and declaration. 

She leaned the Lordôs head forward and placed the silver and 

jeweled chalice under his throat. She drew a slender curved dagger from 

her belt and ran it once swiftly across his neck. Instantly his lifeôs blood 

gushed forth and in no time at all, a few breaths really, the goblet was 

full and the stronghold of North Pointôs long ruling Lord was dead. 

 

One drop at a time. Drip. Drip. Blood upon the lips of a wasted 

shell. It was not this act alone that had the effect. An ocean of blood 

perhaps would have had no effect upon the corpse of the sorcerer Thuja. 

But, this was no ordinary cup that poured forth the still warm blood of 

murder. This cup once caught the spilled blood of a dying demi-god. 

Now it was imbued with properties that could heal some say, and rouse 

the souls of those lost in the Abyss. 
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From his nightmare he stirred. He lifted his head from the indigo 

sand. Squinting feral eyes of blood and black. The shadows and spirits 

near him moved away in fright. Life had come here; not life of a foolish 

walker, but empowering light gone awry. Thujaôs soul cried out first 

with frightful pose, and then in malicious delight. He faded from this 

Abysmal plane and slowly materialized back on Alcyone; back home 

where he was first born, resurrected now to rule an empire. 

His skin plumped up as the drops trickled into his opening mouth, 

and an aura of magick spilled forth from the cup as well. Then one bony 

hand reached up and grasped the chalice from his motherôs hand. Thuja 

sat upright and poured the rest of the chaliceôs contents greedily down 

his throat. His body continued to plump up and regain its original form. 

He leaped to his feet from the red marble bier. He looked around the 

room wildly with his new vampiric vision. 

His eyes settled on his father and then on his mother, gaining 

insight and understanding in what must have come about to bring him 

back to the world of the living. He nodded his head in approval, 

grabbing his mother into his arms and kissed her passionately on the 

mouth. 

ñAnd so a blood vampire is born to rule an empire,ò she said in a 

whisper. 

ñAnd who but a woman who has given birth to me twice and 

taught me what it was to be a man to rule by my side?ò 
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* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *  

 

 ñAre you sure, Father?ò The young woman asked as they rattled 

wildly in the ox-drawn cart. Her hair was a wheat colour and her old and 

torn dress a faded light blue. She looked at the old man beside her, a 

withered shell of a man who had seen much poverty and hardships in his 

lifetime. 

ñIt is the way dear. In times of failed crops and when the peasants 

are starving, Lord Deerbourne has given out food and supplies once or 

twice in the past to his people. Trust me, we are in need.ò He used a long 

willow strap as a whip and lightly flicked it at the rear end of the ox to 

goad it into quicker speed. 

ñI believe you of course. But no one has seen much of the good 

lord lately. Some rumours say that he may even be dead.ò She rubbed 

her small hands nervously together. ñI never saw a lord before. What 

does one say?ò 

ñOh rubbish I say,ò said the father. ñFor one he canôt be dead. That 

man will outlive the best of us. And for two, well, heôs just a person like 

you or I. He may have more money and speak all fancy like, but heôs 

just another guy doing his best in the world. Hey, did I tell you about the 

time I ran into him in the woods when he was hunting boar?ò He asked 

enthusiastically. 
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ñYes, Father, about a hundred times.ò 

He ignored the response; his face lighting up in the retelling of the 

tale. ñI was walking home from Henryôs house after a good game of 

cards. My pocket was a little heavier with coins and I guess I wasnôt as 

alert as I knew I should be in those parts of the woods. Next thing I 

knew, I was thirty feet from a giant mutated boar. Lightning crackled 

around its maw and upward-jutting fangs; truly one of the worst beasts 

in these parts. I looked for the nearest tree, but I knew I wasnôt going to 

make it in time, so I slowly slipped my dagger out of my belt; if I was 

going to die, well I was going to die fighting. The beast charged at me 

and I knew I was a goner for sure. 

Suddenly a huge hunting bow twanged nearby and an arrow burst 

through the beastôs side in a spray of blood. It was a perfect shot through 

the heart. The boar skidded to a halt right at my feet, still wrapped in 

electrical sparks. I looked down at the fletching on the arrowôs end and 

sure enough it was the Lordôs markings of yellow and blue. 

ñYouôre a brave man, the Lord Deerbourne said to me and patted 

me on the back as he walked by, coming out of the bushes in which he 

had been hiding. I smiled weakly back thanking him for saving my life. 

He looked me over quickly and said that I could keep the boar to feed 

my family and with that he marched off back through the woods with his 

mighty bow in his hands. I tell you, that is one good man and he will 
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help us.ò The father finished, convinced that the lord would help them in 

their time of need. 

A light rain had begun to fall and the pair drew up their ragged 

cloaks to protect their heads from the chill wind coming off the sea. 

They were on their final approach to the stronghold of North Point and 

the gates loomed open ahead before the massive stone structure. Many 

invading armies had tried to take siege to North Point over the last 

several hundred years and had always been driven back by the 

Deerbourne lineage. Now the gates sat open in time of peace and the two 

peasants noted that there was no visible activity on the battlements 

above or within the courtyard. 

The wooden cart rattled its way over the last small hill and onto the 

cobblestones. The two sat in awe as they made their way through the 

opened gates and below the several raised portcullis, past the many 

arrow slits and larger holes through which gods knew what would be 

hurled their way if they had been enemies, and finally into the centre of 

the open empty central yard. 

ñHello?ò Artium called out to the thick grey stones.  

Only the howling wind answered back. Thick clouds passed 

overhead, above the relentless drizzle. Artium looked to his daughter, for 

the first time sensing a bit of fear. Maybe some foul curse or disease had 

spread throughout the castle and killed everyone within, and it was only 
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a matter of time before it seized them and slowly crushed the life out of 

the last two survivors of the Sleeping Willow Clan. 

Just as Artium was about to turn the cart around and dash from the 

castle, a sweet feminine voice called out over the wind. ñHold there. óTis 

Lady Deerbourne.ò Father and daughter turned to see a slender woman 

in a fine lavender dress hurry down the front stairs toward them. She 

held a silk shawl over her head to protect her soft shiny black hair from 

the water. Her feet were wrapped in satin slippers and she made not a 

sound on the perfectly laid stones of the courtyard as she floated their 

way. 

ñGreetings,ò she said at last. ñThe Lord Deerbourne and most of 

the guards are away hunting dragon. You are welcome to seek shelter 

and food for the evening. I could use the company.ò 

ñI ahéò Artium began, coming under the Ladyôs charm; his blood 

boiling with lust in his old veins. ñYes Maôam, my daughter Celeste and 

I would be honoured if you would take us in.ò 

Lady Deerbourne smiled in satisfaction. The old man was too easy 

she thought. She looked at the younger girl by his side, really more of a 

sprouting woman. My son would have fun with her. She admired 

Celesteôs long wavy hair and pale skin. Her budding breasts were rather 

large and firm. Oh yes, Thuja will be quite pleased. 

Out from the interior stable doors emerged a young stable hand. He 

moved briskly and took the lead from Artium. ñYour beast will be well 
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taken care of until your departure, sir.ò Without further comment, the lad 

led the old cart and even older ox clacking across the stones and into the 

dry confines of the large lantern-lit stables. ñFollow me,ò the Lady said. 

She then sped off toward the stairs and the trio was soon within the 

warmth and dryness of the stronghold. ñFirst I will take you to your 

rooms so that you can get dry. I have clothes you can have. Itôs the least 

I can do for the good people of our lands.ò 

Happy expressions burst forth from the father and daughter at their 

good fortune. Artium had kind of expected to be turned away, but the 

Lord was away and the beautiful lady was looking for companionship. 

They were led down a servantôs access hallway from the main foyer and 

to a narrow stairwell. They quickly ascended two flights of stairs and 

emerged into a square sitting room. 

ñI hope you donôt mind,ò the Lady began. ñBut I thought you 

might be comfortable in this older unused portion of the castle. This way 

you can have the place to yourselves and you wonôt be bothered.ò She 

pointed to the fireplace along one wall, ñHaaassssa!ò It burst into flames 

instantly warming the already cozy room. 

 ñA sorceress,ò Celeste exclaimed in awe and admiration. 

ñPerhaps I could teach you,ò Lady Deerbourne said slyly. ñThere is 

a room there for you sir,ò she pointed to one room where the door was 

ajar. ñIt should have clothes about your size; you are welcome to any of 

them if they suit your fancy. And for you my dear, come with me.ò She 
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led Celeste down just a short hallway from the main sitting room and 

opened a finely carved door. 

ñOh,ò Celeste gasped. The room before her was a castle unto itself 

by the young womanôs standards, but really no more than an average 

bedroom to a Lady of wealth. ñI can sleep here?ò 

ñThis is too much, my Lady,ò Artium said. ñWe could never repay 

you for your kindness.ò 

ñWell if you like it here, perhaps I could offer you work. I need 

good help now that many of my servants have moved on to better places. 

Not too many people like the cold and rocky place we call our home. I 

could give you room and board and some money. And of course, I 

would give certain privileges to my new apprentice and her father.ò 

Celeste and Artium were simply too stunned to reply to the 

amazing offer and could do no more than stare at the woman as if she 

had suddenly sprouted a hydraôs head and began babbling like a jester. 

ñWell, I suppose it is a lot to ask of you. That is, to give up everything 

you have back home. But think about it. Once you settle in and get 

changed, I will send someone along to gather you up for evening-draw.ò 

The Lady walked briskly away through another door at the end of 

the hallway and into the castle proper. She silently shut the door behind 

her, leaving the two peasants alone to think about their bounty. In a way, 

she thought sadistically, she hadnôt really lied to them. Not, mind you, 

that she would have had a problem with that in the least if she had. The 
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two would become her servants, and her sonôs. She simply failed to 

mention the fact that they would not do so as living humans, but as 

undead slaves. 
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4 

 

The cool night wind whipped by as the wyvern riders flew back toward 

Grathmoor and what they could only suspect to be a vicious battle for 

possession of the gate. Each member of the band held on tightly for fear 

of falling to the darkness below. Cat was petrified. 

