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“I gave life to this world, ‘tis mine to do with as I please.”

The Great One

Chapter 1

The Onset
Once a thriving tribute to technology the peoples of Enalia reigned supreme over creation. However, the greed and desire for power led to the demise of mankind. Many millennia have come and gone since the great collapse. Technology is now a forgotten lore told only by a seldom few, known as the mystics, who have transformed the myths through verbal transition from generation to generation. 

  In a clear sky, the sun has already begun to bring the world to life. The bitterness of the winter’s cold fading away as the snow gives way to fresh flora. The renewed life of spring has come and the plight of the planet’s populace unknowingly begins.  The small farm town rests in the valley of Dune, where the peoples of Dunia live the simple, peaceful life; envied by some and despised by others. The light of the great star shines through the window of a young man. 


“Wake up…”


“Wake up.”


“Awaken now! Sharden I swear.”

An aged woman clothed in drab white clothes stained with shades of soil and emanating with the aromas of food cooking in the kitchen downstairs.  

“Sharden you’ve got to learn yourself the ways of the world. The lazy don’t prosper and Vathrin does not smile on those who are lazy.”

A young man, into his prime slowly rolls out of his bed. Clearing the nights hold over his eyes as his body comes to speed. 
“Yaaawwwwnnn…, mother you consistently ride me and not the others…why?” – Sharden asked. 


“It’s because you are mine Sharden and no other’s. I gave you life and it wounds me to see you waste it in laziness. All the other men of your season have either gone to the defense of our home, taken a woman to start a family all his own, or gone off in search of greater fame and glory.” Tarin
 stated. 


“So now you wish me gone mother? Your love for me is truly paradoxical at best.” Sharden jested with a sarcastic look on his face.


“I don’t wish your departure at all Sharden, but it is not nearly as bad as watching you waste yourself under my care. I won’t be around forever you know.”

“Now hurry down to your morning meal and then to the elders table. You’ve been summoned and have not the gift of time on your side.”


“Have I done something wrong against man or beast without knowing so? Besides the elders table is such a distance away with so little time. I shall have run my fastest just to make it in time.  It’s odd … the elders never summon a resident unless it is to punish or mandate into the defense of our home against the fallen.” Sharden appeared concerned. 


“Know I not why you have been summoned, and would you have awaken as you should have then you would have the time. Now finish your meal and hurry along my son. Tardiness is never rewarded. I’m sure it’s nothing of consequence…besides you’re the fastest in the village. You possess talents not gifted to others of your season. Now go my son. ”

Sharden then devoured his meal with the utmost haste and hurried out the door.  His mother cleans up after him as she normally does only this time with a tear running down her cheek. A tear of pride and a tear of fear for she knows why he has been summoned and his time has come to make the transition handed down to her in her youth.  
Stepping outside of the doors to his home Sharden shut his eyes and remembered a phrase he’d heard once in a dream. Reciting the words he was off with a speed no one in the village could match in their wildest dream. Down the stone lined path leading away from his home near the edge of the village he moved leaving a noticeable trail of dew from the melting of the snow. Down the avenues he approached a turn to lead him toward the center of the village where the elders domicile stood, a quick flash or glimmer catches the corner of his eye. The surprise catching him off guard takes his attention away from the Enalia beneath him as a section of exposed rock snags his leather boot bringing Sharden to the ground. A disorienting flash and a cloud of dust and dew rise as Sharden rolls over to right himself and regain his bearing. The knowledge of being summoned now replaced by the glimpse of light beyond the confines of the village drew a slightly disoriented Sharden to the edge of the town where two guards are always posted in defense of the village. 


Today Quza
 and Wizca
, childhood friends of Sharden, stand guard at the edge of town in studded leather armor, faded and worn as if handed down for generations…cracked and dried in some spots bearing the small fire scorched symbol of an eye unlike any Sharden had seen belonging to man or beast.  


“Quite the stumble you took there Sharden.” Quza said as Wizca chuckled to himself. 


“Glad you enjoyed it. What was that out in the fields?”  Sharden pointed out to the grassy fields that stood higher than a full grown man. 

Peering out into the fields Quza and Wizca strained their eyesight against the morning light of the great star. After several minutes and an aching brain later the two men shrugged at each other.

“I see nothing but the Tallgrass.” Quza declared. 

