The Arywan Series: The Children of Naaram
By RKP Hunt


Arywan, a world of mystery and intrique. Ruled by gods that control every aspect of mortal life, from health to peace to even death. Controlling the world of the mortals for their own power and the war they fight against each other in the heavens. Prophecies put into place by the goddess of fate, there to make sure the world continued down it’s path. 


Soon the evil gods were no longer satisfied with just asking and wishing the mortals to appease them. They wanted to control them with their own hands, and so the god of murder and the god of war came together. Forcing the once peaceful races that lived among each other, and welcoming each other into their cities and homes, into war. Feeding from the murder and the carnage, Naaram the god of murder and his ally grew stronger with each battle. 


For nearly three hundred years the battle of the races continued, the good gods helpless against the now powerful god of murder. It was when the goddess of life, Ladandia, found a way to punish the evil gods involved with the mortal’s torture. Every neutral and good god, and even some of the more evil that were being scarred by the battles came together. With all their powers combined they forced the evil gods to Arywan, forcing them to walk and live among the mortals. 


The gods now mortals with lesser powers walked the land trying to find their way back into the heavens. Naaram was no fool, and knew the capacity of the power that had been inflicted upon him and his prior associates. He knew there was no way back, but more importantly he knew there was only so much time a god could remain among the mortals. Though his allies believed that they would be allowed back before the end of the two decades, Naaram knew they would never allow him back. More importantly if they did allow them back he would have to give up some of his strength and power.


He began to impregnant his priestesses, allow them to sacrifice their own lives in order to birth his children. Placing his life force, his essence, into each unborn babe, slowing killing himself with each child. As the years grew to a close, Naaram still had much of his essence left, and began giving more to each child, strengthening them. 


The day before the anniversary of his twentith year on the mortal plane, he was left with one sixth of all his essence. Turning to the only person he could trust to kill the babe at it’s birth, Naaram impregnated his highest priestess. She promised to kill herself before giving birth to the child, in the last months of the pregnancy. Naaram died as the last of his essence went into his child.


However, she did not do as she promised. Falling ill due to her pregnancy, a group of traitor priestesses forced her into the depths of the mountains. Bringing together the children of Naaram, they planned on making themselves demi-gods. Others planned on making on of the children their god, and becoming themselves to be the favored ones.


The priestess gave birth to the last child dying as the child was ripped from her loins, she never even know what gender her baby was. Bringing the last child to the alters, they began sacrificing them, however their location was not a secret to those with clairvoyant powers. An army of wizards entered the mountian and rescued the children from their deaths, some priestesses escaped with the children. The wizards took what children remained, and gave them to family to take care of. The power of some of the children was to great to give to unknowing mortals to care for. These children were taken or given to those of great virtue and strength in hopes that they would never sucomb to their evil blood. 


In the mountains prophecies written by Naaram himself were found, and within the first few years they began. Others of the clairvoyant order found themselves writing more of their prophecies, and the horror they were about to bestow on the world.


Ariane walked through the cool marble hallway of the great temple to her father’s room. Her armor made loud hallow clanks through the great halls. It was plate mail armor, special designed for a woman to wear. A gift from the priests on the day of her knighting, purely ceremonial but the closest thing she had to armor. She also carried with her a large sword which was far to heavy to carry on her belt, and so she wore it on her back. It was not everyday that she wore her battle gear, as a matter of a fact she had only worn it once before on the day of her knighting. 


Today was a special occasion for her town, however, it was the annual Peace Festival celebrated to thank Placidia, the goddess of peace and restraint, for all she had brought both the people and the temple. Ariane had become a paladin of Placidia only a year before, it had been a rather studious road for her, spending long hours reading in the library, and helping in services. While others fought battles and saved the innocent, she for some reason was not permitted. However, it was an easier road for those who had a father or mother that was a paladin, as her father was, but even they got to go to battle. 


She never questioned why she couldn’t do it, as she knew there was always a reason for whatever her father and the priests decided. It was her duty to study Placidia’s holy books and to keep her swordplay up to par. That was all that was required of her, except on this day. She was going to help guard the gate, excitement mounded in her heart as she had never been put to, what she thought was, good use. 


Before she left her father had sent word for her to come have dinner with him in his room, and so she made the short journey from her own room to his. Lightly she tapped on the wooden door to hear the deep boom of her father’s voice tell her to enter.


Stepping in she gave a large grin, as he already held one across his face. He was an older man with graying hair, but his large arms that were not yet covered showed his muscular physique. He wasn’t what most would consider a handsome man, a face that had seen to many battles. Flatter face and soft jaw and chin, made him look rather like a young boy even though his hair told of his true age.


Ariane looked at the small table, between her father’s bed and his wardrobe, was already set up with two over flowing plates, more then she would eat.


“Good day, father.”


He gave a nod and then motioned for her to shut the door as he tried to place his armor on. She stood next to her seat at the table, and looked over the food. Nothing unusual potatoes, a slab of cow, some peas, and a glassful of wine.


“Ariane, I must tell you that I objected to you being on guard duty at the gate today.” He said as he pulled on one of his boots.


“But why father?” She said fighting back the urge to stomp her foot.


Decimus looked at his daughter, as she puckered out her lower lip in such an innocent way. She had pulled his heart from the first moment he had looked upon her as a infant nor more then a couple months old. He could still see the babe when he looked into the grown woman’s eyes, a babe he had been sworn to protect. “I just don’t think it’s safe.”


“Nothing ever happens, all I do is stand there and check carts that come in. I promise that nothing will come of it.” Again she puckered out her lower lip.


Decimus smiled, “Have it your way then.”


“Thank you, father!” She said overjoyed.


It was then that he noticed her armor, items that he asked the priests not to give her. It was made to fit her exact measurements, and it even showed some of her cleavage, which was his main distaste for the armor. There were no leggings instead just a metal skirt that stopped mid-thigh, and shiny metal boots stopped before her knees. She carried the winged helmet at her hip, and that horrible weapon on her back. He frowned when he looked upon the outfit, but said nothing as many of the female paladins wore such outfits. The protection was merely humorous, as there was so many weak spots.


Ariane grinned and pulled her left leg over her right leg in a most uneasy way. It was then he realized she knew he was looking over her outfit. He smiled and continued to dress, pulling on his other boot, but anger caused him to look again.


This time he saw the beautiful woman she had become. Her large blue eyes looked at him with the worry of a puppy as to what his next words would be. The long gold waves of her hair stopped just above her buttocks. She stood tall, taller then some of the men, but her loving manner, and innocence made her seem all the smaller. Even when she was a babe the others told him, that he would have trouble keeping gentlemen callers at bay. Her angel face pulled all the men to her, and her extreme kindness kept them returning.


“Is that all father? Or do you want to fight me about my armor again?” She asked placing her fists to her hips and giving him a daring grin.


“No, that is all.” He motioned for her to sit down as she took his seat. “By the way, tell that Jabin boy to stop lingering around the temple.”


Ariane smiled, “He just misses being able to come in here.”


“He’s bad news, Ariane. You shouldn’t be consorting with a known thief, you are a paladin of Placidia.” He filled his mouth with peas.


Chucking, she stirred her peas around her plate, “You worry so much, it’s no wonder you never run into trouble when you go out. You think to far ahead for anything to go wrong.”


Looking up from his plate but keeping his head down, he smiled, “You look beautiful.” 


The firm face she had on melted with his words, “Thank you. I can’t wait until I get out there, and actually put myself to some use. Mitsos is going to be watching over me.” She said when she noticed his frown reappear.


He nodded, “Mitsos is a good man, but that still doesn’t make me worry any less.”


“Are you posted in the town center?” She asked, ignoring his comment.


“Yes, next to the tables. So if you need anything, you know where to find me.”


She laughed, “Father, what would I need from you, while I am on duty?” Her questioned caused her to raised her eyebrow.


Not having any answer, he sighed and searched his mind for another topic, “Baran came by again today. That boy is beginning to get on my nerves, he is about one visit away from me permanently banning him from the temple. You need to let him know how you feel, so he stops bothering me with his mundane questions.”


Placing some of the potatoes in her mouth she gave a small nod. “Yes, I will. I’m sorry, father, he is just…”


“Insanely in lust with you? Yes I know.”


Ariane rolled her eyes and continued to eat, her father for the moment remained quiet as they both had their fill of their meals. Every time she looked up she saw the worry in his eyes, and almost a dark dread that covered them.


“I’ll be ok.” She patted his hand as she stood up.


A loud sigh left his lips as he tried to force smile, “Go speak with Mitsos, I suppose. You don’t want to be late your first day.”


“Right then.” Turning around, she seemed to skip to the door.


“Ariane?”


“Yes?” She said turning her head slightly to see him.


“Be safe, if anything happens find me or someone else in charge, understand? There’s no need to try to act like a hero.”


She gave a reluctant nod, “I love you, father.”


Decimus’ placed his helmet on, “And I you, daughter.”


Flinging the door open she scurried out before he could give anymore warnings. 


Ariane walked along the path that she knew would take her out of the temple, and closer to her post. As she past an archway a hand flung out in front of her face and in the hand was a red rose. She followed the arm up to the face, but she knew who it was before she reached. The black robe with the red embroidery told her who the mystery gift giver was.


“For a lady so fair.” Jabin grinned.


Ariane rolled her eyes, “Jabin, I have work to do today. I can not be playing games with you.” She looked down at the rose that she was sure came from the temple’s garden.


“Games, I merely offer you a rose. I know it’s beauty is no match for your own, but it was the only thing I could possibly think of that would come so close.”


Ariane looked over her childhood friend, “You become more over-ambitious everyday.” Taking the rose from him, she stared at it if not sure what to do with it.


“You could put it in your hair.” he suggested.


“Yes, that would work well when I am trying to be an authority figure.” She pushed the stem into her belt and looked back towards her friend, “I am guessing today I will be asking for your release at the jail.”


He actually had the nerve to look surprised, his brown eyes grew larger and tried to be innocent. “Whatever do you mean? Those guards just don’t like me for some reason, I do not know why they continually arrest me for just walking down the street.”


“Jabin, I beg this of you. Please do not steal today, its my first time on duty and I would like to be so again. Don’t make me have to arrest you, please.”


Frowning, he shifted from foot to foot for a moment, thinking about what she had just asked him.


“Father doesn’t like you as it is, it won’t help your cause…” She looked around for a moment, “Aren’t you banned from the temple anyway?”


“Possibly.” he grinned. “Although, I don’t understand why.”


“You took one of the holy books from the library and were caught reading it in the street.” Her eyebrows rose as she spoke, her head nodding in small up and down motions.


He gave a loud puff, “Some people just can’t let go of things. Anyways, the security on this place is horrible, anyone could just walk in and take whatever they please. Luckily you have me finding all the weakness.”


Ignoring what he had just said, she continued with her lecture, “Those books are very important, and they can’t just disappear whenever you feel the need to read them. I have to leave now, make sure you don’t get into any trouble today, please?”


He gave a nod, “Well, if I can’t borrow then what shall I do?”


Ariane gave a large smile, “Why don’t you go wait in my room for the festival to end, I have that very same book you stole. Maybe, you can finish it and let the good people of Moonglow have a rest from your antics.”


“If you insist.” He rushed past her.


“Jabin?”


“Yes, milady?”


“Make sure you haven’t ‘borrowed’ it when I get home tonight, ok?”


Grinning, he nodded, “You know me to well my dear.”


“That’s the sad part.” She said before she ran away, it would not be good to be late on her first day on guard.


Running up to the front gate she found Mitsos, a man who was best friends with her father since they were children. He had tried to become a Paladin of Placidia but failed, the rumors say at least three times. However, that did not stop him from doing good, he became a leader of the guards in the city and helped wash the streets of filth, such as her friend Jabin. Her friend, though, only seemed to steal from those more likely to slit his throat then turn him in. Mitsos and Jabin had long disliked each other, Jabin because Mitsos had always caught him, and Mitsos cause the boy would not learn.


“You are late, Ariane.” He said as she ran up.


His sandy brown hair was being tossed by the breeze, and his hazel eyes glared down at her with disappointment. Ariane frowned as she looked up into the face of the man that towered above her.


“Forgive me.” She bowed.


He nodded, looking over her, “And what do I owe your tardiness?”


“My father called me to his room before I left, I am terribly sorry. It won’t happen again, I promise,” completely leaving out her little run in with Jabin.