ñHow are you doing?ò Little Sunflower asked loudly from behind 

him in the double saddle. The poor thief hadnôt so much as moved a 

muscle since the wyverns had sprang into the air and she wondered if the 

man she had grown so fond of was actually dead from fright. 

ñOh-k-k-k-k-kay,ò he stuttered frigidly. ñWhatôs th-hh- h-at 

noise?ò 

ñWhat noise?ò she began to ask, but then she heard it too. A high-

pitched shrieking sound, kind of likeéBats! 

Then the whole sky around the Dragon Band burst into wild 

activity. The wyverns veered frantically from hitting any of the 

monstrous bats head-on. The comrades hung on for dear life while trying 

to loosen their weapons. The horse-sized blood sucking bats were vying 

for a quick meal. Their fangs were several feet long, like great siphons 

and it would only take a matter of seconds to drain a victim once they 

chomped into them. 
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  ñTo arms!ò Darkwolfe yelled and mumbled a few arcane words for 

a spell. Instantly a giant sphere of magickal light erupted around them, 

hoping to give the party a better chance for survival. 

ñOh,ò Heather groaned both to herself and to Willow. ñI think Iôd 

rather fight these things in the dark.ò The bats were hairy and brown and 

black mottled beasts with sharp pointed ears, long claws, and beady red 

eyes. They shrieked incessantly and the noise was grating on the nerves; 

Heather periodically shivered despite herself and drew her short sword 

in case any of the foul creatures managed to get too close. 

Sir Gedrick launched a volley of mundane missiles at the bats 

approaching them. This spell allowed a spell user to materialize and hurl 

basic projectile weapons at an opponent. The paladin preferred the use 

of crossbow bolts, and one after another rocketed toward the bats. They 

sank deeply into the flesh of these winged fiends and several spiraled 

down and out of the sphere of light. 

One bat came in to try to bite the priestess Willow, stretching its 

long hairy neck for the attack. The wyvern beneath them couldnôt seem 

to help the perfect opportunity and bit deeply into the batôs neck. There 

came a wild chirping noise and a spray of blood. The weight and binding 

of the two flying creaturesô bodies caused the wyvern to drop thirty feet 

in flight before it released the bat to its death and the void that raced 

below them. 
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Heather and Willow thankfully had strapped themselves into the 

wide saddle and hadnôt been thrown in the drop. The two women looked 

up above them, as now they flew below the others and the horde of 

vampiric bats. The aerial melee was fascinating and wickedly deadly. 

The thief Cat managed to draw out some of his throwing daggers, 

tipped with dried, lethal poison. Each one found their mark in a batôs eye 

or neck. Within seconds the effect of the toxin took hold and the 

creatures dropped one by one. 

The Pagan King had strapped himself into the saddle as well and 

fought a bat to either side. He sported both his long and short sword and 

held on with his legs, hoping that the leather strap would hold should he 

be thrown to either side. Two horrible fangs snaked in to bite into his 

ripe body. The bat seemed eager to the king as if it could already taste 

his blood. ñNo you donôt,ò 

Darkwolfe yelled and brought his Demon Slayer sword sideways. The 

blade bit into and through the two giant teeth, rendering the hairball 

impotent to do further harm. 

The bat to the kingôs other side came in then with two claws 

extended to find purchase in his flesh. ñOh you want some too?ò He 

smiled wickedly and severed one limb after another with the short sword 

Kirianna, each slice eliciting a horrible screech from the monstrosity. He 

followed up by reaching across his body with the longer blade and 

driving it into the belly of the beast. 
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Willow cast a spell then. Her magnificent red hair was flying 

behind her on the mighty scaled wyvern. Its mouth was agape and fresh 

blood still dripping from its jagged teeth. From the priestesses supple 

thin hands flew forth a gossamer web, like that made from giant spiders. 

The weave took form and broadened as it flew toward its intended 

victims. The web became a thin wide circle forty-five feet across and 

wrapped itself forcefully into a trio of incoming bats. They were trapped 

instantly and tangled one against the other as they desperately tried to 

flap their leathery wings, but fell like stones from the night sky to certain 

death on the terrain far beneath them. 

  ñDie demon spawn!ò Sir Gedrick yelled in a wild scream of battle 

lust. He had taken up his two-handed sword and impaled an incoming 

bat as it flew in to feast. 

Harmony looked at the paladin thoughtfully as if considering what 

the man had just said before he had killed the bat. He had his battle-axe 

in hand, ready to meet the vampiric bat that was coming in on his side of 

the wyvern. Each of them agreeing to fend one side with their giant 

weapons. As the bat came close, slanted brown eyes meeting the glare of 

beady red ones, Harmineethsa yelled, ñDie demon spawn.ò 

There followed a huge bath of fresh hot blood. 

 

* * * * * * *  * * * * * * * * * * * * * *  
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The Unicorns made miraculous time as they practically flew over 

the landscape toward the far awaiting castle of Grathmoor. Their 

hardened hooves seemed to barely touch the ground and both Amethyst 

and Topaz were amazed at how smooth and enjoyable the ride was. At 

times the pair was taken away by the fantasy of the ride, travelling 

somewhere between the real world and the ethereal plane. Here they saw 

visions of the fairy people watching them as they passed in wonder and 

silent greeting. 

The trees glowed and the land hummed with energy. There were 

thin strands of light reaching down from the moon and stars intertwining 

with similar rays of magick  shooting up from the ground, and as 

Amethyst squinted her eyes to see more clearly she saw a giant matrix of 

thin coloured threads. 

ñThe weave,ò she gasped, ñthe weave of life and magick.ò 

It was some time later, hours already in their journey, when the 

unicorns came abruptly to a halt. The two awesome creatures upon 

which they rode didnôt even seem to be breathing hard, but they did 

somehow seem slightly less solid. Over time they would eventually 

expend their energy and have to return to the wand to become revitalized 

by the ancient artifact, enspelled thousands of years ago by powerful 

wizards. 

The night was unnaturally silent. 
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Topaz held up his hand as Amethyst was about to speak. He shook 

his head quickly and then pointed to himself and then in the direction of 

a cluster of trees. Amethyst pointed to him and then to the trees to 

confirm his intent and the karateka nodded his head in confirmation and 

then silently slid off the sleek male steed and into a crouch on the dirt 

path. 

The ground was damp with dew and littered with brittle twigs and 

small red mushrooms. Topaz placed each step carefully as not to make 

any noise and stepped with feline grace over the small incline and 

between the wide trunks of the maples and birch. 

He settled softly onto his stomach and snaked his way for twenty 

feet or so through dense ferns and lush stretches of May Apple. The 

small rise the monk was stationed on wound around a deep impression 

almost completely in a circle. 

At one end the raised ridge lowered and exited to a small trail 

where several large carrier wagons, which were often used to transport 

troops, sat. Each wagon was fixed with six sturdy horses. In the centre of 

the enclosed circle were huddled no less than one hundred and fifty 

mixed orcs and goblins muttering to themselves around a wide blazing 

fire. 

ñMeôs gunna kill some dwarves,ò one proclaimed as he chomped 

into a huge leg of deer. Rivulets of fat drained down his cheek and 

spattered on his leather vest. 
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  ñYes we takes castle fors master; Gratmur castle we crush. Thens 

weez get reward,ò another stated through gurgles of mead and venison. 

The banter and boasts flew along the encampment as Topaz 

listened for several moments before heading back down the hill to 

Amethyst and the unicorns. 

She saw the look in his eyes when he returned. The wind had 

shifted and she could smell the burning wood of the campfire. ñWho are 

they, and how many?ò she wondered out loud, but quietly. 

Amethyst still sat astride the mare and Topaz looked up into her 

expectant eyes as she stooped down so that he could whisper and be 

heard. ñMany orcs and goblins,ò he replied. ñI think theyôre headed 

exactly where we are. They said something about killing dwarves and 

taking a castle.ò 

ñAh,ò she paused, ñEleanor did mention that Grathmoor was 

protected now by dwarves from Rockshome. The question is what 

should we do about them? Can we do anything to stop them?ò 

ñThey are too many. It would be suicide to try to fight them 

directly.ò Topaz was eager to fight, but he was also prudent about when 

to avoid one he couldnôt win. 

ñYes, I guess youôre right,ò she said with disappointment and 

exasperation. ñWe can at least warn the castle of the imminent attack.ò 
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ñAgreed,ò the monk stated and leaped atop the stallion once more. 

The unicorn reared its head and they tore off once again silently down 

the moonlit road. 

 

ñWhyôs did you let thems go master?ò the small bat like creature 

asked of the man whose shoulder he sat upon. Its small wet nose 

glistened in the tiny radiant light that glowed forth from the manôs 

purple eyes. 

 ñIt suits me not to interfere too much, too soon.ò His voice was 

soft and filled with neutral compassion. He stroked the side of the 

creatureôs snout with one finger. 

ñYes,ò the creature cooed. ñMaster is very wise. Master kills when 

the time is good; not before.ò 

ñAll according to plan, Binah. Itôs a curse really, to see the future. I 

wonder if destiny can be changed?ò The strange man uncoiled himself 

from the fat bough of the tree where he and his familiar had been hiding, 

and jumped. He landed nimbly in the road and then sprinted off in the 

direction of Grathmoor at a quick and oddly inhuman gait. 