 “Nor I Quza, there’s nothing out there.” Wizca sighed before continuing, “This is such a boring existence. Why did I get mandated to do this? Even belonging to the hunters is better than this; at least they get to see action.”

“What action could you hope to encounter here? This land is peaceful and besides...your equipment has seen more seasons than probably the elders themselves.” Sharden responded. 

“You jest and what have you done in your time on Enalia?” Wizca said angrily. Sharden failed to deliver a response.
“I thought so.”

Convinced of his vision Sharden ignored Wizca’s attempts at a witty response to his question. Instead, he remained set on the area where he took sight of the glimmering light in the Tallgrass before his pride shattering stumble on the pathway just minutes prior. 

“I’m telling you there is nothing out there Sharden; maybe you’re still seeing the dancing lights of a good knock upside the head. Vathrin knows you were moving fast enough to put a normal person unconscious for a good while.”


“Wait wait…I think I see it…over there, yes there!” 

Wizca pointed with excitement. Finally something had happened to bring substance to his boring life.  All three men fixated themselves on the dancing lights unaware to anything else that moved in Enalia. 


“Let’s go check it out Quza.” Wizca said with a wryly grin on his face. 


“I think not Wizca, it is our duty to remain here at the border of town and sound the alarm if we feel danger approaches. Besides, we can send Sharden to rouse the hunters to investigate. He can move swift enough. “


“It’s our mandate to protect this town Quza. We dare not rouse the whole of the village only to find it’s nothing and find ourselves the punch line of stories told in jest for seasons to come. That’s Sharden’s role in life.” Wizca added, “Which do you feel is more important? Or does your courage take flight from your soul at the very onset of the unknown?” 

At a glance Sharden noticed Quza’s feeble attempt to shroud his building fear from the other two men. Without another word Quza drew forth his weapon from the leather scabbard at his side. Just as their armor was worn and tattered so too was their weaponry. At first glance their cast iron short swords bore the markings of battles fought before. The occasional ding here and there, chips and cracks in the hilt, and an edge that drew shock in light of its dullness. One would be surprised if it were ever sharp enough to cut the Tallgrass itself away. Truly these were Soldiers to be reckoned with.


“Pray Vathrin
 that your skills are sharper than your blades.” Sharden stated with the look of worry on his brow.


“We’ll show you Sharden, just wait you here.” Wizca replied sharply.

With a buckler on one arm and a battle beaten iron short sword in the other hand the confident Wizca leapt forth with all the speed he could muster followed by a slightly slower and greatly more cautious Quza. What seemed like an eternity later Sharden’s vision focused in the Tallgrass and he could see now that the first glimmering flash was now multiple sources of light attached to individual sets of eyes. 

“Vathrin be damned! Wizca and Quza are outnumbered!” Sharden thought as he developed in himself all the power he could and dashed off in such haste to rival any that he had demonstrated before. 


“Look out! There’s more than…” Sharden was stopped by the whiz of an arrow between him and his friends. Instantly, he heard the clash of two weapons on armor, a screech never before observed with his ears, and the spring release of a crossbow. Immediately, he was struck from behind as the world in front of him flashed and was followed by darkness as his last sight was the rapidly approaching ground. Then there was silence as Sharden tumbled into the Tallgrass. 

Chapter 2
The City of Darkskry
The City of Darkskry
…the bustling center of traders, thieves, and monarchs alike is the first stop for many journeys originating from the northern lands and usually the final destination for merchants traveling from other areas of Enalia to peddle their wares. The vast city is often the starting point for many an adventurer, those seeking wealth and fame across Enalia, and is home and haven to the outcast, the hierarchical, and the homeless. Sectioned off into many districts by the lord of Darkskry; however, its residents and travelers recognize only two districts, the districts of Light and Dark. Rightly so named because in the district of Light order prevails and those who would trespass and prey upon others are swiftly dealt with by the Darkskry Protectorate. Unlike the Dark district…where the residents therein consider order and justice to be vestigial words used in jest as punch lines in the local taverns by bards and mercenaries alike. 