He seemed content with her answer, then continued to give his orders, “You and Baran will guard the south side of the gate, check all incoming carts, Efrem and I will guard the north and check all leaving carts, understand?”


“Yes, sir.” She said making her way to the south side.


Moonglow was a small town, it had actually been placed as an outpost for merchants to rest from long journeys before making their way to Githeth. The city housed at most three hundred people, and everyone knew each other and their life stories. It had become more of town then an outpost when the Placidia temple moved in, after several other temples denied the invitation. It was considered bad luck to not have at least one temple in any outpost or city, the more people the more temples there should be. When the temple was finally complete, people who worshipped the goddess began bringing their families to it. 


The temple was a specatcular place, though Ariane had heard the main temple out shined it’s beauty. Most were content however to visit the Moonglow temple, and those they lived in the forest around it found comfort in it’s existence. Ariane had always considered herself lucky to live in such a small town, where everyone was watching everyone else’s children. It seemed whenever one person achieved something, the whole town would celebrate. She often felt like it was as if the entire town were each other’s family. Every birth was the town’s gain and every death was the it’s loss. She had gone to every funeral that the town had held since she was born. There was no other place she would rather be, and no place she could imagine spending the rest of her life in.


Walking up to the south side of the gate, she smiled at her colleague for the evening. Baran was familiar to her, as he had come to the temple many times to speak with her father. He was a young man, who recently joined the ranks of the guards. Rumors around the small town said that for a short time he was a mercenary, but she thought it would be rude to ask him directly.


“Good afternoon, milady.” Baran stood from the barrel he was sitting on. 


“And to you, good sir. I am glad to see that you are well. I had heard that there was a terrible fight down at the tavern and that you were involved.”


He nodded, “Some heathens came in and started harassing the waitress, Shona, you may know her.”



“Yes I do, did you get into much trouble?”


Licking his lips, he thought choosing his word carefully, “Lets just say my back hurt for a week.”


“And those heathens, as you called them?” She asked, she had heard he had been whipped for their murder, but rumors around town were like mirages in the desert, you rarely know what is was real.


“They won’t be harassing any ladies again.” He gave a smile, that told he was trying to impress her.


Ariane smiled, “Ah, so it was not in vain.”


He grinned, showing his dimples. Ariane had admired him from the day they had met, a tall man with muscular physique always willing to help anyone who needed it. He had dirty blonde hair and dark blue eyes, he was exactly what she thought the perfect man would look like. Had she not chosen the path of abstinence like her father had, she might of taken his offer of marriage.


It  was not secret around town that Ariane was adopted and it was no secret to her either. It seemed every time someone found out and questioned her about it, they always asked if she wanted to know who her real parents were. Her response was always, “Why does it matter? My father raised me well and right, he is my parent despite that his blood does not run through my veins, his morals do.”


For a moment, it seemed Baran and her stared at each other, until she realized what she was doing and looked away. 


“Was that more then a stare, milady?” he asked.


She was glad that a cart pulled up just then, and ran over to inspect it. “Hello, good sir.” She gave her best smile to the driver, “Would you mind allowing us to search your cart? It is only a safety precaution for the festival.”


The old man in the cart grinned, “Of all the years I have come to this festival, you have been the most kindest to ask, if not the most beautiful.” He whispered the last part.


Ariane grinned, “Thank you, sir.”


Baran and her went to work expecting his items under the thick wooly blanket. It was nothing more then fruit that he would sell during the festival. 


“Looks good from here, sir, you may continue. Enjoy the festival.” She gave another large smile.


The old man reached behind him under the blanket and pulled out a peach. “This is for you, one of my finest peaches.”


“Oh, sir, I couldn’t possibly take it.”


“I insist, you are far to kind.” 


Ariane smiled, “Well thank you, you are very sweet.” She took the peach from his hand.


“And you have a wonderful year, until I meet you again.” He slapped the reins of his horses and they pulled away.


Baran came to stand beside her, and gave a slight chuckle. “See what happens when you are pleasant.”


Ariane took a bite of her peach, “You get expensive food?” She grinned and walked over to take her seat on Baran’s barrel.


He walked over to stand in front of her, crossing his arms he frowned, “No, I mean you steal the hearts of others, not just their wares.” He grinned, “That is how you came to hold mine.”


Ariane frowned, “Baran, I know how you feel for me, but I am sorry I can not return such emotions. I made an oath when I became a paladin, one of abstinence, and I shall not break it.”


“I have spoken to your father about your hand.”


She nodded, “I know, you must stop that, he grows annoyed with you.”


Ignoring her he continued, “He tells me that your oath is not in full until you turn thirty, which is how many years away?”


“Seven.” She said through the juices of the peach.


He grinned, “I know I can change your mind in seven years.”


“If my mind were that easily changed, then I should rethink my entire life as a paladin.”


“Is it because of Jabin?” 


His question seemed to come from no where knocking her off track for a moment, “Jabin? He is my best friend, nothing more.”


“He doesn’t seem to think so, he seems…”


“I don’t mean to interrupt you, but I must stop you before you finish. Yes, he has had a crush on me since we were children, but it is no more. He knows I don’t have any interest in him, and that all his advances are futile. As I just said I took an oath…”


“Now forgive me for my interruption as I know what you are about to say.” His voice showed of annoyance, but he took a moment to calm himself, “Forgive my tone, you were undeserving. It’s only because I try so very hard to make you believe in how I feel, and yet you seem to push my emotions aside like they are nothing to you.”


“I am sorry, Baran, but that is not my intention. I believe your emotions are true and honorable, but I can not accept them nor can I reciprocate them.”


He sighed, “I’ve seen you look at me in ways that beg for more then what you have. I know that deep down you what more then what you promised your goddess.”


Ariane looked into his eyes, “I won’t lie, I do find you attractive, but if I were to give up all I believe in whenever a man made me blush a little, then I would be nothing. I would just be weak and undeserving of Placidia’s blessings.”


Another cart pulled up and came to a stop, “Ahem.” The man said.


“This is not the time to speak of such things, however, we will address this another time.” Her voice held it’s own displeasure as she walked over to the cart.


The night carried on and though Baran tried to speak more on the issue, she ignored it or would changed the subject. Night fell and she could hear the dancing and laughing from the town’s core. For a few moments, she wished she would of let her father have his way, so she could be dancing and enjoying the festival. This, however, was the best way to prove she was worthy of being more then the librarian and the fountain of knowledge for when the older priest got lost in their ceremonies.


She did not wish to fight battles or wars, but anything was more entertaining then sitting in the library day after day reading the same old musky tomes. She had read the entire library at least four times, and when she was not reading she was practicing her swordplay for reasons she didn’t understand as she could not fight anyone.


Looking over at her colleague who rested his head against the wall, she grinned and stood from her barrel to stretch her legs.


“Would you like to sit for a while, Baran?” She offered pointing to the barrel.


He gave a nod and took a seat, “Can you think of anything that will change your mind?”


“I’m sorry, but nothing can.” She said in a perturbed voice though she tried to make it seem friendly.


He gave a nod, “What if I told you I would live a life of sorrow and emptiness without you? By denying me, I will never be able to live my life to it’s fullest.”


Ariane grinned, “Happiness can only be found from within, its not a place or a person. It’s not being someone or being with someone, it’s just yourself. If you believe that you can have happiness wherever you go.”


His look told of his sadness, and he gave a small sigh, “Then let us make a deal.”


“A deal?” She said trying to sound suspicious, and raising her eyebrow to accompany the tone.


“Kiss me one time, and I will never again bother you. I will be your friend if you like, but never again ask for your hand. Maybe, I’ll just annoy you like Jabin.” He smiled.


“A kiss?” She brought her eyebrows together.


Standing up from the barrel, his armor made a loud clank as it fell back into place, “Just one, and you nor your father shall be bothered again. If you don’t kiss me, I’ll believe that I must continue on in order to gain your hand, what do you say?”


“That is an unfair deal, Baran, and you know it. It leaves me with no option, but to have to choice between two things I don’t want.”


“Choose the lesser evil, sweet Ariane.”


“Fine then, if but a second of my life will stop you from harassing me the rest of it then so be it.”


“Ah, you may like it and come back for more.” He chuckled to himself.


Approaching her he gently placed his hands on her cheek, bringing his lips to her own. Softly and smoothly they touched, Ariane felt for a moment weak in the knees but caught herself before Baran noticed. She had lied to herself she did adore the man, and even dreamt of him a few times, but she had sworn an oath, and what good was paladin if she didn’t keep her word.


Pulling away she looked up at the man whose eyes were still closed. He gave a grin as he opened them and looked into her own, “Ah, I knew I would find the truth in your kiss.” 


Shoving him back he landed on the barrel laughing, “You are horrible.” She said to him.


As she turned her back to him, a scream came from the city square and a buzzing noise flew past her. “What was that?” She turned around to ask him, but found Baran with an arrow piercing his chest.


She ran over to his side placing her hand on the arrow and his chest, “Baran?” She cried, as he slowly slipping to the ground and she came with him, “Mitsos! Come quick!” 


The elder guard appear from the darkness, “What in Placidia’s name?”


“It came from the city core, there is trouble.”


“Efrem, come here now, boy!” Mitsos yelled.


The young boy came from the darkness, and looked at horror upon Baran. “Help Ariane get Baran to the temple, the priests may be able to help him.”


Each pulling one of Baran’s arms over their shoulder they dragged the large man towards the temple, as Mitsos ran off to pull the guards to the city core. The closer they got to the temple the more screams could be heard, and as they entered the sanctuary she looked back to watch a woman fall to the ground as a man she had never seen before came up to pull his dagger from her back. She had wanted to run over and see if the woman was alright, and find out who it was, but Efrem needed her help carrying the injured man.


Priest Oved was in the infirmary when they arrived, his face deep within one of he old tomes. Efrem had to say his name in order to get the old man to look up from it, he ran over to look at Baran. “Put him on the bed quickly.” 


They did as they were told, and he began his casting trying to save the young man. 


“I’m going to help.” Efrem said and ran out of the room.


“Me too.”


Oved grabbed her arm, “No, girl, stay here. You can’t go out there.”


Ripping her arm from his grasp, she stared at him, “And why not?”


“Just stay here and help me with this boy, a paladin could be helpful in some of the castings.”


Ariane stood by the priest’s side for some time, as he cast his spells. The first series were meant to loosen the skin around the arrow in order to pull it out. Pulling an arrow from someone’s body would only cause the wound more damage. By allowed the skin and muscles to loosen they could pull it would without anymore injury. Finally he felt the muscles had relaxed enough.


“Pull it.” He orders her as he spread the wound open.


Reaching her hand over she wrapped her long fingers around the shaft of the arrow, closest to the bloodied wound. She pulled up, his body gave no resistance and the arrow slipped out gently. Laying it down on the counter at the end of the bed she turned back to Baran.


“Will he be alright?”


“The arrow didn’t seem to hit him in any key areas, but there is no telling. All we’ve done is removed the arrow, we still have to try and get the bleeding to stop. Go to the garden and pull me some granka root so I can ease his suffering, while I perform the healing.”



Ariane nodded and ran out of the room, but as she exited to the hall way something called her outside, it sounded like a dark voice calling her name. Looking back to the priest standing over Baran, she tried to decide what she should do. In the end of her battle against her own logic, she apologized to Baran under her breath, and ran out to the court.


Flying down the stairs, she turned the corner her feet made a the sound of walking on a wet street. Looking down she found that a majority of the ground below her feet was covered in blood. For a moment she stood mortified, but soon looked up to check the area for her father. Mitsos and some of his men were attacking what was left of the strange hooded men. Keeping her mind on the area, she looked over all the bodies that laid on the ground, bodies of people she had known all her life. Finally her eyes came to rest on a upheaval table, from the end of it stuck out a foot, she didn’t know why but she knew it was him. Running to him, she pushed it off the man with all her might.


“Father?” She cried falling to her knees beside him.


He coughed, then grinned when he looked upon her face.


“We have to get you to the infirmary right away.”


“No, child, there is no time.” His words sounded choked.


Ariane pushed her hand against the large wound in his stomach, “Father, please.”


“Let me say what I must, I do not wish to leave this world with my secrets.”


Tears fell from her eyes but she did not object, if a paladin said it was their time, another had to accept it and listen to their confessions.


“I’ve lied to you, my dear girl.”