 

Topaz and Amethyst came across several more enemy camps on 

their way to the keep at Grathmoor. Each time the karateka would do 

reconnaissance and then report back to his Lady with the size and 

makeup of the gathered forces. 
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As morning came closer and the sky lightened to silver, they had 

increasingly more difficulty in skirting the invaderôs who were then on 

the move and ready to attack. The pair was happy to at last make contact 

with a small group of dwarven sentries positioned on the outskirts of 

town. 

ñHold there,ò the stout warrior said leaping into the road from 

behind a prickly holly bush. He was clean-shaven and wore studded 

leather armour and brandished a long halberd. There were many of his 

companions beside him in but a few seconds, each armed and armoured 

in a variety of protective and maiming devices. 

ñWe are bound to the Pagan King,ò Amethyst proclaimed. ñThere 

is an orc and goblin army marching on the town as we speak. You must 

prepare to meet the enemy!ò 

 ñHow do we know theyôre not lying?ò One of the dwarves said in 

a gruff and untrusting tone. 

ñNo one evil would be riding a bloody unicorn you fool. I think 

theyôre telling the truth.ò 

ñMe too!ò Another dwarf exclaimed. 

   ñYeah, and why is that?ò the doubter asked. 

      ñBecause weôre under attack!ò 

Just then a loud chorus of grunts and yells rose up as about a dozen 

goblins charged toward the group huddled in the middle of the road that 

lead up to the 
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Lordôs Keep. 

The leader of the dwarves, a Sergeant Hill by name, was about to 

laugh and say itôs only a few goblins, but just as he was about to open 

his trap, about a hundred orcs and goblins emerged from the surrounding 

trees and charged in as well. 

ñRetreat! Back to the castle!ò The dwarven leader yelled. A second 

later an arrow took him in the eye and he spun around and fell face first 

onto the ground, driving the metal tip out of the back of his skull. 

ñCome on,ò Amethyst yelled, taking charge where the sergeant had 

left off. ñRetreat!ò 

As one the group ran towards the opened gates. Amethyst and 

Topaz ran their steeds quickly ahead to relay the nature of the attack to 

those up at the stronghold. Velneb met them at the gate, eyes wide at the 

sight of the unicorns, his men running quickly at him, and the increasing 

horde of monsters converging from all sides towards the castle. 

No sooner had Amethyst and Topaz landed on the ground, than 

their steeds whinnied softly in farewell and disappeared from sight until 

the next time their mistress called them forth from the magickal wand. 

ñWell,ò Velneb glared at them, ñgrab a weapon and make 

yourselves useful will ya! We need every available hand to fight this 

battle.ò 

The fleeing dwarves made it to the gates with not much time to 

spare. Hundreds and thousands of the beasts were flooding towards the 
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gates. Mostly goblins and orcs were visible, but a few trolls were spotted 

and a handful of forest giants as well. These last sported 

massive trunks as mighty clubs and were being driven forward to smash 

open the gates or break down a wall, or both if the need arose. 

All in all it was an impressive force, and it would cost a lot of lives 

to hold the fort. The dwarven leader, Velneb Skullcrusher was still the 

one in charge. The initial group of men who had come to Grathmoor, 

and the reinforcements, were put under his command. They were a good 

group of warriors. Some veterans were present including the mighty 

Thrasher and Trollbait and the semi-new warrior Darrel Hammertoe. Yet 

far too many men manning the walls were young dwarves, and this 

would be their first and possibly last battle. 

Velneb raced up a stairwell to the battlements at the outer wall to 

get a better look at the emerging chaos below. Thankfully the dwarves 

had rebuilt and reinforced the gate. Several small catapults and ballistae 

had been serviced and put into operation. These would be critical in the 

outcome of the battle and were put in the good hands of his skilled men. 

ñHere we go again,ò Thrasher said snidely and with a smile 

pointed out a few advancing trolls to his partner and brother in 

adventure, Trollbait. 

Instantly a scowl crept across his scarred face where once, during 

the troll invasion of Rockshome, Trollbait had been raked horribly by an 
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awesome beast. ñYouôve got to be kidding!ò The dwarven warrior 

growled and aimed the large spear-throwing weapon at the nearest 

and ugliest troll. 

ñMay Thor bless us in battle!ò Velneb yelled loud enough for 

many nearby and on the walls to hear him.  ñMay Thor bless us in war!ò 

another warrior yelled. Many more men heard the chant and some 

women too were mixed in the assortment of fighters. Soon there was 

nothing but a loud rumble emerging from the castle. 

ñThor! Thor! Thor! Thor!ò 
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5 

 

The fire was warm and crackled with delight. 

Artium and his daughter Celeste sat before it on a plush couch stacked 

with frilly -tassel pillows. The pair was bedecked in their new clothing 

and for the time they even believed they were of noble blood. The 

pretension was fun and they laughed and petted the two cats that had 

eventually made their way in and nestled up on the couch with them. 

Artium had found sturdy new boots, thick cotton trousers, and a 

clean workmanôs shirt and vest. A servant girl had brought in a warm 

washbasin and he had let the lovely lass trim his hair and beard. He had 

admired his image in a small mirror she proffered, thinking himself 

instantly transformed into a proper gentleman. 

Another servant girl, slightly older than Celeste, had sponged her 

down and washed her hair with gentle care. Then she delicately painted 

her face with hints of rouge and eye makeup and then slipped the simple 

girl into a long teal-coloured evening gown for supper. ñThe mistress 

wishes you to dine with her and her son this evening,ò she had said. ñI 

will be back shortly to collect you and your father. Why donôt you relax 

and enjoy the fire for now.ò She smiled with gentle sincerity before 

leaving the two to their own contemplations. 

 ñOh, Father,ò Celeste pleaded with delight. ñWe just must stay! It 

is so wonderful here.ò 
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ñOf course,ò the older man replied. ñWe will have to earn our keep 

mind you.ò 

ñI will work hard, Father.ò 

ñI donôt want you playing and getting us into trouble. Remember 

the Lord and Lady are the law. If we disobey them, we may likely end 

up in the dungeon!ò The old man didnôt really believe it was so, but he 

wanted to frighten her a little bit to make sure she behaved and carried 

out her duties well. 

ñWhat do you know of the Ladyôs son?ò she said suddenly, 

blushing despite herself. 

ñNow donôt be getting any funny ideas you. Thatôs likely to get us 

both tortured and executed if you start flirting with the Lordôs son. He 

may even take to your affections, but most young men would like to 

have their way with you, but once heôs doneéwell, noble men donôt 

marry common girls thatôs all,ò he said brusquely. He saw tears in her 

eyes and was afraid that she might smear her eye make-up. 

ñNow, now, itôs okay, honey. Everything will be fine. Iôm only 

telling you this for your own good and to prepare you for the ways of the 

world, thatôs all. I thought a little hurt now would save you a lot later. I 

didnôt mean to upset you.ò He reached over and hugged her smaller 

frame against his. ñI love you Celeste, I only want the best for you. 

Weôll find you a fine husband some day; you must be patient and choose 

carefully.ò 
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ñYouôre right as always, Father. I guess I was just dreaming a 

little. Iôll behave myself alright.ò 

The servant girl came in then. She was thin and wore a plain tan 

work dress. Her hair was pulled back in a bun and she held aloft a small 

candelabrum that blazed with five bright white candles. 

 ñFollow me please; the Lady Deerbourne and her son Thuja await 

you for dinner.ò With that she turned and led the pair down the small 

hallway and into the main part of the house. 

The ambiance of the wealthy change as they passed from the 

servantôs quarters to the noble home was oppressive to the two peasants. 

Any thoughts of flirting with or seducing the young lord fled instantly at 

the sight of the intricately tiled halls, rich velvet draperies, and imported 

ivory chandeliers set with cerulean coloured, magickal globes that 

emitted a wonderful and peaceful dome of light. 

Celeste squeezed her fatherôs hand frightfully. 

One side room was a hunterôs trophy lounge and held all sorts of 

magickal and mundane beasts stuffed and made to look more frightful 

than they truly had been in life. Another room held rows and rows of 

bookshelves; both of the common folk marveled at the sight though they 

had never had the fortune or time to learn to read. It was said that great 

tales could be written and revealed through words and stuffed in books. 

If one had the secret key of literacy many 

Magickal worlds could be opened up to the reader. 
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The priceless tile work gave way to plush expensive rugs with 

fascinating designs from across the sea. It was well known that North 

Point had been the key to preventing the invaders from across the sea to 

the north from infiltrating the continent of Glazeer. Half Moon Bay and 

Thorôs Hammer lay around the western length of the shore before the 

Vernelok Mountains and the lands to the south. Yet these rugs were 

clearly of the northerners make and bespoke current trade with the 

people there. 

The walls were adorned with glorious vistas painted with oils on 

perfectly constructed canvas and gold and silver frames. These changed 

to beautiful mirrors of myriad shapes and sizes, and upon entering the 

dining hall revealed spectacular frescos and relief work in the walls, 

floor, and ceiling. The aroma of succulent venison and wild boar 

assailed the two, along with fresh bread, cinnamon, ginger, and other 

more rare spices that the less affluent were not familiar with. 

At a huge table, seven times as long as wide, sat the Lady 

Deerbourne and her handsome son. Celeste gasped, instantly 

mesmerized by the intriguing young man, and Artium was astounded by 

the charming Lady herself to reprimand his daughter for such an obvious 

lack of control. 

Yet both the Lady and Thuja smiled fondly at the pair as if not 

recognizing their uncouth behaviour. ñCome sit down,ò Lady 

Deerbourne said. She motioned to the pair of settings set next to her and 
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her son. ñEat with us; we have not had visitors in some time and the 

Lord has been away dreadfully long now.ò 

Shyly yet with a show of eagerness, Artium came around the table 

and sat next to the lady and Celeste next to the young sorcerer. 

ñI had heard long ago that you were training down in Thorôs 

Hammer,ò Artium stated conversationally. 