Upon entering the city one is greeted with the sight of burly looking guards adorned with assorted armor sets, both medium and heavy, accompanied by weapons sharp enough to take the hair off the most insignificant of creatures of Enalia. Immediately past the guards lies the market square, comparable in size to some small villages, permeating with various aromas and sounds customary of trade on a mass scale. Just beyond the marketplace, towards the center of town are the various taverns and inns of Darkskry. One such tavern is Grothgar’s
 tavern, and is regarded as the premier spot in all Darkskry. A wooden building, built by Grothgar himself seasons ago, with a wooden fireplace for travelers to tell the stories of their journeys and rooms upstairs for the weary to rest their bones after a hard days ride. A large axe and claymore, too large for any normal man to wield, hang above the bar where patrons drink their ale. Only a handful of people have seen Grothgar wield these weapons when trouble arose in the tavern. 

Grothgar, a man descended of mixed race, his father a human and his mother of orcish descent, stands at twice the height of a normal man, skin of a pale tree as it approaches its autumnal cycle, a half head of hair twisted into a braid and tied with a piece of leather in back, and a scar traveling down his left eye, no doubt left in some great conflict ages ago.  He carries two pints of his finest ale in the palm of one hand and a custom crafted stein, designed for a man of his stature, in the other as he moves over to a table where two men clothed in black sit in solitude oblivious to the many people around them. 


“Here you go boys…what brings you back this far north?” Grothgar said in a burly voice as he pulled up his personal chair everyone knew no man was to place their backside in. 

Two individuals sit at the table with Grothgar, both clad in black cloth stained with the smell of nature. The first of the two wore leather boots with a fire branded seal on the heel, pristine leather breeches, and a leather belt with multiple pouches on each side, fatigued leather gloves adorn his hands, the right of which is inlaid with a blue rune at the wrist, the scabbard at his left leg contains a sharpened short sword while a dagger sheath is strapped upside down on his right arm. Across from him sits his companion, a middle aged figure with light skin tinted with a shade of sunset orange matching that of the sky as it’s turned while the great start sets in its daily cycle. His boots of leather, branded with the symbol of a flame cover his feet, wearing a set of breeches to match his companion. Their weaponry matched with the exception of a whip instead of a dagger on this man. 


“Escort to a caravan of merchants from the deep south.” The first man responded while accepting his ale, “How much do we owe you this time? Your prices seem to change every time we come through here.”


“It’s on the house this time Rozenthal. You and Dritzen are my finest customers. Plus you bring me news of the outside world. You know my adventuring days are long since past.” Grothgar took a drink of his ale. 

“So what news do you bring from around Enalia?”


“Not much this time I’m afraid, the usual nonsense about the Brotherhood and the Amethyst cults still warring with each other while anyone unfortunate enough to live in their areas of influence are plagued by their existence.” Rozenthal continued, “Not much else outside the usual job here and there. Dritzen, am I missing anything?”  

Dritzen set his ale on the table. 

“There has been an increase in the number of creatures plaguing the countryside. Not surprising that there has been matching increase of the number of hunters looking for work. Thank goodness there’s plenty to do otherwise we might not eat.”


“I’ve noticed the increase in people coming in here to inquire about hunting tasks in the area as well.” Grothgar replied. 


“And then there’s extermination work in abundance as well.” Dritzen quietly stated as he took another drink.

“Extermination work? Of what nature…men or beast?”


“Well, both…the increase in creatures plaguing the people of Enalia are not just beasts, but men alike…almost as if something evil has taken root in hearts of people.”


“Truly times are changing and the signs are upon us that something approaches but I dare not try to waste my seasons attempting to figure it out.” Grothgar took another drink. “Did you take any extermination work?” 


“I wanted to, but Rozenthal here wouldn’t allow it, know I care not so long as the payment is rendered in full.” Dritzen said while pointing at Rozenthal.


“You know we don’t accept such work, that sort of thing only breeds chaos in Enalia.”


“Well a little chaos is good for business Rozenthal, it’s indiscriminate of the people it falls upon and makes for a good days work, or at least an honest day’s work.”

Imagine that…an honest day’s work in the extermination of people. Truly this is the sign of the times in Enalia. 


“So how long will the two of you be in Darkskry this time?”


“Who knows, most likely just until we find more work. We’ll just take our time finding some work is all. Life can be good that way sometimes.” 

Dritzen abruptly added, “Life can also be very boring that way too.” Grothgar said.
As the three men continue to exchange stories a well suited herald enters the tavern accompanied by two soldiers of the Darkskry Protectorate… 

“I seek an audience with the owner of this establishment on the authority of the lord of Darkskry! Let him come forth at once!” 