“It doesn’t matter, father, I don’t care.” A tear fell from her left eye and on to the sleeve of his shirt.


He grinned, “You are so loving, so kind, and though some may say naïve I know there is great wisdom you hide behind your eyes, so not to intimidate others, even me. And with that said, I have lied to you your entire life. I do know who your father is, and the wizard, Vidan, knows more then I can tell you. I beg you to seek him out, my beloved daughter, as my dying wish.”


Ariane looked down at her hands, blood seemed to pump from the wounds in her father’s belly through her fingers. “Father, what does it matter?”


“I don’t have time to explain, Mitsos can tell you more. Just know that you brought so much light into my life, it made it impossible for me to do wrong. So, no matter what is said of you, you are a beacon of goodness and justice. You are my little angel, that only brought me joy.” His bloody hand reached up and wiped the tears away leaving streaks of blood under her right eye.


“I love you, father, please don’t leave me.”


Decimus smiled, “I’ll never leave your side. I love you.”


Ariane leaned forward and kissed his forward as the life left his body. Looking up she let her tears fall and held his head close to her chest. The moments she sat there on her knees, with her beloved father’s body in her arms, she did not ask the gods why or swear vengeance. She simply thought of that afternoon, and how she had been in such a hurry to leave his sight. In those moments, she wished she really had been late because she was spending time with her father. 


Mitsos walked up behind her, and placed his hand on her shoulder, “They are gone.” He said referring to the men who had attacked. 


“So is my father.” She cried out, his touch only stirred up more emotions within her.


He grabbed both her shoulder’s and pulled her up to stand, forcing her to drop her father’s lifeless body, then turned her to face him and wrapped his arms around her. “I’m so very sorry, Ariane.” 


His eyes looked down at Decimus’ body, if it hadn’t been for Ariane standing there in his arms, he wouldn’t of held so strong. This was his best friend that laid before him, gutted like he was nothing more then a deer. Not only was this is best friend, but this was the man he most respected his entire life. A man in which the world would shed tears upon hearing that he had past, one of the greatest men in all of history, taken from them by mere bandits. How could this of been possible? Decimus was the strongest, most agile man, he had ever know. He had killed much greater foes then another human. Mitsos dropped his head, his lips touching the top of Ariane’s head.


She was crying into his chest, it was then that the question came, “Why? Why would anyone do this?”


“I don’t know, but I promise that I will find out why.” He said turning her away from her father’s body, he tried to walk her to the temple.


Ariane helped pick up bodies that night, despite Mitsos’ objections that she should sleep. It would do her no good, as she knew sleep would not come to her. It was however worse that the only bodies she could carry where that of the children that had been slaughtered. Who possibly could kill children was an answer far beyond her grasp. 


Each child was a familiar face, and each body she couldn’t help move was another. She tried to hold back her tears, which at first was difficult, but the more she saw of the horror of the massacre the easier it was. The shock of what had occurred set in her mind, and she felt numb. Searching the city, she came across the small body of a child she knew very well. At first she swore it couldn’t of been her, but as she turned the body she looked into the sweet face. 


Inoa, was the daughter of the town blacksmith, she was only five years old. The little girl idolized Ariane, and every time she left the temple, Inoa was by her side. She spent much of her time with the little girl. Her father never objected he thought it was the best thing for her. Better to idolize a paladin, then one of the bar maids, he often told her. Anytime Ariane had to make a quick errand to one of the many houses around Moonglow, she took the Inoa with her. They both would ride together on one of the temple horses, and Ariane would tell her tales that she had heard from the priests growing up.


And now the loving little girl laid lifeless in her arms. Her blonde hair stained with her own blood, but her face was at peace. Ariane prayed she didn’t know what had happened, and hadn’t lived her last few moments in complete horror. Picking her up, she couldn’t bring herself to take the girl over to the carts. Instead, she walked past them to the blacksmith shop. Using her foot, she knocked on the door.


Helak’s familiar limp walk was heard from behind it, and when he opened the door, he burst into tears. Ariane didn’t know what to say as the man began to loose the strength in his legs.


“Inoa.” He cried, touching her face, and then relieving Ariane of the little girl’s weight. “Oh, Inoa. Not you, this isn’t fair.” He kneeled down to the ground with the little girl’s body in his hands, “Why? She was so innocent, so pure. Who would want to do such a thing, she is only five years old.” He cried, Ariane knew he wasn’t talking to her.


She squeezed the man’s shoulder, knowing nothing she could say would ease his pain. She walked back to the town center, and began helping with the bodies again. Her outlook was more somber and she could feel the tears pressing against her eyes again. Realizing then that it wasn’t just her that lost someone she loved, but like many events that had happened in the past, the entire town was feeling the emotions of that evening. Everyone in the town was in pain, their hearts scarred, and their questions unanswered.


 When the last body was placed on the cart, Mitsos sent everyone to wash off and sleep, the order was more directed at her then anyone else. She looked at the group of guards that had been assisting in the ‘clean up’ as Mitsos had so heartlessly called it, they all looked as she felt. There eyes wide with the horror of what they had seen, thoughts unable to become words. Mitsos squeezed her shoulder, as she stumbled over to the temple doors.


Ariane made her way down the hallway, she stopped in front of her father’s bedroom. She wanted to go in, the desire told her she must, she wanted to lay down in his bed and cry into the pillow covered in his mucky scent. Wrap herself up in the blankets, and close her eyes, pretending that she was a little girl who had a nightmare and wanted to sleep with daddy. But she knew that there would be no solid, large form laying in bed with her, when she became frightened. It would be just her alone in a room, she had never been alone in before. 


Removing her hand from the door, she let the fear consume her, and she continued her walk to her bedroom. Opening the door, she found Jabin sitting at her desk reading the book still. Could it be that he hadn’t heard any of it? Had he been so engrossed in the book that he didn’t hear the massacre going on?


“Jabin?”


It seemed to startle him and he looked up at her, “What… what has happen?” Jumping up he walked halfway to her, and opened his arms at his hip. His eyes looked at the bloody streak on her face, the blood on her chest, and her hands. At first he thought she was injured, but logic told him she wouldn’t be in her bedroom if that were so.


“My father…my father….” She couldn’t say it, she looked over at him with wide eyes. “I’ve got blood all over me.” If she had been in a more rational state of mind, she might of found that statement a little off, but she didn’t want to think about what had happened.


Hearing what she had said, Jabin ran over to her basin and filled the rag with water. With large strides, he came to her side wiping the blood from her face and hands, “Are you alright, you aren’t hurt are you?”


“They killed him.” She managed to say, “They killed men, woman, children, and… and… and my father, Jabin.”


The words she spoke came as a shock to him, at first he was sure if she had said what he thought he heard. Then the thought began to take shape in his mind, he didn’t understand who ‘they’ was, but it was not the time or place to ask. Though his thoughts were clear enough on what had happen, he couldn’t come up with anything to say but his eyes did and they looked into her own. He wrapped his arm around her shoulders and lead her to the bed to sit down. It was strange that in those moments, she couldn’t cry for her father. She just remain quiet and Jabin held her close in his arms.


Exhaustion came over her and she laid her head down, and he laid beside her rubbing her arm, allowing her to fall asleep. She scooted closer to him, and they laid together in the silence. When the candle finally went out, Jabin wondered if he should leave as he could hear the heavy breathes of his sleeping friend. If not leave then perhaps move off the bed, in case one of the priests entered her room. He decided he had to stay, as he didn’t want her to wake up alone. He stood from the bed and went to the large chair in the corner where he curled himself up, where he would await the morning sun.


Two days past since the massacre and it was the day of Decimus Kafele’s funeral. All the survivors and others who hadn’t been in town gathered in the cemetery to say their farewells to the man. There had been many funerals held in the past couple of days. Even some held in the dead of night. What had been the saddest sight for Ariane, was the mounds of fresh dirt over all the graves. The graveyard had to be extended, and there was unmarked mass graves for those unable to pay for a proper funeral of their loved one.


Ariane broke through the crowd to look upon her father’s body. It was wrapped in a white transparent silk, he wore his armor and metals that he had been given over the years. In his hand was his sword, that he had used throughout his life to fight for Placidia. The city mourned the loss of one of it’s greatest hero’s, and what Ariane didn’t know was the world mourned for one of it’s greatest, as well. Walking over to the outside alter that his body laid upon, Ariane ran her hand over his forehead and rested it on the top of his head, reaching down she kissed his forehead.


“Rest in peace, father. I will do as you asked of me.” She whispered, then walked over to stand next to Mitsos and Jabin.


It was strange for the two to be so close to each other and not argue, but it seemed no one had the energy to say anything or the desire to be bothered by insignificant tribulations. Priest Lathan, who was close with her father, began the sermon.


“We gather here today to mourn the loss of one of Placidia’s greatest disciple and Arywan’s greatest hero. His bravery was only matched by his humbleness. His life was lived to bring happiness and peace to others that had to share the same world around him. Decimus Kafele was no stranger to danger, but he never allowed that to stop him from doing what was needed, and what he had been summoned to do.”


Ariane tried to hold back her tears, and Jabin took her hand when he heard a slight sniffle coming from her direction. She looked over at the man beside her, but he kept his eyes firmly on Decimus’ body. 


“Through fame, battle, and death, Decimus’ greatest pride was held in his daughter. A man that seemed to have everything, and wanted none of it. His happiest moments were in the presence of his friends and family. His death a loss for all of Arywan, may he be blessed in the after life. May Placidia give him his due reward for all the good he had accomplished, and may he find true peace in the calming afterlife.” 


She stood firm as she watched some of the paladins she knew lower her father’s body into a grave, this would be the last time she would ever look upon his face. When others left she stood silently watching the men bury the only man she had ever loved.


Mitsos and Jabin stayed by her side for sometime after the grave was completely filled. They watched her standing in the same position, unwavering, seeming to be concentrating on the dirt at her feet. Her eyes unblinking, seeming to hold no emotion at all. It made them wonder what the girl was thinking, but more importantly what she was feeling. 
Two hours pasted like seconds in her mind, as she looked down to where her father now lay. The man who had loved her and worried for her, the only man that wanted to know what she thought about anything, and actually cared what she had to say. She knew what she had to do for the man that had done so much, he only had one wish as life left his heart. He wanted her to find out the truth of her real father, and that was something she would not fail him on.


Jabin looked up to Mitsos, who seemed to be holding the same detached look that Ariane had. His eyes wavered back to his friend, who stood with her hands folded in front of her. It pained his heart to great depths to know how much pain she must of felt, he had never seen her truly miserable like she was in those moment. And like a statue that came to life, she turned around and began to walk away from his grave. Brushing past the two men that had been waiting for her most patiently. 


“Where are you going?” Jabin asked trailing behind her.


“I have to find a wizard named Vidan, father made it his dying wish that I speak to the man about my true origins.”


Jiban looked over at the guard that walked next to him, “Do we just let her go?”


“Of course not.” Mitsos sped up, following her towards the temple with Jabin right at his heels.


“Ariane.” He grabbed her arm, turning her to look at him. 


She looked into Mitsos’ eyes, “Let me go. I have to do this.”


He nodded, “Yes, but there is much you have to do to prepare for a journey such as this.”



“Such as?”


“Go tell the priests what you are doing, while I let the guards know I have to leave. We have responsibilities, we have to attend to, we can’t just leave them behind without them knowing what has become of us.”


Ariane stood silent for a moment, “And who said you were coming?”



“Your father told me to protect you if anything should happen, besides I happen to know where Vidan is.” For a moment their eyes waged war.


“Very well. I’ll meet you by the front gates.” Ariane pulled her arm from his grasp and headed towards the temple.


Jabin stood watching her leave, then turned his eyes to the giant man in front of him.


“And you… you go tell your thief buddies that you won’t be competition for a while.” Mitsos said as he stormed off towards the barracks.


Ariane walked into the temple and went directly into the infirmary where she knew there was always one priest. It was the only sure place to find one, Oved was sitting on his chair writing something down in what seemed to be a journal. It was then that she remembered Baran, who still laid unconscious on what could very well be his death bed.


“Oved?” 


The older priest looked up, “Hello, my dear. If you have come to see Baran, I’m afraid he still hasn’t woken up. Death is still his foe.” The old man looked over at him.


“I wanted to tell you that I am leaving for a while, and I don’t know when I will be back.” She said walking over the Baran’s bed, she stroked his hand.