ñYes it is true, but I have come back for a time at least to keep my 

mother company.ò His hair was brownish-blonde and his face pale. His 

eyes were a dull blue and his nose was sharp and hawkish. He wore a 

simple dark blue robe befitting his profession and truly seemed happy to 

see the newcomers in his house. 

ñAnd,ò Lady Deerbourne stated, ñbe taught how to rule. Perhaps 

the Lord Deerbourne can finally retire and enjoy life for a change and 

hand the day to day control of the castle over to his only heir.ò 

ñYes, it is true. And that is why my mother has asked you to stay 

on. We need good help. People loyal to me. I know times are hard out in 

the countryside. Not to mention monsters feeding on villagers and the 

strain of foul weather and too little to eat. If you choose to stay here you 

can have everything you desire and live in comfort. All I ask in 

exchange is loyal service and to obey my wishes.ò Thuja then held up a 

silver gem encrusted goblet that was sitting before him on the table. 
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ñAs a show of your acceptance and of my good faith, I ask that you 

drink from my cup.ò He passed the cup to his left and handed it into the 

trembling hands of Celeste. 

She took the goblet willfully  and took a long draw of the liquid 

without further thought. She handed it then across the table to her father. 

He likewise took a mouthful of the spicy wine and smiled at the Lady. 

ñThen it is done,ò Thuja said. ñShall you serve us well.ò 

 

Lady Deerbourne stood at the gates of the castle. Rain had 

increased and an icy wind whipped her long black cloak evilly. Artium 

was stern-faced and set with conviction. He wore a riding cloak and had 

a magickal long sword strapped to his belt. The stable boy brought out 

one of the castleôs finest steeds and waited patiently by their side. 

ñTake my seal,ò the Lady offered. ñGo into the countryside and 

gather everyone you can to come to the castle. Say there is the promise 

of war and every man, woman, and child who comes into our service 

shall be fed and taken care of. Do not stop until I send word to you, and 

stay far from Rockshome and Grathmoor for now. We do not want word 

spreading too quickly that we are beginning to gather an army. Now 

go!ò 

ñYes, my lady.ò He stuffed the seal into a pouch and knelt forward 

and gently kissed her offered hand. ñI live and die in your service.ò He 

jumped quickly into the saddle and sped off through the opened gates. 
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Once he was gone the stable boy transformed into 

the Shaithen priest who had so long remained at the 

Ladyôs side. ñAll goess well,ò it stated. ñAll goess well!ò 

 

ñI am a virgin,ò she said shyly. She lay in the massive bed on silk 

sheets. Her clothes lay on the floor. Despite the inhibition in her words, 

her body was before him, welcoming him. 

ñI know,ò Thuja replied. ñWe will have a son.ò The words of 

magick spilled from his lips as he made love to her. The colours of 

rainbows and brilliant stars danced about the room, mingling with the 

sounds of soft chimes and resonant bell. In their climax he drank of her 

blood. Not much, perhaps no more than a pint, but in time she would 

become undead like him. And the child that began to grow inside of her, 

well it would be a marvel to behold. In time he would be even greater 

than 

Thuja, but then there were always more lands to conquerðinfinite 

worlds to explore and rule. The abyss had opened his eyes to that. 

There were holes in the web of magick and those who knew about 

them could travel swiftly between the worlds. Yet too vast they were for 

him to rule alone. He had a lovely mother, a wife beneath him, and soon 

a son. All the makings of a perfect existence; yet more power, always 

more power and it wouldnôt be long before the Greater Demons called 

him Master. 
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6 

 

ñJerash, Micah; open the gate now. Die with honour!ò The leader of the 

small group of giants bellowed over the rising noise of battle. Zoren was 

quite formidable for his kind and was bedecked in giant-sized brigandine 

armour. It was made of hardened leather strips and chain, below which 

flowed a coarse royal blue tunic. The leader was oddly clean-shaven, as 

it was common for his kind to wear monstrous beards. He sported a 

crimson plumed golden helmet and held aloft a massive dragon-

inscribed, round shield and a broad sword the size of a human. 

Jerash and Micah responded with a low growl, ñDeath and 

Honour!ò The many orcs and goblins fled before their charging feet for 

fear of being crushed. The two warriors carried massive clubs and 

planned to simply rush forward and begin to bash on the newly erected 

gate. They knew that they may die soon at the hands of the dwarven 

scum before them, but to show fear or weakness now would only incur 

the wrath of their leader Zoren. 

ñEvil begets evil,ò Zoren murmured wryly to himself. ZaôVaruk 

commanded his chieftain to attack; his chieftain commanded him; he 

commanded his men. For what he wondered? A ruse so that the real 

goal, the Demon Gate could be stolen while the dwarves were 

preoccupied fighting the army. His men would die, but he didnôt care 

about. In essence, they were trained warriors and lived to bring glory 
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and riches to the tribe. Plenty of riches to go around the demon promised 

them. 

Zoren was a different kind of giant. His kind was generally rather 

barbaric and rash and destructive in nature, but Zoren had managed to 

culture himself and learned to read. He found books on his conquests 

and not only read in the common human trade tongue, but in Dwarvish 

and Elvish as well. And in his course of self civilizing behaviour he had 

run across tales and descriptions of the demons and their plight so many 

years ago. 

From what he could reckon, the demons only wanted one thing: 

chaos. Sure, the giants and the other self-serving races like the orcs and 

goblins would have war and treasure and all the things that made their 

simple existence pleasurable, but then what? The demons would never 

stop. When there were no more peaceful peoples to conquer, would the 

demons turn on their allies and also destroy them? 

ñI think too much,ò Zoren said to himself as his men neared the 

gate. ñThere will be time to think later; now is time for battle.ò 

 

Trollbait released the trigger mechanism, hurling the giant spear 

from the contraption he and Thrasher stood before. The projectile raced 

toward the ugly troll he had targeted. Then one of the giants ran in front 

of the troll and the ballista took Micah right through the chest and hurled 

the giant backwards end over end, instantly killing him. 
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ñI canôt believe it!ò Trollbait exclaimed loudly. ñI gots me a 

stinkôn giant instead of a troll.ò He spit a wad of tobacco to the side and 

splattered the stone effacement with the dark liquid. 

  ñThatôs only twenty points for a giant,ò Thrasher snickered gaily. 

ñMy turn.ò The second dwarf loaded up one of the projectiles from a 

pile of the deadly devices and set about finding a prime target. He 

quickly turned from side to side and then spotted a cluster of orcs; 

possibly shamans, readying to cast some kind of spell. He let fly the 

weapon. 

It raced unerringly toward its target and pierced three of the five 

conspiring spellcasters. ñWoo-hoo!ò Thrasher yelled, hopping up and 

down in triumph. ñThatôs thirty points! Ten apiece for wizards they be!ò 

ñYeah, yeah,ò Trollbait grumbled and marked the score on the 

stone with a piece of chalk. ñNow outa my way. Iôm gonna gets me a 

troll!ò 

Trollbaitôs stubby beard scrunched up as he squinted for aim at the 

large trollish monster. The beast appeared to be a leader of a small pack 

of the creatures as it waved its arms around and many of the lesser 

things advanced at its command. Then the ornery dwarf let fly the 

missile. 

The spear flew with perfection and caught the troll just above the 

sternum. The projectile lifted slightly on impact and separated the head 

and neck from the rest of the nightmarishly black and pimply body. The 
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head popped up and back in a spray of yellowish gore and flew 

backward for roughly thirty feet. The ballista spear continued behind the 

troll and skewered two small goblins before pinning their corpses to the 

muddy ground. 

Trollbait jumped up in pure ecstasy, whooping and hollering. After 

several seconds of triumphant dancing, the dwarf planted his fists on his 

hips and looked squarely at his partner. ñFifty for the troll and five each 

for the goblins. Letôs see you top that one!ò He spat thickly on the stone 

floor. 

Jerash was nearly skewered by the spear instead of Micah and he 

thanked Thor for the good fortune that he might live longer and bring 

more honour upon himself and his clan before he died. It was at least 

mildly ironic that the defending dwarves and the attacking giants 

worshipped the same god of war. 

Awesome muscles and shining armour glistened in the flames of 

firelight that lit the godôs temple. The gods and goddesses rarely 

manifested themselves on the material planes and resided in the more 

aetheric/divine planes that were interspersed within and surrounding the 

physical. 

It was not possible for deities to watch over all actions within their 

domains of influence, but his battle was a piece to a much greater and 

interesting puzzle. Thor sat on his gold and platinum-jeweled throne 

with a massive mug of ale in one hand and watched the two sides wage 
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their small war; each thinking that in some way they were right in their 

actions; all fighting for their mortal lives. 

Despite Thrasher and Trollbaitôs merriment at destroying the 

enemy one wicked spear at a time, Velneb Skullcrusher was issuing 

orders to try to meet each separate force with the adequate defenses and 

counter attacks. 

To the north charged masses of orc and goblin-kin, many with 

grappling hooks and ropes or ladders hoping to scale the tall stone walls. 

A periodic ballista fire or catapult stone tore through their ranks with 

gory efficiency, but these mechanical weapons were far too few to end 

the assault altogether. 

Darrel Hammertoe threw his spinning magickal hammer with 

awesome accuracy and felled several of the climbing intruders. He and 

his comrades were again stretched too thin to stop the tide from 

inevitably spilling over the balustrade. The leather-clad orcs engaged the 

dwarves in melee combat with blood lust in their green and yellow eyes. 

Darrel shook his head as the wave of wet-dog stench assailed his 

nostrils. 