The herald’s proclamation quieted the bustle and commotion of the tavern as Grothgar rose up out of his seat. Finding his gaze rising up toward the ceiling, the herald handed Grothgar a rolled up parchment sealed with paraffin wax, an item used by those in power to indicate the status and importance of the message. 


“The official seal of lord Aspria eh?” Grothgar said while looking over the parchment. Without another word the herald turned and exited the building taking his protectorate with him. 


“You all go about your business, this concerns you not.” Grothgar returned to his seat at Rozenthal’s table. As he sat Dritzen noticed the wax seal on the parchment roll. 


“Seems like your popularity has increased there Groth.” Dritzen said with a smile. 


“Nothing important though, lately the lord of the city sends me a request on occasion to select people looking for work for him. I would imagine the two of you would appreciate taking this one.” 


“If it’s just for mere work then why not bid it out to the patrons here?” Rozenthal said.

“I told you…you’re my best customers; just remember me when you reap the rewards of the tasking.  The lord rewards his workers handsomely, curious enough though he did not used to be so generous with his wealth.” 
Dismissing his train of thought he opened the parchment and read the contents of it to Rozenthal and Dritzen. 


“Grothgar, owner and purveyor of the Caven Ale Tavern, I send word to you and you alone because of your reputation amongst the fair and foul of my city. You conduct business honorably and I have need for your ability to read people. I require skilled individuals for work in the Darkskry Tower, and they must be trustworthy for that is a rare commodity in Enalia. Send your most trusted to me, for this request is different; your head rests on their success. The reward will be plentiful rest assured. Be at the gates of the Darkskry Tower as the sun breaks the morning horizon. Your hunters will receive their task on the morrow.” 

Rozenthal and Dritzen shot each other a look of shock. “For what task is so important that the head of its advisor rests on its success?”  Not having to say a word between them Rozenthal agreed to accept the task. 
“So we meet at the Darkskry Tower gates in the morning eh Groth?” Rozenthal said.

“I cannot thank ye enough boys. I will accompany you to the gates…I just wish I could do more for you.”


“No worries friend, if you’ll excuse us we must bid you farewell to prepare for our morning rendezvous.” Rozenthal said.

“Actually…” Grothgar interrupted, “I have supplies in the cellar as well as some old gear. Take what ye need and then help yourselves to a bed upstairs.” Subsequently, he made a beckoning gesture to a woman as she emerged from the kitchen. 
“Lyra
, show these two to the cellar…they are welcomed to anything they need. Then see them to their rooms…no payment is necessary.” 
Obviously confused and now extremely concerned Lyra responded, “Is there trouble father? Why the sudden generosity?”

“Don’t worry yourself over matters of no significance? Now please honor your father’s wishes.”


“As you wish father…” Lyra motioned as the two men followed her down into the cellar. Watching the three walk downstairs Grothgar sat back in his chair as his view traversed the bar and stopped at the weapons hanging above the bar. Memories of clashes seasons ago and long since past raced through Grothgar’s mind. 


“I wonder…” He pondered as he returned to managing his tavern.


Lyra, Rozenthal, and Dritzen moved down the stairs into the cellar where Grothgar keeps his wares and ales. The air is dry and carried the smells of fermentation and potential intoxication. “Were it that easy…” Dritzen thought.  

“He did say help himself to anything Lyra.” Dritzen eyed the barrels of ale. 


“That he did Dritz…however, we will not accept more than what we need.” Rozenthal replied. 


“Such a downer on my ideas Roz…you’re no fun sometimes.” 
Dritzen scoffed as Lyra lit a candle to lead the men down a darkened hallway crafted no doubt by Grothgar’s hands. Coming to the end of the hallway Lyra gave out an oomph as she pushed in an inconspicuous rock…the shifting gravel on the ground and rock gave way to reveal a hidden path completely void of any light. 


“Take one another by the hand.” Lyra said as she positioned herself near the entrance.

Shooting each other the priceless look of confusion Rozenthal and Dritzen did as she asked. Lyra removed the candles luminescence from the room and all went dark as she took Rozenthal’s hand and moved forward. Crossing the threshold of the entrance it was as day above ground as the three of them came to a room littered with all sorts of trinkets and eye candy for the wandering wayfarer. 