“May I ask why?”


“My father asked me to do something before he past.”


Oved nodded his old head, “I will tell the others. If Baran awakes I will let him know that you gave your goodbyes to him as well.”


“I’ll be back.”


He smiled, “Somehow, I don’t see that.”


Turning around she looked at the old man, “You know what the wizard is going to tell me, don’t you?”


“Perhaps. I may know a little but not all, but I think you should hear from him. That is what your father wanted, is it not?”


Ariane nodded, and before anymore words could be exchanged she left the room, heading for the front gates. Waiting for her was Jabin, who carried a small sack. 


“You are coming to?” She asked.


“Can not allow you to go anywhere without me. Besides, who will keep me out of trouble, if you are not there to stop me from doing wrong?”


Ariane smiled, “I am glad that you come with, when you don’t even know what I am doing just yet.”


“Friends do not ask why, but simply follow and trust.”


Mitsos coughed from behind them, “Ready then?”


They both nodded. Mitsos reached out his hand and took Jabin’s sack, throwing it to the ground, “You won’t need that.” He said to the thief’s who jaw had dropped. “You can’t be carrying around useless items. Only what you can strap to your body, and nothing more.” He looked over Ariane’s ceremonial armor, “Come with me.” He said leading her towards the smith shop.


Helak, the smith, sat eating a bowl of stew when they entered he gave a smile, though behind it you could tell his sadness. Having his only child killed in the attacks, most expected he would shut down shop for a couple of months, but he insisted on working. He didn’t want her memory to haunt him, and by just sitting around doing nothing that is exactly what it would do.


“What can I do for you?” he asked Mitsos.


“I believe Decimus ordered something, and I would like to pick it up.”


Looking over at Ariane he gave another half grin, “I am sorry to hear about your father, he was a great man.”


Her eyes shifted to her feet, “Yes, he was, and I as well am sorry about your daughter. She was far to young, and most probably the sweetest girl I ever knew.”


He gave a short nod, “Too sweet for this earth I think.”


The group nodded in agreement, and for a moment there was a silence for the fallen loved ones.


Helak’s old voice broke the silence, “Before your father past, he ordered you some armor. He told me how you didn’t like the male armor, so he had me specially make something for you. I was suppose to hold it until your birthday, but since… well…”


Ariane gave a deep frown, “Yes.”


“I’ll give it to you now, it’ll protect you much better then that formal armor you are wearing now.” The old man stood from his chair and limped his way across the floor to the door that led to his back room.


He came out pulling a bag on the floor, it was obviously to heavy for him to carry. She wondered how it was possibly that he could still make armor. “This is some of my finest work, milady. I didn’t think it was possible, but I managed somehow.” He said as he untied the knots and unbundled the armor.


Slowly he placed the armor together so she could look upon it. The leggings opened on one side and could be buckled on the other and stopped below above her knee, while the boots pulled up above the knee where she could easily walk without showing her legs as vulnerable. The arm pieces also buckled on and the gloves were leather with plates attached to the back. The helmet was open faced, except for the part that covered her nose, and an almost claw like feature would wrap around her chin.


But the most glorious piece was the chest piece, it could be pulled apart to lay flat and there was belts on both side that would allow her to pull it over her head and snap it on. The chest was open to show cleavage, however the same claw like features the helmet had only larger sprang up over the rest of her chest. Only a well trained archer could get through such armor. 


She smiled at Helak, “It’s very lovely.”


The old man gave a grin, “I worked hard on it, and I am most pleased you like it.”


“May she change in your back room?”


The old man nodded, “Of course.”


Picking up the bag she slipped into the back room to dress herself in her new armor. It took her a few tries to figure out the hinges and belts, but when it was finally completely she was surprised at how truly light weight it was. 


Walking out she smiled at Helak, “Thank you.”


“It’s sad to hear you are leaving.” He said.


She looked up at Mitsos, figuring he had been the one to tell Helak. “I am sad to go but it is something I must do.” 


As they walked out the door he stopped them for a moment, “Ariane?”


“Yes, sir?”


“Thank you for carrying my daughter here the other night. I didn’t want her body thrown into those carts, she deserved better.”


Giving a quick nod, she left the man alone with his lunch and his memories.


They stood outside and for a moment the silence crept over them, before Mitsos decided it was time to journey on. “Then let us journey to Githeth. It’s only a day’s walk from here, we should be there by tomorrow afternoon if we don’t break to often.” He said the end look at Jabin, who he was sure would slow them down.


The journey to the large city had been extremely rainy, the dirt roads were nothing but a trail of mud. The group managed to find a dry spot in the woods to spend the night. It seemed though with Githeth on the horizon that the rain all together stopped. Ariane beamed when she noticed the notorious city looking up towards the sun with all it’s glory. The city spread over the flat lands with the Rundalfelt river running through its east side. This was the largest city that she seen, her father brought here to the city once a year just to spend some time with each other. 


Githeth had originally been a manor for a rich noble’s daughter, she refused to marry any man. The suitors that attempted to try to win her hand, would leave in a huff, swearing her name and the name of her family. So her father growing tired of her antics had a house built for her in the middle of the forest far away, sending her and all the servants she would need away to hide her there. The daughter turned out to be a leader in her own right, and soon starting a small fishing business out of the river. She also called in farmers to begin producing food for the people. It had been nearly two hundred years since the city first began, and it was now the largest city in the west. 


Not to far to the west of the city was a high tower, no doubt the wizard’s tower. A long almost pillar-like building, made from a dark gray stone. Wizards used their towers to pull magical energy through, so not to age themselves, and to keep their energy high. Ariane looked at the tower and knew the wizard she was sent to meet with was there. 


Jabin staggered up trying to pull his boots from the mud with every step. He too seemed proud that they had made it with his hair array and a tired grin upon his lips, he looked over the great city.


It was Mitsos, who had been in the back of the group the entire journey, that continued to walk passed them without looking over the glorious city. His strides were long as he tried to pull his feet from the mud that seemed to suck them into the ground. As he made distance between him and his companions, Ariane looked over at Jabin and laughed at his humorous walk. After the eye contact was made and a laugh was shared, they trailed closely behind as they made their way to the tower.


Merchants with their carts were coming in from every road to sell their wares, mud sputtered up from their wheels and flung off the horses feet. Guards on horses and full armor rode about the outer area making sure nothing went array, one man seemed to pay particular interest to Ariane as they strode past. She looked up at him for a moment letting him know she saw his stare, her frown saying she wasn’t pleased with the attention, and then ignored him all together.


The tower seemed to slip up in front of them, Ariane remembering it being further to the west of the city when they had looked upon it. They stood in front of the old gray door, one that Mitsos hadn’t looked upon for nearly twenty years. He looked down at the step in front of the door, the same step that his friend had slept upon for a month, while he tried to convince Vidan of his worth. Mitsos looked over to Ariane, who seemed to be as anxious as he felt, he knocked twice on the door. With it’s hinges creeking, the door opened seemingly on it own. Waving his large hand, Mitsos waved them into the door, and as they all stepped into the dark, cramped space the door slammed behind them. As soon as Jabin’s and Ariane’s hearts stopped pounding, a voice called out, echoing throughout the passages of the tower.



“I’m at the top, do not touch anything.” it said.


The tower stairs swirled up to the right of the party, Ariane wondered, as she slide her hand across the smooth dark gray wall of the stairway, where any of the other rooms where as their were no doors. She had remembered once that her father told her, a wizard’s tower would change to his liking and to serve it’s purpose. Obviously, the wizard didn’t want them wandering throughout his home, and only allowed them to use the stairs. 


A door finally met them at the top, and it was again Mitsos who knocked, this time much louder then before. The door slowly opened like the front one had, and a rather young looking wizard looked away from his many jars and potions.


He had a long brown beard and hair, his face still rather young looking older then her, but younger then Mitsos. His nose had a rather round shape at the tip, and his face for a moment seemed to hold all the seriousness he had about whatever he had been doing before they entered. His robe was purple with gold trim, the colors told everyone that he worked for the king of the city of Githeth. After looking interrupted for a short instant, he turned to Ariane and gave a smile, she couldn’t help but feel like she was looking into a void of emptiness when his eyes met her own.


“Ariane, I am pleased that you have come. You have grown much, has it really been that long? I could of sworn it was only a couple years ago that I gave you to Decimus.” Her eyes told that she had no idea of what he spoke of. “Ah, I see. He never told you, I suppose that you will be all the better for it. Not having to live your life in the shadow of what you should be, and instead what you want to be.”


“Are you Vidan?”


He grinned, and tapped his index finger against his head above his ear, “Ah, you are a quick one.” 


She was not amused by his jest, “My father told me that I should meet with you, and learn the truth of my real father.”


“Ah, the old bastard wants to put it all on me does he? Well, I won’t be part of it, he raised you naïve of what you are. Go back to him and tell him to inform you himself.”


“He was killed a few days ago, his last wish was for me to come and speak to you. So, please, milord, I beg you to help me fulfill his wish.” Her eyelids closed in on each other as if she were going to cry, but instead she just gave her best heartbreaking look.



The old wizard gave a deep sighed as he stared her over for a moment, trying to decide on what he would do. “Child, are you aware of the Era of Shadows?”


“It was a period that started nearly half a century ago, and ended about two decades ago. The gods of evil were sent to earth as punishment for not understanding mortal suffering, they lived among us for twenty years and then returned after admitting they were to harsh on mortals.”


Pressing his lips together, he gave a short nod, “A vague if not understated explanation. You see they had to vow to not interfere with much of mortal suffering, and they had to become more neutral then evil. Several of the gods were to proud to give up some of their influence and power, and on the anniversary of their twentieth year they perished.”


“Perished, milord? I thought gods could not die.”


Walking over to his chair he took a seat, then pointed to three other chairs that she had not seen there before. Jabin and her took their seats in front of him, while Mitsos continued to stand, his arms cross, and a unfriendly gaze upon his face.


“Haven’t changed much have you, child?” Vidan asked Mitsos.


“No, and I still don’t like being called child. Especially now that I am over forty.” The giant man spoke in a voice that told of his authority.


Vidan seemed to be amused with his answer, “Forgive me, time… time seems to fly past me. As I said before I thought it was not to long ago that I handed an infant over to Decimus.”


“You gave me to my father?” Ariane asked trying to pull his eyes from Mitsos.


She was successful as Vidan’s attention turned back to her, “Oh yes, I found you. But that is a little further into the story. Do you know of Naaram?”


“The old god of murder, yes.”


“You are a smart child, I am surprised with how much you know of the gods. Of course, I see that Placidia guides your path personally, something that comes into play for your future I assure you.”


An angry groan came from behind her, “Will you just tell her, Vidan. You ramble on and on, and by the time you tell her anything, she’ll be to old to do anything about it.” Mitsos snapped, keeping his arms folded and his body leaned against the wall.


“In good time.” He turned back to her, “Naaram swore never to take the vow, as death and tricking others to murder their loved ones was his favorite past time, so to speak. He was smart enough to know what would happen to him if he did not take the vow, and so he began impregnating his priestesses.”


“I don’t think I like where this is going.” Ariane eyes showed her worry.


“Do not skip ahead of me, follow beside me and do not try to lead my story.” For a moment he seemed to think, stroking his fingers through his beard, “He, at first, only gave small amount of his essence to each child. But as time grew closer, he still had much of his essence left. And began giving more and more to each child.” Vidan licked his lips taking the time to arrange his thoughts, “Again, I get ahead of myself. You see giving too much of essence would make the child aware of their lineage. Instead giving small amounts the child would most likely grow old and die, if the sacrifices prove unsuccessful.”


There was so much in what he had just said, she didn’t know where to begin her questioning. Finally, she decided on the one thing that seemed to interest her the most. “And the children who got more of the essence?”


“Yes, there are many. These children know their forms or at least feel the murder calling to them. As you probably do.”


Sitting on the edge of her seat, she played with her own fingers saying nothing to his comment.


“Yes, you have dreams, do you not? Dreams of death of your loved ones, and when you awake…”


“Stop. I don’t have dreams like that, and I’ll thank you to not accuse me of fantasying about such images.” Her words were defensive and he could tell that it was a subject that was sore to her heart.


He nodded, “Very well, the subject was a digression anyway. You are a child of Naaram, one of the younger ones. And I suspect the child of Priya, as when I took you from her sisters shortly after she died…”


“Wait what?” She blinked rapidly as if trying to catch the last few moments in her eyes.