Swords were drawn, axes hafted, and other crude or exotic 

weapons glistened in the morning sunlight. Flaming arrows hailed in 

overhead and most were impotent to do further harm except for two that 

hit the thatched roves of both the stables and a small storage unit. They 

instantly set ablaze in a torrent of smoke and screaming horses 
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In a matter of moments the air was almost too thick to see and 

many combatants stumbled into each other. Then there came a huge 

booming at the front gate as Jerash mightily smashed into it with his 

enchanted club. It was as if the weapon was made of metal and rock not 

simple wood, and slowly the barrier began to crack and splinter beneath 

his onslaught. 

ñBehind you!ò Darrel yelled, blocking a sword thrust with the head 

of one hammer and smashing the other into the face of an advancing orc. 

Its face exploded and bone caved in under the might of the dwarven-

forged magickal weapon. 

Too late. Yanna, a close friend of Darrel, spun around to have a 

scimitar rammed through his chest. Pain ripped through his entire being 

and he fell to one knee. His vision blurred and his temples throbbed as 

his lifeôs blood spilled from his ruptured heart. 

ñNo!ò Darrel screamed. He was overcome with battle rage and 

swept through goblin after goblin after orc, rushing to his dying friendôs 

side. ñYanna?ò 

Nothing but a weak gasp came forth on his lips and he slumped 

over. 

Darrel didnôt have time to mourn his friend. He was quickly 

surrounded by the enemy and was forced to fight with everything he had 

to stay alive in the maelstrom that erupted around him. Block, block, 

duck.  One hammer shattered an arm; twist, retreat, block, another 
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hammer blow caved in an unprotected goblin chest. Back and forth and 

along the battlements the ferocious man fought. 

Zoren watched the gate finally give under the repeated strikes of 

his man. The forest giant slashed his huge sword vertically across his 

chest deflecting an incoming ballistae spear at the last second. The 

projectile narrowly missed the mighty warrior and impaled one of the 

boar-like orcs instead. 

The orc warrior died painfully and let out a long mournful cry 

before succumbing to the thrall of death. Zoren gave him a brief glance 

and snorted audibly as a fellow orc stole the boots and sword from his 

fallen comrade. 

Another loud boom brought the gate fully down in a volcano of 

splinters and iron bindings. Beyond lay a courtyard full of dwarves in 

chain and plate armour, sporting a variety of deadly grins and weapons. 

ñForward!ò Zoren yelled over the din of battle with his resounding 

thunderous voice. ñCrush the enemy!ò 

All surviving orcs and the smaller goblins yelled and ran forth in a 

wild roar. The trolls scurried headlong into the fray, but off times 

stopped to feed on a corpse before slowly continuing on their original 

course. Another trio of giants, held back initially, also ran forward with 

huge bounding steps. A few arrows hit the hard-to-miss targets, but the 

forest giants waved them away like mosquitoes and quickly approached 

the battered and crumbling walls. 
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The concentration of defensive positioning fell to the courtyard 

now that the gate had been breached. Velneb Skullcrusher ran over to 

Darrelôs aid. ñStick with me boy!ò he yelled and decapitated a wily 

goblin with the sharp and bloody edge of his battle-axe. 

 ñYes, sir!ò Darrell rejoined. The younger dwarf reared up and 

went back to back with his leader. The pair was surrounded by the 

endless horde, but the pile of bodies continued to mount around them. 

Darrell seemed to spend more time blocking than attacking and 

was quickly tiring from the constant effort of defense. Periodically he 

managed a crushing blow here, a fatal strike to the head, and even took 

the opportunity to let fly his throwing hammer once to send an orc 

tumbling over the wall. The weapon returned to his hand magickally and 

the young fighter continued the process again. 

Velneb grumbled, ñBlasted dogs! Get your stench away from me!ò 

He swiped his huge axe in great arcs from left to right. When the enemy 

got too close, he smashed through two and three at a time with bone 

crushing force and a wave of warm blood and stringy entrails. 

The cool stones quickly became slick under foot and the two 

fighters were at odds to keep their feet. For now they still survived, but 

many of their comrades were not so fortunate in the large courtyard 

below. 

Jerash advanced honourably through the gaping hole that once was 

the gate. Twice in but a couple fist of days the structure had been 
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destroyed. First by the magickal grenade hurled by Thrasher and 

Trollbait on their raid of the then undead-held fortress, and now under 

the might of a wickedly enchanted club wielded by a formidable 

woodland-giant eighteen-feet tall. 

The stone casement surrounding the hinge work and immediate 

frame had seen by far better days and the recent entropic forces had 

started a spiraling demise in the very walls surrounding the front wall of 

the small castle. Small pieces of rock and mortar crumbled away as 

Jerash pushed past the arching portal. Before him stood dozens of battle-

ready dwarves. Some sported long beards, others goatees, and various 

other facial hair configurations and braided hair in varying lengths 

respective to their appropriate clanôs customs. Some even had tattoos of 

black and green or blue and fiery red trailing up their muscular arms or 

necks and faces in honour of their lineage or in the name of their mighty 

Gods and Goddesses. 

A steady stream of monsters curled around the legs of the giant 

Jerash as if he were but a large boulder in a fast-rushing river. As the 

melee erupted in an awesome clash of metal and bone and blood, the 

three giants still outside the wall battered away at the weakened stone in 

an earth shattering assault of titanic proportions. 

ñBack,ò Topaz yelled and herded Amethyst toward the far corner 

of the courtyard. She pulled her rapier and a small parrying knife. The 

pair fought the rush of beasts magnificently. The lady managed to kill 
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many of her attackers and the monk was a veritable tornado of flailing 

limbs. Yet at all quarters the defensive party was hard pressed. 

It looked as though Grathmoor would fall yet again; it was only a 

matter of time. 
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7 

 

His face was taut with frustration and growing rage.  His eyes were deep 

blue, flecked with magickal dust of lavender that danced with silent 

purpose. His beard was now trim in a short angular fashion befitting a 

wizard at war, and the stark silver of it and the long strands atop his head 

told of many decades studying the arts of which was now the item of 

discussion. Lazareth wore his stately robes of deep violet made with the 

plushest velvet. He sat at the head of the table in the council chambers in 

the massive castle of Thorôs Hammer. 

ñAs is fitting for the circumstances before us and for the proper 

safe keeping of this realm, I take this tentative position,ò the old mage 

stated to the full room. 

Emissaries from many of the surrounding lands and peoples came 

quickly once the word had spread that the King was murdered. Thorôs 

Hammer was a pivotal city for trade and rich prospects and deals could 

be bought and sold by the new ruler of the city. These people and races 

came from far and wide to lobby, to be heard, or plainly make trouble. 

Though the wide marble and column lined walls of the meeting 

hall were vast and spacious, it felt small now, as if the room were slowly 

shrinking. The chamber was brightly lit with torches and other magickal 

means. It would seem otherwise to the centre of attention, Lazareth 

himself. The very air seemed to collect the dark mood like thick morning 
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mist dripping with the stench of death and the vileness of the grave, and 

the smiling faces around him told tales of deceit and conspiracy. The 

roomôs occupants set an impenetrable gloom through which the wise 

sorcerer thought it would be difficult at best to find a flame of hope or 

reason. 

ñListen to me now, ladies and gentlemen,ò an exquisite elven 

woman spoke. ñMy people have faith in Master Lazareth. We feel he 

will bring peace in this time of uncertainty and terrorist crimes.ò Her 

petite stature and fine features did not take away from the confidence 

and power she exuded. 

ñBah!ò an armoured baron exclaimed. ñWe all know that first a 

magickal curse rips through the city killing thousands, and might I add, 

totally decimating the entire order of the Terra Paladins. Then our 

beloved wizard here stops it all miraculously, and while everyone is 

cheering and celebrating in his honour more spells kill the king, his wife, 

all heirs and close councilors as well as the next twelve or so people 

most likely to assume the throne after such a tragedy. Now we are to let 

more wizardry infect the good people of this city?ò The big warrior 

smashed his gauntleted hand loudly on the mahogany table with a bang. 

ñI say we string him up and decide you will rule!ò 

ñThere is no proof of involvement on the wizardôs part except 

perhaps in defeating the curse.ò The elf woman nodded toward Lazareth 

with her bird-like neck. ñThe elven people of Sanctuary and I, Tear 
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Nalea, stand behind the mageôs temporary rule.ò Her bright green eyes 

shone forcefully with strength and honour resplendent by her affect, rich 

modest clothing, and lilting speech. 

ñWe all have stakes in the unity of this city,ò a tan skinned, 

swarthy foreigner from the south proclaimed. He was from beyond the 

Lechin Mountain borders and below the Scorponic Desert to the south 

and east. ñMy Lord thinks it is bad idea to give control to a tainted 

man!ò 

ñOh we know how magick is used and treated in your land,ò 

Lazareth quipped rudely. ñThe kingdom of Zann is notorious for 

murdering anyone using the craft.ò 

ñOh it is not so, my friend,ò the man smiled and brushed his curly 

black moustache down with his index finger of his left hand. A fervent 

blaze flared in his dull brown eyes. ñWe enlist these people and put them 

in the Soul Catcher, a most sacred item of Ballah. With it we can harness 

their energies and power magickal machines and lights in our huge 

cities. Many wondrous things we can do for the good of the people. 

Magnificent places and palaces twenty times the size of Thorôs 

Hammer.ò 

ñNo doubt,ò the mage responded, ñbut what about these people? 

What happens to them?ò He steepled his fingers under his chin 

pondering the information that was flowing out of the Zannian man. At 
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least, Lazareth thought, this is taking some of the anger and direction 

away from me for the moment. 

He had many spells and magickal items ready and he would have 

no qualms about defending himself should the meeting turn sour. Still, 

he hoped for a peaceful resolution and also hoped to find a way of 

making things not only better, but in finding the ultimate plotters behind 

the assassination and the curse. Lazareth suspected that the curse was 

designed and implemented by his old apprentice, Sabbath, but using the 

magickal grenades for murder did not smell of Sabbathôs style and the 

old sorcerer hoped to unravel the truth behind this mystery as well. He 

had spells at his disposal to recreate the crime scene, but because of his 

suspicion in the crimes, he was not being allowed to use such arts in that 

the outcome was unreliable due to biases and obvious self-serving 

outcomes. 