“I guess Grothgar was quite the adventurer some time ago.”  Rozenthal said with a smile as he canvassed the room. 


“He was indeed, until he decided to put aside his wild ways and raise me here.”


“Well, we all have to make that change in life sometimes…” Rozenthal said taking sight of Lyra.


“In any case take a look…anything you can use is yours.” Lyra responded as Dritzen had the look of a child whom had just discovered a treasure trove of sweets. 


“And we are grateful indeed malady…” Dritzen said.
The room was built to have but one entrance and exit, a room with no corners. Hooks hammered into the walls held up various assortments of weapons on the left half of the wall while armors and shields completed the right half. Most of which were too large for either of the two men to carry let alone use in combat. Just the same though as Rozenthal favored the dexterity and nimbleness of leather, for that is how he learned the ways of the world from his youth. In the middle sat a mixture of items to aid one in traveling the unknown; caltrops, water skins, hemp rope, torches, knapsacks…the  list goes on. Indeed Grothgar kept enough equipment to go on one more journey should he have desired to do so.  


“We’ll take most of this here Lyra.” Rozenthal pointed at the general items in the middle of the room. “Tell me something though…why have a room that is completely dark and hidden in a tavern?” 
Lyra responded, “My father is very cautious in my safe keeping.”


“It is just as well then. What of your mother?” At the very completion of that query Rozenthal noticed a look of despair on Lyra’s face. 


“Take what you will for we must be on our way now.” 

Shrugging off his instincts Rozenthal pulled a knapsack off his back from under his cloak. A black bag tied shut with a rope laden with a red thread. The material looked as a normal cloth sack. Dritzen pulling the cloak off his head gave Lyra cause to jump for she had never seen a man like him before. His hair, if one could call it hair, spiked above his head and more closely resembled the licking tongues of a fire. Astounded, Lyra found herself staring at him until she became consciously aware of it; she turned away as if trying to act as if her rudeness was not observed. 


“It’s ok; I have the same effect on most people up here. I tend to wear the cloak to avoid attracting attention. It can get you killed these days.” Dritzen said.


“Apologies sir, but…what are you? You are not a normal man.”


“I beg your pardon, but to me you are not normal for a woman either.”


“Point taken, but my curiosity remains if you would be so kind as to tell me what ancestry is yours.”


“I am a descendent of the Djinn
.” 

Lyra peered quizzically, “I know not of that race.”


“I would not expect you to, and it would take longer than this eve for me to fully explain my origin to you.”


“Alright then…well you won’t be able to fit more than a few caltrops in that sack, here…use my father’s pack.” As she began to open up the pack and place items inside of it Dritzen stopped her. 


“‘Tis alright, we will manage.” Rozenthal stated as he placed item after item into the bag. To Lyra’s amazement the bag got no bigger as he continued placing items inside…rather the color of the bag itself began to change color. 


“Impressive… you’ve a bag of plenty.” 


“Yup, it does have a limit as with all things. Nothing is infinite.”  
Rozenthal and Dritzen finished their pickings of what they wanted as Lyra led them out of the storage room and set light to the candle once again. After leaving the room the shifting rocks and the gravel repositioned themselves to render the space invisible to those ignorant of its existence. Emerging from the cellar the commotion within the tavern was just as it was before they descended into its depths. 


“We take our leave of you now.” Dritzen said, calmly moving up the stairs followed by Rozenthal.  Lyra then returned to her duties at the bar. 


“What task do you think awaits us at the gates?” Dritzen said.


“I don’t know. We’ll find out on the morn though. Come we must rest.”

Each them laid their head on a separate bed as their eyes shut and the world drifted away into slumber. Dritzen awoke to find the sun had not begun its break of the horizon and Rozenthal standing near the door in full gear ready to depart. 


“Leaving without me already Roz? So quick to try and get the goodies for thine own self…” A smile graced his face.


“Not at all friend. Merely some morning nourishment. How did ye sleep?” 


“It’s definitely more comfortable than lying on the ground in the middle of the forest, or in the open plains waiting to be attacked by beasts.” Shaking the sleepiness from his eyes, a groggy Dritzen continued, “And still the same dream lately…an emptiness…and a headache. Let us go down together and see if lady Lyra and the master of the manor have a remedy for a headache. “

Dritzen then readied himself and the two of them moved downstairs to the bar where Lyra had a small meal ready for them, much to their surprise. 