He stopped to think again, “Priya was a priestess of Naaram, suspected to be his most favored. Rumors speculate that she may have given birth to the youngest child of Naaram, the child that has nearly a sixth of all his essence. However, it’s only a rumor and there are many who believe other priestesses gave birth to the youngest. They also don’t believe he would impregnate his favored priestess, as that would be the death of them.”


“The death of them?”


“Yes, giving birth to a god child, that would kill the mother instantly. Most likely all the children, were cut from the mother’s womb. Most of the children were meant to be born, and live only a couple of days before they were sacrificed.” His eyes looked over to Mitsos, whose eyes told the wizard that he was growing annoyed, “Would you rather explain it?” Vidan leaned back in his seat, allowing the large man to take the floor.


Thinking it over for a moment, he accepted his offer. Stepping forward, he began to tell her what he thought she should of heard years ago. “Ariane, you are the daughter of the god of murder. He made a bunch of children in hopes that when they die so he could be reborn. He tried to keep the essence small so they couldn’t become powerful, and they were meant to be sacrificed anyway, but just in case they didn’t… well you know. Vidan saved you from being sacrificed, and your father took you in as his own, knowing what you are.” He leaned against the wall, his eyes shifted back to the wizard. “Was that so hard?”


Vidan paying not attention to the man, leaned forward in his chair again. “Many wish all the children dead, but they do not understand that would mean his rebirth. You, however, have lived your whole life unknowing of what you are. You worship a good and kind goddess, who loves the beings on this earth.”


“And does that mean anything for her?” Jabin asked, his voice a mere squeak of normality.


“It means, she may be the end to all this.” He stood up, walking over to his table with all the bottles and potions, “In my readings, I discovered there would be a good child. This child could defeat the others and stop the resurrection of their father, and possibly destroy his very essence. I believe this child could be you. Would you be willing to take on such a prophecy? Your siblings they gather armies and hound the world with death.”


Ariane looked down at her hands, “My goddess would want me to bring peace.”


“Your fate won’t allow you to have any.” Vidan told her, “I can feel that you have much of his essence, and there is no escaping it.”


She looked up at the man who had just told her where her life would lead, she now understood what Oved meant when he said she would not be coming back. Sighing, she thought about the last few moments of her life, what she had just been told. She was the daughter of the worst god known to man, and there was something she had to do. Vidan, though a stranger, seemed to over flow with confidence and demand trust. She didn’t know what brought her to the conculsion she made, but somewhere deep within her heart, she knew what she had to do, whether she understood what she was about to do or not. “Then I shall undertake this task.”


Mitsos growled, “She needs time to think, you can’t ask her to give up everything…”


“She needs to accept it, because it will happen whether she wants it to or not.” He’s voice a low rumble, turning back he grinned at Ariane, then turned his head. “I’m sorry but I am in a hurry, I shall take care of whatever you need within the city.” He walked towards the door, stepping behind Mitsos. “Oh, I almost forgot.” He turned around and counted the group, “Your group is two people short. You’ll find a fourth at the temple of Tevona and your fourth you will bump into. Excuse me, the king needs my guidance.”


Vidan disappeared through the door, everyone watched for a moment waiting to see if he would return. Mitsos stared down at Ariane, knowing there was nothing he could say right now. She had just been giving all this information about herself and her future, and the only person who could decide her path was herself. 


Her shoulders hunched she stared down at her hands, it was the same position she took whenever Decimus had been scolding her. It made him wonder what she thought was her fault, but more importantly what she thought of the whole prophecy. He wasn’t even sure what she was suppose to do, Vidan had left everything so open. It wasn’t something Mitsos enjoyed, walking blinding until you run into something that might be your enemy. Deciding to return later and order more information from the wizard. He began to follow down the stairs behind Vidan. 


Ariane stood up with Jabin at her heels, seeing Mitsos leave they understood that their time in the tower and in the wizard’s presence was over. It was now time to decide where they would go from here, neither had any idea as to what she had to do. Somehow, she knew that they would find the way, if the prophecies were coming to her, then anyway was the right way.


The large city bustled with movement, and it seemed everyone was in a hurry to get on with their lives. The city laying out on what use to be a forest, was without any trees, and was mostly covered now by buildings. Mitsos came to stand before the marketplace, that laid in the very middle of the city, with Ariane and Jabin at his heels. The streets of the city were cobble stones, and most of the buildings made of a light gray stone or wood. Every scent entered their nostrils from leather to bread, and even the sweet floral scent of flowers. The marketplace was famous in the west for having anything a person would need. 


After taking in all the scents, Mitsos surveryed the area over until he saw the statue of the goddess of warriors that signified the entrance to the temple. 


“There she is.” He placed his large foot in front of him then seemed to think for a moment bringing it back to his side. “Why don’t you two go buy some more food for us.” Mitsos untied his money pouch from his belt, and handed it to Ariane, she tied it tightly onto her own belt.


They both nodded, again he went to step forward only to stop mid-step, turning around he grabbed Jabin’s arm, “On second thought, why don’t you come with me.” he shifted his eyes to Ariane, “Watch the pouch, and I’ll come get you when we are given an audience.”


She gave a mocking smile to Jabin and placed her hand over his pouch, hiding it from public view. Walking around leisurely she looked at each cart, and gave her best smiles to each merchant as she past. The marketplace seemed as big as all of Moonglow, with hundreds of customers wandering the crowded streets. There were also a large amount of wares to purchase just on the street, with carts full of armor, weapons, food, and many other items a would be adventurer would need for their travels 


Her eyes wondered around the full carts, trying to think of what she should pick up for a journey of a few days, and while scanning the carts she stepped into a solid form. Stepping back for a moment from the force of the connection, she took a moment to get herself on balance. Realizing she hadn’t yet inspected what she had run into, her eyes darted up to look to see if she had ran into a statue or a pole.


Instead of what she expected to see before her, she saw the knight in full armor standing in front of her. He was taller then her, much the height of Mitsos. The knight’s build was powerful and his stance firm, he had a neatly trimmed beard that was the same dark brown as his hair. The eyes, that looked down at her, held a storminess to them, strong and bold with intensity. However, he was not upset, he simply smiled. Ariane smiled back when she noticed the mans battle scars: a slight bend in his nose, that foretold of an earlier break; a scar above his left eyebrow; and a few scars came up from the collar of his armor onto his neck. He was a rugged man, she could tell he had seen many battles, though he was much younger then most with such damage.


“Forgive me.” Ariane whimpered embarrassed as she stepped around him.


“Forgive me, milady.” His voice rang with a deep rumble of thunder.


Looking back she grinned at the knight who had turned to watch her leave, sighing to herself, she continued to walk toward the next cart. Finally, she stumbled upon the bread cart. The young man, no more then fifteen, stood up to see if he could assist her. He seemed to have a certain bounce to his step, his rosey cheeks, slender build, and brown hair, made Ariane reminded her of Jabin when he was younger.


“Well, hello.” Ariane said with a smile.


“Good day, milady.” he chimed.


His happiness seemed almost out of place to her, and after a moment it reminded her of the friendliness of home, “It is good to see someone in such high spirits.”


The boy kept his grin and placed his hands on the edge of the cart, looking over the bread with her.


“I’ll take six loafs.” She decided quickly as the boy had begun to make her nervous with his hovering, a trait that Jabin had broken long ago.


Giving a nod, he quickly gathered the loaves and rolled them up in a thin cloth, “Vidan told us that he’ll pay for anything you need.” the boy said as he watched her reach for her pouch.


Ariane didn’t feel any surprise in what the wizard had done although she should have. She remembered reading many stories, fictional or not, that had spoken about wizards that sent messages with their minds to those he knew. It did amuse her that the little boy knew exactly who she was, and she would of bet every coin she had that every merchant in the square knew her face because of the wizard. Feeling like she was taking more then what she needed from Vidan, she handed over a gold coin, “Well consider that a tip for yourself, for being so friendly.” she smiled.


“Why, thank you, milady, you are most generous.” he held the gold up to her between his index finger and this thumb and grinned.


Giving a quick nod of thank you, she took the loaves and continued to search the market area. Coming to a stop in front of an apple cart, she began to look over the fruits, wondering if this would be a good item to bring along.


The elder man stood next to his cart and she looked up with an innocent gaze, “Milord, I’m going on a journey, do you think it would be wise to bring apples?”


The man smiled, “Apples last a fair amount of time, milady, and even if they age, it makes them all the more sweeter.”


She wasn’t sure if he was being honest or just trying to sell his wares, but it wasn’t worth the effort to find out. “Very well, I’ll take as many as you think four people can eat in three days.”


The man looked over his apples for a moment, “Well if you each eat two a day then that would be twenty four, milady.”


“Lets go with twenty eight then, one of my companions is very large.” She held her hands out to her side indicating his girth, then chuckled thinking of Mitsos.


“Would the lady like to pick out her own fruit?” he didn’t seem to understand her jest.


“No, I trust that your wares are well kept.” She again smiled, as she reached into her pouch.


“Oh no, milady, Vidan told us that he will pay for anything you need.” Ariane looked up at the man, “How does everyone know who I am?” She asked trying to see if the bet against herself was correct.


He gave a grin as he stuffed some apples into the leather bag, “He is a very power wizard, milady.”


Pulling out another gold coin, she handed it to him, “Could you accept a tip then?”


“Thank you, milady. You need not do that.”


“It is my pleasure.” She said taking the bag from him.


“Thank you, thank you very much. May Tevona bless you, milady.”


Ariane smiled again, and began her travel around the crowded market once more. It was then she noticed the large man she ran into staring at her. He gave a sheepish grin when he realized he had been caught. Knowing when every she had caught a man staring at her, they took the opportunity to come to speak to her, and this man was no different. So as she walked up to the next cart, he came to stand next to her.


“I’m almost certain that you over paid for your wares.” he told her.


Her lips pressed in a downward motion as she looked up at him, “I paid exactly what I wanted to.” She shifted her eyes back to the cart of dead chickens.


“You’ll want to catch your own meat if you are going on a journey, milady.”


Keeping the frown on her face, she gave a glare, “I would believe you are following me, but that would not be proper etiquette for a paladin, would it?”


He grinned as his cheeks redden, he gripped the side of the cart and thought for a moment, “Forgive me, milady. I was out making my rounds when I saw you and your comrades enter the wizard’s tower. I must admit you look vaguely familiar.”


Trying to keep her annoyance hidden, she grinned, “I see. Well, I have to say that I do not recognize you, I am sorry.”


She tried to walk around him, but he halted her escape, “May I carry your items for you?” 


His hand reached out for her bags, but she jerked them away. “I think I was granted enough strength to carry such a load, milord.” 


As she turned a boy ran past her with several guards at his heels, they shoved through the crowd knocking her backwards into the large man. This time, however, he was unable to be as solid as he was before, and the both tumbled to the ground. Ariane was lucky enough to fall on top of the man, but he unfortunately found himself in a pile of mud from the rains the night before.


Standing up she leaned her items against the chicken cart, and offered out both of her hands to help him up, “Are you alright?” Her voice held it’s concern as the man got onto his feet, she still had one of his hands clamped in between her own.


He stood holding his head that must of hit the rocks on his fall, “I am fine, thank you for you concern.”


“Ariane!” Mitsos’ voice rang out.


Dropping the knight’s hand, she turned her head to see him down the path, “Yes?”


“He will see us now, hurry girl.” He waved his hand behind him.


“I’m coming.” She shouted, then turned to the man, “I am deeply sorry for getting you all muddy, but I must leave right away.”


“Was not your fault, Ariane.” He said learning her name from the man that had called her.


“Lady Ariane.” She corrected then ran off into the crowd before he could offer his own name.


The muddy knight rubbed his head as he looked down at the ground, he noticed that she had left the food she had just purchased behind. Scooping them up, he gave his head one last rub, and then decided to follow her to where ever she was going.


Mitsos and Jabin stood in front of the temple door and rushed her in when she ran up the steps. They hurried down a long hall that had many paintings along its walls, however rushing quickly she could not see of who or what they were of. They made a left at the next intersection and stepped into a large hall where a immense statue of Tevona met them at the end of the tall hall.