ñMagick is a gift from Ballah himself and no single person should 

use this power for personal gains. This gift should be given to all people, 

not a select few. These people serve their function for many years, but 

eventually die. Yet it is a sacrifice for the people, and these peopleôs 

families are honoured for their loss.ò 

ñDo they have a choice?ò Tear Nalea inquired. 

ñNo,ò the Zannian said plainly. ñWe make the decision for them, 

and those not willing to come peacefully have even been disposed of 
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rather quickly. It is an efficient method that works for the community 

and we all abide by the will of the Sovereign Ruler and the will of God!ò 

ñAnd what is to stop any of us from taking the city for ourselves? 

Itôs about time a new reign of leadership was set in place. King Charles, 

Goddess rest his soul, was completely inept at dealing with the 

economic structure of a city this size.ò The voice of the raven-haired 

beauty was loud and firm. ñI am Yvette Wyndasu and I speak for the 

spice and agricultural trades. Too many taxes on our goods by your 

kings have made profits poor.ò She pointed a finger at the old mage. 

ñWill you kill all who oppose you?ò She glared at the elven emissary 

Tear. ñWill the elves go to war to save the wizardôs skin?ò 

Tear glared back, slowly angering at the opposition from the 

greedy humans. ñNo, but the elves will go to war to protect the trade and 

peace in the region.ò 

There came a murmuring amongst the people in the room; a rising 

chorus like bees in the growing heat of spring. 

ñYou are too few,ò Baron Gelderhaus proclaimed. ñThe elves 

would not march on Thorôs Hammer in force and leave their precious 

forests of Sanctuary unprotected.ò His grin of pearly white teeth and 

bushy goatee set well with his deep blue eyes and long wavy hair. He 

folded his hands casually on the table and the spectators looked quickly 

to the elf for her to refute the statement. 
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The chamber doors burst open then with a loud bang. In strolled a 

dozen armour-clad men in brilliant jade coloured armour. A ripple of 

awe and even fear raced through the hall. The leader of the new party 

raised his gauntleted hand for silence. It was instantly given. 

ñLazareth the Wise?ò the man asked, looking directly at the wizard 

before him. 

ñYes,ò the mage said in a stern and compassionate voice. Not quite 

a look of shock, but more one of wonder was painted on his face. 

ñThe Magulai of Jessick stands behind you as king. Any who 

oppose you shall die.ò 

ñWhat business does the Emerald Tower have with our city?ò 

Baron Gelderhaus jumped to his feet and questioned haughtily. 

The Magulai who had spoken turned his head abruptly toward the 

Baron. His features were hard set and his stare even more rock-like. ñI 

have spoken the will of the Jessickéò 

ñAnswer my question!ò The Baron demanded. He seemed overly 

confident having a dozen of his own men behind him, armed to the teeth. 

These men were deadly and battle proven. The other hundred or so 

warriors in the room strengthened their resolve despite the mystique and 

mythical prowess of the fighting abilities of the Magulai. 

The Emerald Warriorôs eyes blazed with anger, but he held his 

voice firm. ñLast chance. You have been warned.ò Two of the Magulai 

fanned out to either side of their leader facing the Baron and his men. 
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The room was tense. Total silence. 

From one corner of the room some idiot fired a crossbow at the 

head man. The twang and whistle of the projectile pierced the air. It 

seemed to hit an invisible barrier and ricocheted back towards its sender. 

There came a loud crack and a gurgling cry. The crowd parted around 

the fallen man. 

The entire room looked down on the form of one of the castle 

guards in shock and interest. ñIt would seem that our arrival is well 

timed your majesty. I am Lieutenant Frost. My men and I will be your 

personal guard until we can get to the bottom of the recent events here in 

Thorôs Hammer.ò 

The lieutenant turned around the room, looking at the many lords 

and ladies and their accompanying guards. ñThe Jessick only seeks 

peace and stability in the area. Once that is established we shall return to 

the Holy Isles.ò 

There came more murmurings and whispers between everyone in 

the great chamber. In the end however no one was willing to speak up or 

defy the powers of the Magulai, the elite guards of the secretive wizards 

who called their home the Emerald Tower on the islands off the west 

coast of Glazeer. Their order was collectively called The Jessick and 

their best of the best were the men now before the motley crew of 

spectators placing blame on the one man they were sent to protect. 
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Rumours were that many were sent to the Elysian Fields where the 

grass was evergreen and rich with life and love. Nay, perhaps just the 

colour of the strange scaly armour that filled oneôs vision just before one 

slipped between the worlds. Not too unlike the sheets of a bed at night, 

but from which one never rose again to greet the morning light. 

Lazareth rose to his feet. ñI am taking recess for two hours. After 

which I will hear the pleas before me as is fitting the king to hear and I 

will set before you a plan for regaining order of the chaotic streets. We 

will  reorganize the trade taxes and set about investigating the nature of 

the recent events here in the city.ò There was no immediate response 

forthcoming so the wizard stepped out onto the floor leading the elf Tear 

with him by the hand. The Magulai instantly made a circle around the 

pair and the small group left the chamber room and headed for the royal 

suites. 

A small cluster of people was gossiping in the hall before them. 

Lieutenant Frost commanded in a deep resonating voice that startled 

Tear and Lazareth as much as the chattering foursome. ñMake way for 

the King!ò 
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8 

The vampire Sciloren and his Shaithen war band made good time 

and were close to the lower access region below the dungeon of 

Grathmoor Castle. The endless tunnels of total darkness and random 

encounters with unfortunate creatures that quickly fell before the blood 

lust of the energetic fiend and his malicious cohorts finally collected in a 

huge opened cavern chamber. 

ñLeft or right?ò the vampire asked in his silky voice. The grains of 

endless phosphorescent yellow sand drifted hypnotically in his 

otherworldly eyes. 

ñNever left,ò the snake man stated smoothly, ñnever left.ò 

ñOh, and why is that?ò Sciloren inquired impatiently. 

ñThe Lord of Ruin lies that way,ò one of the priests intoned eerily 

and pointed down the twisting tunnel where far off, a solid wooden door 

could be made out barring passage. 

ñAll who have ever gone that way never were ssseen again. We are 

not even really sssure what isss beyond thossse doors, but the trialsss 

break those who tressspasss and they find naught but ruin!ò The 

Shaithen wizard spoke with the air of total doom and without further 

debate took the tunnel in the other direction. 

The cavern walls were smooth and cool; the air was wet and mildly 

humid with the stench of mold. Droplets of water spattered here and 
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there in a disjointed rhythm. Beyond the bend in the windy rock wall 

stood a huge rope bridge leading across a darkened chasm. 

ñThis looks cheerful,ò Sciloren stated wryly. ñBeware, 

I smell the acrid breath of demise.ò 

The cryptic remark sent the Shaithen bobbing their heads about in 

anticipation and nervous uncertainty. The wizard held up his hand to 

distil the writhing ambiguity in the lot. ñBe alert, but donôt act like fools 

or I will feast on your flesh myself for morning-draw.ò 

The bridge swayed and creaked as the party scurried across its 

length. The stretch of old slotted boards ran roughly one hundred and 

fi fty yards from edge to edge. Fat ropes darkened with age, but 

incredibly strong, supported the weight of the large group without much 

complaint or fear of breaking. 

Sciloren made the far side and turned around at the advancing line 

of snake men. The muscles of their upper bodies were massive, typical 

of their race. At the neck, scales erupted into the hooded form of a 

coppery brown cobra. The race spoke the common trade tongue albeit 

with a hissing lisp. Their lower bodies were likewise rippling with 

muscle and they could run or walk long distances, particularly in the 

Underworld, without rest or fear of overexertion. 

The warriors often fought with scimitar or shamshirs and curved 

daggers in their off hand. The priests and wizards fought with wicked 

proficiency, both with offensive and defensive spells. 
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The vampire smiled in satisfaction at the carnage they would 

deliver to the dwarves who guarded the Demon Gate. The thrill and 

thought of the kill, the blood and life-energy that would flood the battle 

made him salivate and his heart pound spasmodically. He grew 

impatient. 

ñHurry up, you filthy slithering carcasses! Eating you would be too 

quick a punishment if you donôt move your arses!ò 

The long line of snake men were hurrying all right, bumping into 

each other and pushing forward forcefully to get to where the vampire 

stood. Sciloren gloated with appreciation until he heard the gurgled 

screams and watched as several of his soldiers tumbled from the bridge 

and silently fell into the darkness below. 

ñWhat is happening?ò He commanded. He grabbed one snake man 

as he tumbled off the front of the bridge. Half of his face was burned 

away by acid. The acrid stench assailed the undead lordôs nostrils and 

was not an unpleasant odour. 

ñRun,ò one of the priests yelled and ushered the injured off the 

bridge. He prepared to cast a spell. 

A large green amorphous cloud floated up below the bridge and 

consumed several of the warriors in its acidic storm. Their flesh melted 

off their bones and their screams turned quickly to gurgles as their 

throats filled with blood, liquid fat and tissue. 
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ñPandorian Pestilence it isss,ò the wizard remarked and blasted the 

cloud with a series of magickal attack darts. Where the energetic 

missiles struck, the cloud dissipated and shrunk slightly to compensate 

for the loss in mass. 

The priest had forsaken the last of his dying comrades, though they 

would surely die soon, and miserably. He rasped out an incantation to 

his god Anu and a jet of orange flame raced out from his outstretched 

hands and consumed the cloud and the few Shaithen warriors. Slowly it 

shrunk and shrunk until it was gone all together. 