“Mmm, salted pork and potatoes…an interesting combination Lyra, but why the royal treatment?”


“My father does not consider many to be his friends. I know not what goes on today, but I know it was serious; otherwise, he would not be acting the way he is now. So I do this in honor of him.”


“Where is your father anyway…?”


“He still slumbers upstairs. Shall I wake him?”


“No, it’s not necessary; just give him our thanks when he wakes.” Rozenthal showed his gratitude before sitting down, Dritzen on the other hand immediately started eating. 

“Yea, thanks…” he tried getting out without losing a spot of food. After finishing their meal the two bid farewell to the Caven Ale Tavern and set out for the Darkskry Tower. As they walked down to the tower Rozenthal engaged Dritzen in conversation… 

“What do you make of your dreams of late Dritz?”


“Honestly?”


“No, make light of your dream and play it off as nothing Dritz…” The look of sarcasm was written all over Rozenthal’s face.


“I think it means I need to retire from my work soon.”


“Indeed, that was unexpected of you Dritz.”


“Well, you said make light of it and play it off as nothing.” Dritz whimsically responded as Rozenthal sighed in frustration. 


“Alright, fine then. In all fairness I have no idea what to make of the vision, dream, or whatever you want to call it. I have no kindred to ask of such things as you well know and would not dare seek out a mystic. They are rare enough to find in Enalia as it is.”


“Why not seek one out? That would make for a fantastic journey.”


“Well, what if we spend the time seeking one out; find a mystic only to be told it’s completely nothing? All that time and energy wasted when I could have been out making my fortune.”


“Since when should time be a consideration of yours? You age at least half the rate I do.” Rozenthal scoffed at him, “I think you’re just afraid of finding out.” 


“I’m not afraid at all, perhaps we’ll see in the future eh? For now let’s just complete the task at hand and get paid…whatever the task may be.”

As the great star began to emanate its light above the horizon Rozenthal and Dritzen arrived at the gates of the Darkskry Tower deep in the center of town. A stone wall standing at least thrice a man’s height seemed to extend completely around the tower creating what could be a city inside a city. The gate was made of a material unknown to them, each bar possessing the same symbol as the Darkskry Protectorate. Oddly enough there were no guards at the gate, however, when they approached the gate it opened. The two shrugged at each other as they cautiously entered. The gate slowly shut behind them as they took survey of their surroundings. The grass was neatly maintained and there were several small buildings scattered around. The wall did indeed encompass the whole area. The walkway was free of grass and led straight to a set of double wooden doors. The tower itself appeared to stand much higher than it seemed when viewed from the tavern or from outside the district limits. 


“Well, at least now we know why we never see those from the tower unless it’s a herald.” 

The look of intrigue rested on both their faces as they moved towards the tower doors.


“Probably a bunch of old hermits and hags Roz, either that or they could be forced to live here.”


“It’s possible Dritz…I’ll let you ask the lord of the manor though.”


“That’s okay I find you live longer and get paid more when you don’t insult the taskmaster.”

As they reached the tower doors three men came walking out in pristine clothing wearing rings on all fingers and a gold necklace around their necks. The foremost of the three approached while the other two stayed at the doorway’s entrance.


“Welcome to Darkskry Tower, you’re on time…our lord can appreciate that.”


“Hopefully his appreciation is shown in mighty bonuses. What task are we to complete for his majesty?” Dritzen peered as he emphasized his description of the Darkskry lord. 


“Come with us…you will be received by the lord himself. Then you can ask him yourself.” The lead seer motioned to Rozenthal and Dritzen as the six of them entered the tower. Dritzen and Rozenthal shrugged at each other, keeping a ready hand on the hilt of their weapons.


“You have no need for weapons here, some will consider it rude.” The lead seer stated with authority.


“Not intending disrespect to the lord of the manor; however, it’s better to ask forgiveness for a little rudeness than to be routed unexpectedly.” Rozenthal replied still keeping a defensive posture.

They came to a flight of stone stairs encircling the pathway up into the tower. Dritzen and Roz stared upwards as long could as they before the sheer distance of the stair case began playing at their minds causing dizziness. The group started up the stairs and it was not long before Dritzen found himself amidst wandering curiosity.


“You are the lord’s trusted seers?” 