Standing in front of the statue was an elder paladin around Mitsos’ age, he gave an adoring smile as she walked to stand in front of him. He wore plated armor with the symbol of his goddess on the chest, his hair was almost completely gray, and his eyes match their color. He looked like a tired man, and if it hadn’t been for the cheery way in which he talked, she might of actually pitied him.


“Ariane, I have not seen you in nearly sixteen years. You have grown, but your face is yet the same.” the old paladin said.


“Forgive me, but I do recall your face.” Her eyes squinted as she looked at his facial features.


He nodded, “Being only seven when I left, I didn’t think you would. I am Lucian, friend of your father and Mitsos. Perhaps you remember playing with my nephew, Theron?”


She shook her head, “I am sorry, milord.”


His smile told that he was somewhat hurt by not being remembered, “Funny how I remember holding you so clearly as an infant, and here you are a grown woman, I did not think it had been that long.” He looked over at Jabin, “Ah, but Jabin’s sharp mind recalls another young lad that use to be part of your circle.”


Jabin seemed to blush with the attention upon him, “Vaguely, milord.”


After taking amusement from the thief’s comment, Lucian turned to Mitsos, “What brings you here?” 


The almost carefree look Mitsos had been carrying vanished to be replaced with a more somber one, “Decimus has past.”


Lucian’s playful look fell into a deep sorrow, and for a moment he seemed not to breath, “How did this happen?”


Looking over at Ariane, Mitsos explained, “Assassins, we do not yet know who or why, or even how they entered the city. We had been so careful, there were reports that they were teleported in. Though it happened so fast, most that were in the town center perished.”


The old paladin followed his friend’s eyes to look to look upon Ariane, “My deepest regrets, child. What can I do for you in time of need?”


Mitsos cleared his throat, “We have spoken to Vidan, and he tells us that we should seek a fourth for our group here.”


He seemed to think for a moment, “If I didn’t have so many responsibilities here, I would drop everything and come with you. However, I am old and not the fighter I once was.” Standing still he stared down at the flooring, sucking on his tongue as he thought, “Yet, I can not allow you to leave here without a fourth. If Vidan says there shall be a fourth from this temple, then there shall. My nephew, Theron, has been in my hair asking for action since he return from the troll war down in Arguoth. I am sure he will be more then willing.”


Lucian pointed at one of the guards and motioned him to come, “Find Sir Theron and tell him I must speak with him. Tell him its urgent.”


“Excuse me?” The man from the market looked around the door, his eyes fell unto Ariane and then to Lucian, “Forgive my intrusion.”


“Nonsense.” Lucian said, “I was just sending for you.”


Ariane gave a deep irritated sigh then rolled her eyes, an unladylike gesture that she was lucky only Jabin caught.


“You were?” His voice held his disbelief,  “I merely wished to return these bags that the lady left in the market.” Walking down the long hall, he came to stand next to her, and laid the bags at her feet.


“This is my nephew, Sir Theron.” He told her with a deep sense of pride in his voice, “So you have met already have you?” Lucian asked Theron, and then turned his gaze to Ariane, “And I thought you said you didn’t remember him.”


“Not formally no.” Theron answered the question his uncle had asked him, drawing his uncle’s attention away from Ariane.


“The three of you use to be the best of friends, Theron cried for days after we left Moonglow.” he chuckled, “This is the same girl that shoved you in the mud and made you cry, you know that story.” He turned his interest to Ariane, “We tell that story at the dinner table whenever he gets to arrogant. Pushed in the mud by a little girl and it made him cry.”


“Not much has changed.” Theron said, referring to his mud covered backside. “You were calling for me?” he changed the course of the subject as he knew his uncle had a tendency for running wild with his stories.


“Ah yes. I want you to join their group, you need to protect Lady Ariane. She has some things she must accomplish.”


Ariane was interested to know how Lucian seemed to understand what she needed to do without being told. She decided she would ask Mitsos once they were alone.


“Before you go, go clean your armor, boy.” Lucian gave him a once over, and then crinkled his nose.



Theron nodded happy to oblige, and then disappeared to the door right of the large statue.


“He’s a good boy.” Lucian told Mitsos, “Always willing to fight for his cause, even though at times he is a bit overconfident. Seems to think the world owes him upon occasion, but I trust him with my life and I hope I am not being presumptuous to trust him with yours and your group.”


Mitsos bowed his head, “I remember him well as a boy. If he is anything like he was then, I am sure he has become a good man. Though isn’t he half a decade older then Jabin and Ariane.” He asked referring to the mud story.


“Yes, hence why it was so humorous. Six year old pushing an eleven year old in the mud.” Lucian grinned at Ariane, who returned with an almost guilty blush.


Mitsos grinned, “Ah, yes, I recall now. Though I remember Jabin and Ariane tortured him more then befriended him.”


“Yes, but he doesn’t have to know that.”


“Milord?” A man came in from the doorway, and spoke to Lucian.


“Yes?” The old paladin’s voice seemed to loose all emotion as he spoke to the man. 


“The meeting is about to begin, shall I tell the council you will be late?”


“No, I am coming now.” He turned his gaze back to Ariane, “Excuse me, milady, I have matters I must attend to. Please, feel free to wait for Theron here however.” He pointed to the floor below him, and then shuffled out of the room as quickly as he could without running.


Two hours past as they sat waiting for Theron to return to them, Ariane had investigated the hall four times, taking in the strange blue patterned swirl design on the floor, and the pillars that had a similar pattern sculpted on it’s surface. There were three doors, one leading out at the end of the hall and one on each side the giant statue of the warrior goddess. Her sword drawn up to the sky, helmet on, and similar armor that Ariane wore to the festival in Moonglow. After she grew bored with her investigations, she sat down at the base of the large statue. 


 Jabin found ways of entertaining himself by pretending to fight an invisible adversary. Occasionally seemed like the invisible foe would strike out, and Jabin would roll to his right every time to escape it’s deadly blow. When he would pop back up, he would leap forward to attack the imaginary opponent. Mitsos watched him with great care, trying to absorb what the boy was capable of, after an hour of that he had grown tired. He took well to the boredom by just standing against the wall, it was no different then what he normally did in Moonglow. Keeping his eyes around the room, he would wander between Ariane and Jabin, as he thought of where their next steps would lead them.


With the end of her knife, Ariane seemed content digging the dried mud from the crevices of her boots. Each piece of dried on mud would spring off from the boot, and fly to it’s new place on the white marble floors. Mitsos had told her several times to stop as she was in a temple, but after five minutes she seemed to forget and continued her digging. Finally, he gave up and found interest in watching her pick at them and where they would land. 


After there was no more large chunks of mud in her boot, she left out a deep sigh, dropping both her hands to her side. “I suppose we should rent some beds at the inn, the sun should be setting by now.”


Mitsos’ eyes were still on the knife she so careless dropped beside her, looking up to her face, he agreed. “Go and rent us out two rooms. Jabin and I will share one, and you may have your own. I’ll wait for Theron and tell him to meet us at the front gates at sun up.”


“I’ll come with you.” Jabin stated still lunging at his make-believe target, then looked over to Mitsos, seeming to ask for approval. It was apparent that he didn’t like the idea of him leaving his side, “Actually, it would be best if I stayed here. We will meet you there.”


Pulling her left boot back on, Ariane gathered the two leather bags around here. 


“Leave them here, we will bring them with us.” Mitsos reached out his hand and took the apple bag from her. His arm jerked when he realized how heavy the bag actually was.


“Alright, I’ll see about getting us some dinner while I am there.” Ariane smiled at Jabin. “Coward.” she whispered as she gently brushed past him, then confident he would make no retort, she skipped out.


“Was she skipping?” Mitsos asked pointing towards the doors with his thumb, then rolled his eyes.


The inn was nearly as busy as the marketplace had been, people rushing from one side of the room to the next. Drunks enjoying their evening after a long days hard work, or at least she hoped they had put in a long day. She could barely make out the bar at the back of the inn with all the people that were cluttering up the room. Ariane gave up on trying to find where everything in the inn was right away, and walked over to the innkeeper, “Hello, do you have two rooms available?”


The short plump man looked her, his face seemed to have been burnt long ago. He looked down at his log book for a moment, running his finger across the pages. “No, just one. It gots two beds though.” His old scratchy voice spoke.


“Very well.” she pulled out several coins and laid them in front of him, “There is a working kitchen here, yes?”


He nodded, “I’ll let Sarila know that you already paid for your meals.” He shoved the coins back at her. “Vidan says he will pay for all your arrangements here.”


“Thank you.” She smiled, picking up all but one coin, then walked over to a table. 


Looking around the place seemed to be stacked with drunks, most of which seemed content in drinking their ale and living the world behind. Some of the younger lads drank to let loose and enjoy the company of the less respectable women. She had always tried not to judge people, as she didn’t know how or why they did the jobs that they found themselves in. She knew Jabin long enough to know that sometimes it becomes your only options, though Jabin had been offered jobs, which it seemed to her that he purposely did wrong so he could be fired.


Ariane unbuckled her sword and propped it up against her chair, then pulled her helmet off her belt, placing it on the table in front of her. Taking a moment to look herself over she decided to remove her bracers and biceps, she gently laid them on the table next to her helmet. Being cooped up in the armor all night and all day had begun to irate her skin. Taking her seat, she rubbed her rather sore arms. Normally, she didn’t wear such heavy armor, most of the time she was in the library in Moonglow. All she wore then was pants and a shirt, and the occasional dress, just to surprise her father and some of the others.  


Her head ached from the noise of the inn, Moonglow was such a more peaceful place. Of course, she was just Ariane Kafele back there, and now there was more to her. She was sure that caused much of the strain on her inner being. All the information that Vidan gave her seemed so light hearted like it wasn’t the truth, she didn’t understand what she was being told. The intensity of the situation surpassed her, and though it had been on her mind all day she couldn’t really press the matter further. 


“Good evening, milady.” A man of short stature then Mitsos in full armor sat across the table from her, from the symbol on his armor she could tell he was a city guard.


“Good evening.” she replied and pulled her armor on the table closer to her.


His dark red beard parted, and she assumed it was a smile. “I’m Hananel.” He introduced himself as he pulled his gloves off.


She didn’t say anything instead looked for one of the bar maids, hoping that they could possibly break the conversation. In this crowd she would be lucky to pick out her own companions.


“I didn’t mean to intrude, are you waiting for someone?”


“Yes.” She said looking back at him. 


There was nothing about this guy that she liked, he had sharp pointy features about his face. His beard looked to be a filler for what she was sure was a narrow jaw line, and his nose was long and pointed. Most importantly his voice almost seemed to be a deep whine, whenever he spoke, and she knew he was going to talk more.


“Forgive, but the tavern is very crowded tonight and I am afraid this table has the only empty seats. People normally don’t wish to sit next to strangers.” He leaned forward to whisper the last part at her, as if anyone would be offended by the comment. The inn was so noisy she was surprised that anyone could understand their own friends.


“I see.” Ariane looked over to the empty table across the room.


“May I have the honor of knowing milady’s name?”


“Lady Ariane Kafele, paladin of Placidia.” She said formally without a friendly tone or smile.


“A paladin, eh? What brings you here to Githeth, I’ve lived here all my life, and I know there is no temple to Placidia here.”


“Because there is no temple, doesn’t mean I can not visit.” Generally she wasn’t the type to be rude to a person until they deemed themselves worthy of it, but this guy rubbed her the wrong way the minute he took a seat without asking if he was intruding. 


He looked her over for a moment, “That was not what I meant to imply, I was merely stating that you couldn’t of been transferred here.”


“I am merely resting as I past through, before I go on to better things.” Her answer tried to be as vague and hostile as possible.


“I was just released from duty, myself. It’s always nice to come and be among friends.” He looked around, “Friends who have yet to arrive, I’m afraid.”


Turning her head she searched the room again, praying that Jabin or Mitsos had found their way into the inn. Her eyes met no such luck, and she sighed turning her head back to the man in front of her, she began cleaning the mud out of underneath her nails.


“You are a traveler, yes? Trying to bring the faith of Placidia to others?”

 He waited for an answer and got none, “Must be an exciting life, I’ve never left the city myself. Often thought about venturing around, but I have no reason to.”


Ariane eyes shot up to him, “You can always find a reason.”


“I suppose, could help people, but…”


“Lady Ariane?” The deep voice spoke from behind her.


“Theron, nice to see you again.” Hananel’s words were friendly but his tone was not.


“Hello, Hananel. I need to speak with Milady Ariane, if you will excuse us.” 