The snake men fell in a grotesque mass and the bridge crackled 

slowly in flames. ñQuick, put out the fire,ò Sciloren demanded. ñThe 

bridge is our escape route. If the other way is half as bad as you make 

out, then this bridge is our only direct way back to BaôLura.ò 

The wizard began chanting instantly. He waved his hands and 

threw a small wad of billowy white cotton in the air. Slowly it expanded 

and turned upon itself forming into a great rain cloud. The wizard 

motioned with his hands and sent the cloud over the burning part of the 

bridge. It opened with a deluge of water and extinguished the flames and 

corpses with a hissing eruption of steam. 

ñIt should still hold us,ò the priest remarked. 

Suddenly a magickal portal zapped open not thirty feet from 

Sciloren. He turned and crouched, ready to spring at the new threat. He 
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halted though and nodded his head as he noticed who was coming 

through and the smiles that they wore. 

The dreaded sorcerer Sabbath and the Black Paladin Anteas were 

walking through the portal from some darkened ruins and their stature 

spoke of success in their mission. Sabbathôs robes twirled about his legs 

in the current of wind the closure of the gate created in its wake. ñWe 

have three,ò Sabbath said anticipating the vampireôs question. ñWe have 

three stones!ò 

Anteas was limping slightly and his armour was battered and 

dented in several spots, but all in all though he seemed relatively fit for 

more battle and bloodshed. 

ñThat is good,ò Sciloren said. ñWe are close to our 

goal.ò 

 

Darjeeling watched the events unfold before him in his head. His 

physical eyes were rather non-functioning, but the ability of the Savoliô 

race allowed him to psychically create mental images of his 

surroundings. He would wait here for now and see what would become 

of this mess. The bridge was a great place to set a one-man ambush, and 

he vowed that he would be ready to exact his revenge on these foul 

creatures. He planned and waited and slowly sharpened the point on his 

spear and his dagger thoughtfully. 
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Thuja gazed at himself in the mirror admiringly. To his eyes, his 

nakedness was pure ecstasy in the silvery reflection. Celeste reclined on 

the plush bedding also watching her new lord and lover with a charming 

and half dreamy gloss upon her face. 

Thuja had always been a rather thin and spry individual, but the 

return from the abyss had done wonders to his physique. Not in the 

presence of rippling, bulging muscles, but in pure compact raw energy 

that seemed to gather perfectly beneath his flesh. His image was surreal 

and yet horrific and god-like all intertwined in one. 

This white, lithe creature was the new fire that wished to blast into 

existence a new empire. One led by a blood vampire who was fashioned 

by the magickal essence of The Holy Grail. A simple cup that gave him 

life, but henceforth he was bound to replenish himself by drinking the 

essence of other peoplesô life. He was starving and he wished the 

servants would come soon. He pulled the bell cord for the third time 

hoping with some luck it would make them bring him his sustenance 

soon or he would be forced to feed on the nearest servant who happened 

to cross his path. 

His eyes flared and dilated with the sound of shuffling feet outside 

in the hall. Thuja launched himself to the door and opened it just as the 

young woman was reaching to push it open. She startled in surprise and 
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stepped back. The tray she carried, holding the sacred grail and the 

freshly killed blood within it, tipped and fell towards the stone floor. 

The vampireôs hand shot out and snatched the vessel with blinding 

speed and spilled not a drop. He smiled in satisfaction and wonder at his 

new prowess and cunning. He saluted the female servant and downed 

the warm liquid all in one long draught. ñAaaah,ò he growled. ñHere you 

go my dear,ò handing the servant girl the grail. ñThat will be all for now. 

Wake me if there is word back from any of our riders.ò 

ñYes, milord.ò She backed slowly away and shut the door behind 

her. 

Thuja turned around, invigorated by the new blood thrumming in 

his veins, and salaciously eyed the silky form of Celeste. ñA vampireôs 

libido is never exhausted,ò he said cheerfully and slithered over to the 

bed, embracing his new bride once again, long into the night. 

A bell tolled in the courtyard indicating the coming of dawn. 

Shortly thereafter came a knocking at the door to Thujaôs bedroom. A 

second passed before the door opened and Lady Deerbourne stalked in 

with a set grin on her tight narrow face. She clapped her thin hands and 

the wall lights flared brilliantly with magickal light, casting away the 

eerie morning shadows that the dawn instilled in the room through the 

dancing lengths of open white curtains. 

ñAre you awake, son?ò She purred with delight. 
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ñYes of course.ò The timbre in his voice was strong and willful . 

The undead sorcerer walked from around the corner of the armoire and 

held his arms out for his mother to view him in all his glory. 

ñVery nice,ò she conceded. ñVery nice.ò 

The young man was dressed in blood-dyed leather from head to 

foot. He wore high boots and thick pants. An intricately carved chest 

piece sat over a loose padded shirt and the bracers around his wrists 

were a startling match. Atop his head was a surprisingly sturdy helmet 

that obscured all of his face except his lips and chin. Strapped to one hip 

was a wide-bladed gladius and on the other a short-chained flail. 

ñWhere did you find this stuff,ò he asked curiously. 

ñOh, they are a gift from a long dead man. A man much like you in 

many ways, though history does not remember him.ò 

ñWho was he?ò He asked. 

ñLetôs just say an ambitious person who eventually failed, but you 

will not. You will not fall as he did, I will make sure of it!ò She came 

swiftly over and took her sonôs hand. She looked briefly at the still-

sleeping form of her sonôs new woman. ñCome,ò she said. ñWe have 

riders back with news. Good news I portend. We will have allies to fight 

our war with us; for us.ò 

ñFrom the Crown?ò He asked surprised, but happy to hear such 

news. 

ñYes, let us go and greet them.ò 
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The private council chambers where guests and visiting dignitaries 

were met with grace and lavishness was now occupied by a handful of 

individuals. Each was a fierce and formidable warrior and leader in their 

own right, stacked with muscles and raw strength of their kind to the 

north. The barbarians in the Glacial Mountains were kin to these large 

humans, but considered small even by their standards. They were more 

civilized in the sense that they dwelt in collected walled fortifications 

called city-states, but war and conquest were the prime motivators that 

drove them on, and many times in the past North Point was the saving 

grace that stopped the invasion of the advancing horde. 

The huge island north of the continent of Glazeer was generally 

called the Crown, in reference to its broad base and upward projecting 

fingers. It was a massive land, much like its inhabitants, and the prospect 

of a new alliance was too good to pass up for the members present. 

Many had argued and refused the invitation, but the wily and 

bloodthirsty lot present aimed to utilize the chance for war on the 

continent to further their own gain, if not in the actions to further the 

ambitions of a young lord here to build an empire. 

Two servants attending at the door in castle livery rapped the floor 

in unison with their ceremonial staffs. The sound was sharp, but hollow, 

and filled the chamber with a bell-like tolling. ñThe Lord Thuja and the 
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Lady Deerbourne,ò one of them proclaimed. Two attendants on the other 

side of the tall oak double doors opened them as the royals advanced 

into the room. 

ñGreetings and blessings, my friends,ò Thuja purred in a 

commanding but mellow tone. ñI am very pleased that you could make it 

across the waters with such short notice. I feel that your urgency will not 

be wasted, and together we might forge a new era here on Glazeer.ò 

ñThe trip was nothing for my oarsmen,ò the huge warrior declared. 

His hair was shaved into a neat black crop and his face without hair. His 

dark eyes were well cast against the olive tone of his skin. ñAs for what 

you propose, why should we accept you to lead us? For a human you are 

weak. My people respect strength if they are to follow!ò 

Lady Deerbourne took a couple steps back and to the side, away 

from her son. A slight smile touched the corner of her painted lips. She 

examined the five men in the room, and though they were all very 

similar in appearance and bearing, the speaker of the group was clearly 

the brashest of the lot and if he could be won over, then the rest would 

quickly follow suit. 

ñYou think me weak do you?ò Thuja questioned with amusement. 

ñAye.ò The giant of a man, over seven feet tall and near to three-

hundred pounds of rippling muscles, flexed his arms in show; they were 

nearly the size of Thujaôs waist. 

ñThen come and prove me wrong, pea brain!ò 
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Hagboar growled with demonic ferocity and charged the young 

vampiric lord. Thuja planted his feet one in front of the other and 

extended his left fist in a punch to the manôs solar plexus at the last 

possible second. 

The punch stopped the man in his tracks and hit with a loud thud. 

ñOof!ò was all the attacker moaned in one spellbinding second before he 

fell sideways to the floor, shattering a wooden chair in his descent. It 

was nearly a minute of agonizing silence before Hagboar was finally 

able to force his diaphragm to start breathing again. His face quickly 

went from a bluish tinge to that of scarlet. 

The other visitors held their ground and watched patiently. It was 

unlikely that the great Hagboar would lie down so easily to this scrawny 

man and lose his reputation and honour. Thuja didnôt think so either and 

watched as the big man finally regained his feet and puffing audibly for 

breath, readied himself for another attack. 

The great Northsman split his lips into a wicked grin and issued 

forth a guttural yell, ñyaaaah!ò He swiped left and right with his tree-like 

arms, hoping to slam and maul Thuja as if he were a great bear having 

just been woken from his hibernation by a foolish adventurer. 

The sorcerer easily dodged under and around the slow but deadly 

swipes. The lighting in the room was cast by magickal torches that 

flickered and crackled as if they were the real thing, but were devoid of 

soot and stench. This light danced off Thujaôs crimson armour as if it 
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was actually some elusive drop of mercurial blood and the larger man a 

franticly starving and pathetically clumsy mosquito. 

Finally Thuja delivered a series of blows to the stomach, chest, and 

ribs of the big brute with dazzling speed and surprising effect. The series 

of blows left Hagboar unsteady on his feet and it was then easy for the 

undead wizard to send him sprawling into a large table and a row of 

spindly chairs. 