“We are…why do you inquire?”


“I’m a bit vexed that one such as this would not tell his trusted seers, nor his hand selected herald of a task to be done. Surely someone would know, and why have I never heard of anyone working in the service of the Darkskry lord?” As Dritzen posed his question the three seers stopped momentarily as the lead seer in front looked back at Dritzen’s eyes. The look gave him a certain uneasiness matched by Rozenthal’s instincts.


“You feel that all the going ons in the city should go by you? Who are you to demand such a thing?”


“Fair enough…” Dritzen replied.


“What if we refuse the task?” Rozenthal inquired.


“That would be ill advised indeed sir.” All three seers responded in unison as they ascended to the lord’s chamber. 
“How creepy.” Dritzen thought. 

Upon entering the chamber the seers slowly moved forward and each took a knee before the figure sitting in a chair. Rozenthal took a knee as Dritzen soon followed suit; however, they did not bow their heads as the seers did. The true sign of a well versed traveler is the one who keeps an awareness of his or her surroundings.  


“Grothgar has come through yet again as always. Welcome warriors to my home…I am Aspria
, lord and master of Darkskry, and you are here to complete a task for me.” 


“Well, that goes without saying…” Dritzen said to himself.


“Indeed we accepted this task; however, I must ask why you have placed Grothgar’s life hand in hand with our success in accomplishing this task?” Rozenthal asked.


“The necessity is not for you to know, for if that were the case you would rule instead of me…and we can’t have that now can we?” Aspria declared with a crooked grin on his face. 

He stood up and moved towards the kneeling group of men. He was a man of average height; his broad shoulders were covered by a spiked set of armor, the chest plate of which carried his symbol…the outline of a shield with a blade in its center touching a sphere. His skin was lightly tanned, as if he spent some time in the light of the great star, or at least in his window view bathing in its rays. On his hands were spiked gauntlets. He bore no helmet; however, it was safe to assume its location was never far from its master. His armor clinked with every step he took. Aspria stopped and gestured to the five at their knees. 

“Rise…all of you.” He continued with a smile on his face, “Your task is to proceed to the Cursed Manor and retrieve a small rune for me. Once you have finished this task you will be rewarded.”


“Ah yes…speaking of rewards. How much will it be?” Dritzen interrupted. 


“Quick and to the point are we? Very well then, how does five hundred gold pieces sound?”


“Not as good as six hundred sounds.” Dritzen stared into Aspria’s eyes. Aspria returned his gaze sharply.


“I did not know this was a negotiation.”


“You’re absolutely correct. It’s not a negotiation.”

Aspria’s eyes widened. It had been a good deal of time since anyone challenged his word so blatantly. He stood in silence and then gave his response.


“Five-fifty will be your reward and not one piece more.”


“It’s agreed then. When do we start?”


“Follow me then.” Lord Aspria led them out of the room and down the stairs. Reaching the bottom of the stairs they continued to a room opposite the double doors from which they entered the tower through. They entered a second room, wide and vast with one other exit where Grothgar and his daughter stood across the room accompanied by the Darkskry Protectorate. Rozenthal and Dritzen looked around stunned and confused.


“What is going on here Groth?” Rozenthal asked.


Just as Rozenthal finished his question the seers began murmuring a phrase under their breath. Dritzen recognized the language and immediately sprang into action. Leaping at the lead seer he drew his dagger catching the first seer in the middle of his incantation. Grothgar saw the blood soaked tip of Dritzen’s dagger poke through the back of the seer’s neck, instantaneously, Grothgar tackled the protectorate guard to his right. 


“Lyra run!” He yelled as he tumbled to the ground with the guard.  Lyra took off as fast as she could making distance between her and the guard on her left as he clanked after her with weapons drawn.

Swiftly, Rozenthal moved past the seer on his left. Simultaneously drawing a sword he landed a slicing blow to the seer’s neck nearly taking the head off in one swift movement. Dritzen removed the cowl of his cloak and revealed himself to the final seer to his right; startling him and interrupting his concentration. 


“Lost your focus already?” 