He snorted, “I was here first, and enjoying milady’s attention. If you wish to speak to any pretty women there is a brothel…”


“Enough, Hananel, I must speak with her. Please excuse us.”


Ariane stood up from the table and gathered her items, Theron helped with some of them, “Don’t bother, Theron, I’ll come with you to the other table.” Ariane wasn’t exactly excited to see Theron here as well, but she decided that she would rather be with the devil she knew. After all he would be her companion on where ever it was they were going, and it was best that she try to speak to him about something other then him stalking her.


“It was nice meeting you, Lady Ariane Kafele.” Hananel shouted as she disappeared into the crowd.


 Unloading her items onto the table she took a seat, and looked up at Theron who gently laid what he had gathered down, “Where is Jabin and Mitsos?”


“They did not say where they were going, only ask me to come here to keep you company in their absence.” He informed her, taking his seat across from her.


“Thank you, I suppose.” The lack of appreciation was apparent in her voice.


“I must apologize for Hananel, he has always tried to compete with me. He must of seen us together at the marketplace and assumed I was trying to gain your favor.” He smiled then waved a bar maid over, “Water please.”


The woman smiled, “Theron, why do you constantly visit here when you do not drink?”


“Ah, to see you milady.” he jested more then flirted.


“Always a flatterer, you best watch yourself with this one.” She said to Ariane, pointing at the knight across from her.


She looked up trying to show she was not amused, “I’ll have water too.”


“Well I guess she’s a keeper for you, Theron.” The lady said then walked away.


“No need to be rude to Sarila, she’s a sweet woman. Her late husband was a mercenary, she had quite a few tales to tell. Every time I hear them it’s like the first time…”


Ariane was in no mood for this man to give her a lecture, but she also lacked the energy to argue with anyone at the moment. So, she dropped her head onto the table with a loud thud.


“This isn’t the smiling lady I saw at the market place.” He looked over Hananel, “Most likely his doing, again, I apologize. He is obnoxious, and like I stated before trying to get into your favor because he thinks it would bother me.”


“Probably not far from the truth.” She mumbled, but it was all to audible.


“Hmph, I’ve met quite a few paladins that were conceded however none have been female. I assure you the only reason I lingered about was because I swore your face was familiar to me, and that it was.” 


Sarila placed the mugs of water on the table, and looked to Ariane, “I’ve been told you are well paid for any meal you want. Do you want something to eat? I have stew and lamb if you are hungry.”


“Stew will be fine.” Ariane said keeping her forehead firmly planted on the table.


“Anything for you, Theron?”


“No, I have eaten already, but thank you.” As she walked away Theron smiled, then returned his gaze to the uncouth paladin across from him, “You are awful rude this eve, is there something the matter?”


“Why?” her head popped up to look at him, “Why am I rude? Because I want to be left alone? Because I am giving my answers and no more useless information? Or is it because I am not flirting with you or your friend? I’m a paladin, not some whore or bar wench, I need nothing from either of you. I want my water and my stew, and my peace!”


Mitsos walked up from behind her and rested his hand on his shoulder, “Are you alright, Ariane?” He had heard what she said to Theron, knowing it was so unlike her, he knew something had to be desperately wrong.


Feeling his hands on her shoulder, she remembered herself. Her eyes shot up to his, they were not angry but he could see the tears that they held back. He kneeled down beside her and wiped her eyes with his thumbs, “Shh.” he said when he saw her about to talk, “It’s been a long few days, just take a few breathes and think about what you do before you do it. Remember that?”


She nodded it was a top rule for Placidia, before any action is made it must be thought out carefully as to how it will effect others around you.


Ariane turned her gaze back to Theron, “I’m very sorry, milord. I didn’t mean what I said, please forgive me.” She stood up quickly not wanting to hear his reply, and walked across the room to the stairs to find her room.


“Please do not take what she said to heart, she is a very loving and kind girl. Just the past few days have been exceptionally trying, she just lost her father.”


Theron raised his hand as if to tell him to stop, “There is no problem.”


Jabin was standing in the corner near the door with his arms cross searching the room. Mitsos didn’t know what was going through the little thief’s mind, but he knew it wasn’t good. Waving him over, he watched him jog through the maze of people to the table.


“Keep Sir Theron here company for a while, I need to speak to Ariane privately.”


“Is she alright? What’s wrong? Maybe, I should speak…”


The large man sighed, “Just sit down and talk to Sir Theron. You’re old friends, you have much to discuss.” he patted him on the shoulder and began his journey across the room.


“But I was six…” was his only argument and he turned to Theron with a smile taking the seat Ariane had previously occupied.


“So long time.” Theron said playing with the handle on his mug.


“Yes, what happen?” He asked pointing towards the stairs.


He just gave a shrug that made his armor clank, as he turned his gaze to the stairway, “She was snapping at me, he walked up, and she started crying. That’s as much as I know.”


“What did you say to her to make her mad? She’s a very sweet girl, you have to really push her. What did you say, I swear…”


Placing both his hands up showing Jabin his palms, he seemed to be trying to bring him to a halt. “No, I didn’t say anything, she’s just been through a lot of trauma. Took it out on me a bit, but it doesn’t matter I understand.”


Jabin gave a glare that told of his suspension. 


Mitsos walked up the narrow staircase as he turned to look down the hallway, Ariane stopped next to a door. She looked down at the key she had been given and used it on the door’s lock, after the click of the lock she disappeared through the doorway. Walking down the hallway to the door she had stopped at, he tapped lightly on the door. 


“Yes?” a soft voice spoke.


“Ariane, it’s me. Let me in, please.”


“It’s your room too, you can come in.”


He pushed the door open and looked at her sitting on one of the two beds. Her body hunched over, and her golden curled nearly consuming her face, she was waiting to be scolded. “Only had one room, eh?” he asked.


Her sad eyes looked upon him, then returned to stare at the floor boards.


She didn’t have to say why she had been acting the way she had, he had known her far to long. Ariane did not blow up from mere frustration, sitting there alone with nothing to occupy her mind had brought in the memories of holding her father’s lifeless body. A girl who had relied so long on her father’s advice and love and someone came from the shadows taking her very path from under her. And now she had been given a new path, one no one could truly understand until they reached its end.


Closing the door, he made his way across the room to sit on the other bed. He rubbed his hands together and took a deep breath, “You want to talk now?” he asked then laid his hand on her knee.


“It’s just too much I don’t understand any of this, and I am not sure I want to do. I just want to go back home and find my dad sitting in his room, reading.” She sniffled, “I want this all to just go away, I know that I need to show restraint here, but I’ve been hiding behind my own mask all day.”


He nodded, “Ariane, you know that he won’t be in his room.” His voice cracked, and she looked up at a man she thought was even stronger then her father. A tear left his right eye then trickled down his cheek, “He was my best friend, growing up you don’t know how many times that smooth talker got me out of trouble. When he adopted you, I was so happy for him, I knew he had so much love to give the world. He refused all these women that were offered to him, and I just wanted him to have a woman in his life.”


Ariane grabbed the hand on her knee, “I’m sorry, Mitsos, in all this sorrow for myself, I forgot that you lost someone too.” 


He wiped the tear from his cheek, and ignored her comment not wanting to make this about him. “I’m glad he found you, he was a good man that needed someone to truly love. He use to be so empty inside, but when you came it was like he was filled with life. The last twenty three years of his life were his best, because of you.”


She grinned, “I always thought he was forced to take me. Sometimes, he would give me this cold glare, and it made me feel so small.” Again, she sniffled. 


“No, oh he loved you so much. Every time I saw him he would always tell me first thing every thing, what you had accomplished since we last talked. He was so proud of you, I’ve never seen a man more proud of his daughter.” He smiled, “You know he begged Vidan to let you come with him. He hung around that damn wizard’s tower for nearly month, and everyday would ask him over and over. I told him he was nuts that there were other children that needed home, but no he had to have you. The child of Naaram, he knew that he could help your fate and make you better then the blood that ran through you.”


“What does it mean, Mitsos?”


He looked up into her watery eyes, “To be a child of Naaram?” he waited for her nod which she gave, “It means that you have the blood of an evil, and violent god in you. That if you kill someone it only feeds that blood, and soon it will consume you. That is why your father never wanted you to kill. The priests knew who you were too, and they wanted to help. It’s how you became a paladin in the studious way instead of the brawn way.”


“What am I doing here then? If I can’t kill people, wouldn’t it be better if I just went back to Moonglow and pretend none of this was told to me?”


He shook his head, “This is your destiny, you don’t go to her, she comes to you. She is upon you now, and it’s time to face whatever is in store for you. We will find your siblings and end their suffering, before Naaram gets a chance to become an evil god again. He made people suffer fiercely, I remember my father telling me how he rained suffering upon them. No god was feared above him, and he enjoyed it that way.”


Taking a deep breath she sighed, “I understand, will you bring my stew up to me?” her change of subject shocked him for a moment.


“Sure.” He patted her on the head as she walked past her.


“Mitsos?”


“Yes, milady?”


“Let’s not tell Theron of any of this.”


“I was about to say the same to you.” He stepped out of the hallway giving one last glance at her then shut the door. Tevona Paladins were sworn to kill any child of Naaram, and though he knew Ariane didn’t know this, he was glad that she didn’t want to flaunt it to her companions. If Theron found out who she truly was, he might try to uphold the oath. Although he knew that someday Theron would find out, he hoped that there were be too much loyalty to her to attempt to bring her to death.


Ariane didn’t realize she had drifted off to sleep before her meal arrived, but when she awoke the sun was peeking over the horizon as if waiting to be told it was time. Standing up she looked over at the second bed that Jabin and Mitsos occupied. They laid with their heads at opposite ends, she hadn’t heard either of them come in. Giving a slight smile, she walk over to the corner of the bed and kneeled down beside Jabin.


He was now wearing a white shirt and brown pants, instead of his robe. She guessed that is where Mitsos had taken him, a robe must not be a road worthy outfit. Shaking his shoulder, he twitched his nose. Smiling, she pushed down on his shoulder again, his eyes slowly opened and his lips parted to give a smile.


“Hey, dreams do come true.”


Rolling her eyes, she ignored the comment, “Want to go downstairs for breakfast, get away from this bore.” She pointed at Mitsos with her thumb.


Jabin looked down at the giant man, who took up more then his fair share of the bed. He had slept on the edge the entire night, and had contemplated moving to Ariane’s bed or just allowing himself to fall to the floor. 


Mitsos slept with his arm over his head and his other hand laying across Jabin’s legs. Pulling his legs out from under him carefully, he stood up and collected his belt from the stand. It made several clinks as he pulled it up and Ariane gave him a couple ‘shh’ as if that would stop the belt from making noise.


With her arm over his shoulder, they slithered out to the hallway, she carefully shut the door. Then giggled when she realized that they had made it out of the room. Jabin smiled then grabbed her hand pulling her down the stairs like he was leading her to a surprise. 


The tavern was rather empty compared to the night before, and one could actually tell what the building looked like. It was one of the nicer, yet smaller inns in the city. At the back was a counter where people could sit on stools to drink, several long rectangular tables were set up around the room. Behind the counter was shelves of liquor, and a door which she assumed led to the kitchen. At the front near the doors was the little booth that the old man booked room at, his book laid open for anyone to read, and he was no where in sight.


Knowing that it had been a busy night, she was pleased to see how fast the staff had cleaned it before morning. Her mood was much improved from the night before and she smiled in pure awe of the place. It was much different then the dirty old tavern back in Moonglow. Jabin walked over to the closest table near the stairs and sat down facing the door, as he always preferred. Ariane sat across the table from him with her back to the door, as soon as they sat down, the same bar maid Sarila came over to greet them. Her face carried a frown as she looked upon Ariane.


“All we have is porage today.” She said before either opened their mouths.


“That will be wonderful, thank you.” Ariane chirped happily, causing Sarila to give her a second glance.


The bar maid’s face gave a smile, “Much better mood then last night I see.” After saying that she realized it probably wasn’t the best thing she could say to a temperamental customer.


Ariane blushed slightly, “Yes, do forgive my outburst. My patron would not be very pleased with how I acted last night, and I must beg forgiveness from both you and her.”


Sarila smiled then nodded, “I’ll get your breakfast.”


“Yeah, what happened last night?” Jabin asked, “Theron was a little… vague.” He had looked up towards his eyebrows as he searched for the proper word.