Hagboar went down with a crash and was once again slow getting 

to his feet. Thuja patiently waited for the city-statesman to resume the 

attack. He was resigned to continue with the beating until the stubborn 

man finally passed out, or submitted to the might of his adversary as was 

designed by their culturally established pecking order. 

When this last would occur, Thuja would get what he wanted: an 

army to begin his conquest of the lands. Village by village he would 

smash and force to submit to his will, ever southward to the mountains 

south of Thorôs Hammer and the Scorponic Desert to the southeast. 

ñYou motherless son of a she-jackal!ò Hagboar roared, this time 

more like a raging bull. He charged Thuja wildly. The vampire 

sidestepped and threw the Northsman past him with incredible but non-

lethal force. 

The attendants at the double doors jumped nimbly out of the way. 

Hagboar burst through the portal sending the doors swinging wide. The 

force knocked the outer attendants into the stone walls, one of them 
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seriously wounded and the other unconscious. Hagboar tumbled down 

the few steps leading to the chamber and landed flat on his back in the 

hallway. 

His head was spinning. His body ached all over, but he would not 

give in to the foreignerôs will. He struggled first to his knees and then 

unsteadily to his feet. He must have struck his head pretty hard for his 

vision was blurry and his temples were throbbing in agony. 

He put a tentative hand up to his hair and found it matted and 

warm with blood. The Northsman pulled a sharp splinter out and tossed 

it to the floor dispassionately. Hagboar shook his head viciously to shake 

his vision clear and when it did he found the effort for one last assault, 

but should he take it? 

His hard leather and bronze-clad boots found the marble stairs 

solid with each gaining step. His leg muscles rolled like a thoroughbred 

ready to race or a warhorse equally capable of charging. His pleated 

armoured skirt swirled and clinked and his upper torso bulged beneath a 

padded shirt with fanatical, but conserved adrenaline power. 

Yet Hagboar did not run. Instead, he walked up to within two feet 

of the silent vampiric lord and stared him in the eyes, though he looked 

down and Thuja had to look up to meet his fiery gaze. 

ñEvery fiber of my being wants to crush you like a wyrm! But, by 

whatever power you possess wizard, I cannot beat you. Let us be done 
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with this meeting quickly so that I can begin slaughtering the country 

fold to exact my revenge!ò 

ñVery well,ò Thuja cooed. ñI have already gathered those near to 

us who are willing to see reason and join our cause to build an empire. 

Those who havenôt agreed to join meðwell, here are names and maps of 

those I wish you to destroy. The plunder is yours. When you have sated 

your appetite, come back to me and we will organize a larger assault 

force with your comrades from the Crown.ò 

Hagboar growled in response and stormed out through the open 

doors and down the steps, and his lesser companions followed quickly 

behind. Not so much like dogs following a master, but war dogs sensing 

the mood and direction of their Alpha; all ready to begin the attack in 

concert, in earnest, and with virtually unstoppable force. 

A servant came down the hall after the Northsmen had left. She 

went to the side of the mortally wounded attendant and sliced his neck 

open with a fat dagger. She let the blood drain into the Chalice of Blood, 

filling it  to the very rim. She stood and walked slowly up to and then 

kneeled before her lord. 

ñYour nectar, my lord,ò she whispered. 

ñYes,ò Thuja drawled pleasurably taking the silver cup and quickly 

draining the thick warm liquid. The ecstasy of the drink heated his mind 

and loins with fire, and his eyes instantly met those of his dear seductive 

mother, expectant and willing. 
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Their numbers were overwhelming, both in ferocity and the foul 

stench that hammered Amethystôs senses. Her rapier flashed wildly, 

blocking blow after blow and periodically finding purchase in orc flesh 

with a geyser of red. Her hair flew about in disarray and her beautiful 

dress was ripped and torn in many places. Beneath these holes were 

lacerations in her soft skin and her own blood stained the expensive 

fabric. 

Yet she was pushed to the rear by her friend and protector. 

Topaz was a whirling dervish. Block, block, punch, kick, sweep, 

and jump; his stamina and dexterity were bordering on superhuman. The 

pile of dead and wounded were difficult for the living attackers to climb 

over, and in effect, was a barrier of sorts and allowing the two to have 

stayed alive so far. Ever so slowly though, they, like the rest of the 

defending dwarves were about to be completely overrun. 

Then there came a sound over the din of music of wind chimes, 

sweet and tingling, driving many of the invaders to halt in their attacks 

and think of fragrant grasses and somber summer days. The goblins 

immediately in front of Topaz and Amethyst slowly tumbled away, one 

after another with arrows protruding from their chests and necks. Then 

there was great roaring and panic as four great reptilian wyverns bearing 

riders descended on the courtyard. 
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ñAttack!ò Darkwolfe yelled as he and his companions jumped 

from the saddles of their mounts with weapons in hand. The command 

was not only for his companions but for the wyverns as well. The beasts 

instantly obeyed and efficiently ripped through the goblins and orcs like 

so much fodder, and the flesh and entrails showered those remaining 

with gore and fear. 

The mighty barbarian Harmineethsa seemed more than happy to 

have his feet back and the solid ground beneath them. He growled 

ferociously and waded through the enemy with his mighty battle-axe. 

Sir Gedrick fanned out to Harmonyôs left and swung his great two-

handed sword with equal devastation. Several heads rolled from empty 

shoulders and those who attempted to block the incoming swath were 

beaten back by the Terra Paladinôs awesome strength. 

Cat and Little Sunflower flickered through the ranks like little 

black flies, biting the enemy in their unsuspecting sides and backs with 

their deadly knives. Cat used his agile feet and thieving dexterity, while 

the lively dwarven bard twisted her magickal ring and hopped around 

the courtyard from enemy to enemy with gruesome speed and accuracy. 

Willow stood by Heatherôs side protecting them both initially in a 

radiant sphere of magickal blue fire. This energy molded around each of 

them like armour and with lucky timing deflected the first few blows 

delivered by the ring of goblins that focused on the two women. 
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Heather whipped out her shortsword and engaged a single goblin 

to one side, and while not a particularly proficient fighter, she was able 

to deliver a slice to the creatureôs arm causing it to drop its own sword 

and back away from the fight. 

Willow chanted out the words to another spell, reaching out to the 

web of magick, the weave of the universe from which all of life and 

existence was spawned and to which all energy belonged. As she 

completed the spell a great purple and black-laced sphere formed in 

front of her and she hurled it at the nearest goblin attacker. The magickal 

ball hit it and then bounced to the next, and the next, on down the line. 

When it finished travelling past the goblins, it struck an orc and then 

transferred through another dozen before fizzling out. 

Heather watched this unfold in wonderment and awe. It was easy 

to see the effect of the spell when the affected creatures continued forth 

with their pursuit and attacks of the defenders and the companions. They 

moved extremely slowly. It was then all too easy for Heather and the 

others to simply slay the monsters before they could even move to block 

the fatal strikes. 

Thrasher, Trollbait, Velneb Skullcrusher and Darrel Hammertoe 

were back to back on the battlements fighting for their lives. But even 

they couldnôt help a periodic glance down at the wild wyverns in a 

feeding frenzy, the newly returned Pagan King and his companions, or 

the periodic fireworks display of magickal lights. Thankfully the 
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attackers looked too and were not as disciplined as the seasoned 

warriors, and these chances of distraction often proved fatal to the larger 

orcs and smallish goblinoid creatures. 

Darkwolfe set his eyes on the giant that was standing in the 

gateway with its huge club in its massive hands. The forest giant set his 

eyes on Darkwolfe as well. The two eagerly charged each other in 

combat, though the Pagan King only came up to the giantôs thigh in 

height. 

The arena of melee would have been comical to the untrained eye. 

What, a small human maniac charging a ferocious forest giant with wild 

abandon; a creature who was at least three times his size? What was this 

guy thinking? But then it was clearer as the scene unfolded that it was 

skill and tactics not size and sheer brute strength that would show 

exceedingly well who would be the victor. 

Darkwolfe used the power of his magickal boots to race swiftly 

toward the lumbering behemoth. He drew the longsword Demon Slayer 

and the sentient shortsword Kirianna in a two-handed cross-arcing 

motion that brought both weapons out and to the ready in one swift 

motion. 

[Forest giants are slightly smarter than their cousins the mountain 

giants.] Kirianna said to him telepathically. 

A twinge of pain and anguish raced through him as he relived his 

last giant encounter on the rise to the Dragon Temple. He had jumped in 
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front of a hurled boulder to save the life of his wife, Charlemette. All for 

naught he thought sadly, for she was now dead. His friend Silverworm 

also laid dead, the leader of the deadly chimes, a band of protector 

rangers who had led Darkwolfe and his friends to meet with Master 

Cheiron. It was Cheiron who resurrected him in the sacred pool and 

infused his body with dragon blood. 

It was also here in the temple, or more correctly in a place outside 

of time, where the immortal priest had trained Darkwolfe in the arts of 

hand to hand combat, weaponry, and the skills of spell casting. It was 

upon completion of this training that Darkwolfe was able to choose his 

armour and weapons. It was then that he chose the sword Kirianna, who 

spoke to him now. 

[Stay low and go for the legs and groin. Even the ankles are a good 

target, but keep moving. The forest giants are known for stomping on 

their victims before eating them raw. And watch out for that club!] 

As if this last statement was needed Darkwolfe thought as he came 

within striking distance of the giant and he had to jump out of the way 

before being obliterated by the massive tree-like weapon the giant was 

wielding with awesome force. 

The club struck the cobblestones of the courtyard and exploded 

with a grenade-like effect; stone shrapnel flew out in every direction and 

a piece clipped the back of the Pagan Kingôs right arm. 