Dritzen stretched out his right hand as tongues of fire reached out from his hand and engulfed the seer. Dritzen and Rozenthal both turned to face lord Aspria while the burning seer screamed his final breath in severe agony. Grothgar wrestled with the guard while his daughter sprinted off towards Dritzen and Rozenthal. Luckily, Grothgar had enough force given his size to knock the wind out of the guard. He took the guard’s head and neck in his hands, who was momentarily stunned from the fall and the lack of air, and after hearing a series of small cracks he got up off the lifeless body of the guard. 

Lyra, running as hard as she could towards Rozenthal, observed lord Aspria making a series of gestures in his hand and then saw a brief glimmer of light around his body. Lyra pushed beyond her limit while trying to increase the distance between herself and the clanking noise of the guard’s armor behind her. Suddenly she was enveloped by a strange sensation.


“Urgh…I…can’t…move…” Completely immobilized she found herself being lifted off the ground by an unknown force. Rising to the sound of laughter, Lyra glanced back to see her father racing toward her. Lumbering past the guard with all haste, Grothgar, now fixed on his daughter, ignored the guard as he went airborne to grab hold of his daughter’s leg. The protectorate guard raised a sharpened halberd and centered his aim on Grothgar’s back. Rozenthal raised his left hand, aiming it at the guard, and uttered a quick phrase as the rune on his wrist flashed brilliantly.  The crashing sound of thunder resounded as the guard was struck with a crackling stream of lightning with enough force to throw him to the back wall where he was impaled on an exposed wooden spike. The spell complete, he lowered his hand. The guard’s body shook no more as the smell of charred flesh and scorched armor began to fill the room. Grothgar’s jump missed the mark as he landed on the ground nearly losing his balance, any further attempts being futile he turned to face lord Aspria along with Rozenthal and Dritzen.


“Not too shabby…you have some skill in the mystic art. Now, if you wish for her to live you will do as I command and fetch my gemstone.” Aspria said amongst laughter. 


“Very well…what sort of gem are we looking for?” Rozenthal said angrily.

Aspria described the appearance of the gemstone and then stepped aside and allowed the trio to exit the room. 


“Here is a little something in case you decide to try and return without my rune.” he said, tossing them a crystal globe of some sort no larger than the palm of a man’s hand. Peering into it Rozenthal could see the image of Lyra suspended in air struggling to try and free herself against the force immobilizing her. 


“If you don’t return in 3 days time, my spell will crush her…the same goes without saying if you decide to leave my city.” 

The three left Darkskry Tower in silence and headed into the villas of Darkskry.


“Well isn’t that grand, what now!?” Grothgar yelled. 


“What do you mean what now Groth!? How in Enalia did you end up getting captured, how is it you came to be in the tower in the first place! Did you set us up!?” Dritzen replied.

“I have never seen you use skills as which you displayed in there. Why did you do nothing to help my daughter?” Dritzen and Grothgar stood face to chest rapidly approaching their breaking point, their words now completely fueled by anger.


“That’s enough out of both of you!” They shot a stunned look at Rozenthal. 

“Groth, we actually did the perfect thing in protecting your daughter. Look at the energy he used…I have never seen such abilities in a man before, have you Dritz?” Dritz shook his head in agreement. 
“Besides, what we have on our wrists we have not had for long and barely know to use them. What you saw in there could have destroyed us all.” 
A bewildered Grothgar calmed down slightly. 


“So…what now?” 


“Now I say we return to the tavern, rest, and gather whatever we think we may need to fetch the rune he seeks. If it is anything like what we have on our wrists he cannot be allowed to have it.”


“Well, I know you’re not going to just hand over my daughter to him so let’s be on our way to the tavern.” Grothgar said.

“You know we could leave his daughter and just forget this place…” Dritzen spoke rolling up his whip and stowing it away on his belt. 


“How could you say such a thing?” Grothgar’s temper fueled again.


“A little chaos never hurt anyone remember? It’s fair…”


“I’m not going to babysit the two of you all this time, now Groth fill us in on what you can about the Cursed Manor that is somewhere here in Darkskry.”

“Very well, I shall tell thee both over ale and food in the tavern, we will leave when the moon is highest in the sky.”


“Why so late? I like to get my rest you know.” Dritzen responded with disapproval. 


“The Cursed Manor is rightly so named because those that dwell between the realms reside there.”


“You mean the undead right?” 


“No, I mean something else… these creatures roam the manor grounds while the great star travels the sky, the undead claim it at twilight until the star rises again.”


“Terrific as if this task couldn’t get any better.”
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