“I don’t really know, I was alright all day. Then I got in here, and I was so lonely.” She took a deep breath, buying time to think about what she was saying. “I miss my father.”


He nodded, then reached out to squeeze her hand, “I’m sorry, with all that has happened, I must of forgotten about that. How could I forget something so…so….so important to you?”


She could see the frustration in his eyes, “Jabin, it’s ok. Really, Mitsos spoke to me, and I am feeling a bit better.” Her eyes looked down for a moment, “I think.”


They took a moment of silence, and then Ariane looked up with a smile, “You remember when we were, oh gosh, probably around twelve, how we said we were going to go on a great adventure.”


He already had a smile from when she smiled at him, but it grew as he chuckled a bit, “Yes, I remember something about killing a dragon or two.”


“You wanted to save a princess and force her father to let her marry you, or else not give her back.” She giggled.


He gave a slight blush, “Yeah, didn’t realize back then that might be frowned upon.”


“Wasn’t that around the same time you were trying to court Milesa?” she laughed, “You were like thirteen and she was what in her late twenties?”


“Hey, now, I was a boy with a crush, and she broke my heart.” Jabin pretended to be upset, but she could see right through it.


“She swore never to marry, but you kept harassing her so much she married the next businessman who was leaving the city.” She looked over at her blushing friend.


“Ah, yeah, back in the days of innocence, I miss those times.” His face went somber.


“Me too.” she took a sigh, “I think I would of caused more trouble.”


He smiled, “I would of kissed you at the lake when Kaelan dared me too.” 


“You did.” She laughed.


His eyes rolled up into his head for a moment, thinking on the memory, “Oh yeah, huh? You fell in trying to get away from me, thought I was attacking you.”


They both laughed, “We had fun together, didn’t we?” Ariane asked in all seriousness.


“Of course, I’m glad we became childhood friends. Can’t imagine growing up with anyone else but you.”


“Do you miss home, Jabin? I’m homesick I think, what does that say of me? I’ve only been gone a couple days.” 


He grinned, “Says you were loved and you miss the place where people know and love you. I can’t miss Moonglow, can’t miss a place where you weren’t wanted in the first place.”


Ariane looked over at her thinly built friend, and tried to give a reassuring smile. Jabin had grown up in the orphanage there, a place where only children not respectful enough for the larger orphanages were sent. The woman who ran it enjoyed beating the children whenever they got a chance, and most were to afraid to tell the temple of her wrong doings. 


Not even Ariane knew what had been going on until one day, she found Jabin in the street gutter with bruises and cuts all over his body. She dragged him all the way through the city in the pouring rain. When Jabin awoke he told them what had happen, that he didn’t eat all his meal cause he was not feeling well. She forced him to eat it all, then beat him with a branch until he fell unconscious. 


The woman was thrown out of Moonglow and told never to return, but she did for Jabin. She wanted him to suffer her loss and blamed him for everything that had happen to her. He was forced to decide between his life and her own, and so that night he killed the bitter old woman. It was an image he had never forgotten being so young and taking the life of another human being. When he turned sixteen they kicked him from the orphanage as the new director was terrified of what he would do to her.


He had nothing else to do but begin stealing from others, at first everyone felt sorry for him and allowed it to go on. He slept at the temple, and worked for the bed he was given, but he wanted more. 


“Maybe, we will find a new home, a better one.” Ariane gave her best smile, knowing what Jabin was thinking about. “Where we can be neighbors, and your children can come over to my house to hear my tales of being a paladin. And whenever it’s dinner time, your wife will send you over to my house to gather them up.” She chuckled.


“Then I’ll come in and start adding to your stories, until my wife has to come over and break the whole thing up.” Jabin sliced his hands in the air, then laughed.


“Sounds like a good plan to me.” 


Sarila placed two bowls on the table with a tan liquid in it, “Here we are, enjoy.”


“Thank you, Sarila.” She smiled, “Again, I apologize for my behavior.”


The woman smile only enlarged, as she walked away from the table.


Eating their porage the conversation seemed to stop for a moment, as they filled their mouths. Ariane only had a couple chunks of bread the day before and her stomach churned as she dumped food into it’s emptiness. When the bowl was drained she held her stomach.


“Ugh, ate that to fast.” She told him.


He only gave a smile as he swallowed the last bit of his own breakfast. “There’s Theron.” He pointed behind her with his spoon.


She followed the spoon to the front entrance, the tall man stretched out in the doorway. His armor on in full, except his helmet. His hair was wet, and she guessed he had taken a dip in the nearby pond before coming to meet up with them. He smiled when he noticed them sitting there, and made his way across the room, taking a seat next to Jabin.


“I know I was suppose to meet you at the gates, but… um… Hananel was there. I couldn’t stand there with him for a moment longer.” He tossed his helmet on the table. “Where is Mitsos?”


“He’s still sleeping, he’s an old man you know.” Jabin laughed to himself, until he saw Ariane’s cold stare, “Well, he is.”


The table remained quiet for a few moments, and a wave of uneasiness flowed between the two paladins. Standing up, Jabin smiled at them, not wanting to be part of anything that was about to occur.


“I guess I’ll go get him.” He started for the stairs.


“Jabin, can you bring me my arms, please?” She said pointed towards the bare skin of her arm, revealing the missing armor.


Giving a grin, he pointed at her. “Anything for milady.”


Rolling her eyes again, she looked over at Theron. His short dark brown beard still had droplets of water in them, he looked very different then the man she remained last night. 


“Take a swim?” she asked.


He reached up to touch his hair, “No, Hananel dumped a bucket of water on me from the catwalk, then pretended he didn’t know I was there.”


“What a charming individual.” She smiled looking into his dark eyes.


Grinning back, she thought she caught a moment of embarrassment in his eyes.


“I am sorry about how I treated you last night, and I will not demean you by giving an explanation. What I said was uncalled for, you were only trying to be kind and I took it the wrong way on purpose. Placidia probably wanted to beat me herself for how I acted.” She looked up into his dark chocolate eyes again, “Will you forgive my behavior?”


His beard gave way for the smile, which only made her smile widen. “Why yes, milady, and I understand why. Though Mitsos didn’t allow me the complete story, he did give me word of your father’s death. I am very sorry for your loss.”


“Thank you. It is still no excuse for treating anyone the way I did last night, I should of just retired to my room feeling the way I did.”


Looking back to his face she noticed the firm stare he gave her, they entered straight into her eyes and she could feel it strangle her soul. Quickly she looked down to her hands, as she fumbled her fingers about each other. 


Theron grinned to himself, looking at the way her hair framed her face. He hadn’t remembered such a pretty little girl, of course this wasn’t a little girl anymore. And her apologies no longer came with her sticking her tongue out at the end, and her father yanking her away to the temple. He remembered much more about her then he let other’s believe. 
Perhaps, it was because she was there when his own father was alive. His best memory of his father involved her, sitting around the fire in the dinning hall of the temple. She had been sitting on his father’s lap, while her own father told the children a story. He remembered her reaching out to his father’s face, and rubbing the soft hairs of his beard. She did that the entire time Decimus told his tale. It was strange to him that the memory was his fondest, but he decided because it was a moment when he was most content. Listening to a great epic, and watching her inadvertently stroking his father’s beard above her head. It was that memory that caused him to grow his own beard, something about that made his father seem like a true man. 


He smiled at the memory, and then looked at the woman in front of him. Her face had not changed in the slightest since he had last seen her. However, the little girl he remembered was quite mean, and this woman before him had shown kindness unheard of by the younger version, just by the way she apologized. 


Ariane smiled at him, realizing he was staring at her, waiting for her to continue her apology. “I did not want to begin our journey on such a note as last night. We all need to be friends, willing to battle side by side. Not only for our gods, but for each other. We can not protect truly the ones that we do not care for.” She looked back only to be grabbed by his piercing gaze again, quickly she looked down.


“I would tend to agree with you, milady.” He grinned again noticing she couldn’t look him in the eye. “Is something wrong?”


Looking back up for a moment to see if his gaze was still upon her, she shot her eyes back down to find they were, “I don’t know if it’s just the way you are, but your stare makes me… uncomfortable.”


Pulling his eyes from her, he realized he had been staring. His cheeks felt warm, he hadn’t meant to stare. “I am sorry, I am still tired. I had a restless night.”


She grinned, “No worse then Jabin’s, I assure you.”


With that her plate mail arms were slammed down onto the table, “What about me?” Jabin smirked.


“I was telling Sir Theron, that you had a rough night’s sleep.”


Taking a deep breath to show his exhaustion, he slide into his chair rolling his eyes, “Pray you never have to sleep in the same bed or near Mitsos. That ogre of a man kicks and pushes, he took up most of the bed. I was left to the edge, thought for sure I was about to fall off.”


Jabin laughed along with Theron, then stood up heading back up the stairs.


“Where are you going?” Ariane asked.


“Mitsos wants to ‘talk’ to me about proper behavior as your guardian.” He shrugged with his hands in the air.


Ariane gave a sympathetic grin to him. Watching him vanish up the stairs, “Mitsos can be so tough on him. He’s really a good hearted man, even though…” She sighed, “And yes I know its wrong, and he shouldn’t do it. Half the time though, I don’t think he even realizes he does it.”


“Does what?” Theron questioned, he had his elbow on the table and his index finger over his mouth.


“Steals.” was the only answer she had, there was no kind way of putting it.


“Ah, a thief. You two are as close as I remember, possibly closer, eh?” He rose his eyebrow.


“Possibly closer?” she mumbled to herself, “Oh, heavens, no. I am an Abstinent Paladin, no. He is merely a friend, though sometimes I wonder if his banter should be taken seriously.”


He watched her speak as she stared at the stairs that Jabin had just disappeared up. “Are you sure you don’t hope that they are more then mere fun?”


Turning her eyes to him, her brows pushed together, “I don’t understand why you are questioning me about this, but no not at all. I hope they are all just in fun, because I don’t want anything to do…” She stopped herself. “I am abstinent, so if you will please let this subject drop.”


He shrugged, “You know abstinence isn’t a completed oath until you are thirty right?”


“Of course, I do. I probably know much more about the laws of being a paladin then you will ever know. I was the librarian at the temple, I had nothing better to do then read books.”


His eyebrow lifted again, “Except when you were out venturing around as a squire looking for ways to become a paladin.” His voice was more questioning, as he ran his finger across the scar on his forehead.


“How did you get that?” She asked pointing at the scar, changing the subject.


“Ogre battle a couple years back, smacked me in the head a good one. He got his though, didn’t live to hit another in the head.”


She smiled, out of the corner of her eye, she saw Mitsos walk down the stairs. Jabin walked behind him holding his right arm. “What happen?” she asked him.


Jabin waved his hand at her as if to tell her to drop it, while Mitsos pretended she didn’t even ask.



“Are we ready, then?” He asked Theron.


Ariane began putting on her arms, “Just a moment.”


“Jabin and I are going to make a run, we will meet you at the gate in five minutes.” 


“Alright.“ She watched them leave, “They are spending a lot of time together running ‘errands’ I wonder what they are doing.”


Theron shrugged, then watched her fumbling with her armor. She tried to fold in the leather of the belt, then tuck it under the metal so it was not showing. Theron stood up and grabbed the upper arm piece for her right arm.


“May I?” he asked then pointed with the arm piece to her arm.


“Please.” She held out her arm to him.


Walking around the table, he grabbed her hand with his free hand, then placed it on her upper arm. Lifting her arm she gave him easier access to the belts, he strapped them close and then tucked them into the metal. Placing the rest on, she gave him a smile.


“Thank you.”


“My pleasure.” He mumbled walking past her and out the door.


Keeping the pace with the large man, they came to the gates. She looked back at the city, knowing it would be a long time before she saw Githeth again. An annual tradition that would be no more, now that her companion could not come with her. She gave herself a sigh, and the looked over at the man up on the catwalk, Hananel.


“Milady, I was afraid I would miss your departure.” he walked to the stairs to come to stand in front of them.


She looked over at Theron, who sighed.


“I brought you something for your many journeys.” He reached into his pouch and pulled out a necklace, with the symbol of her patron on it. Reaching for her hand he opened it up, and placed it firmly in her hand. Closing her fingers over it, he leaned over and kissed her knuckles. “May it protect you.”


“Thank you.” She tried to sound friendly, and give a grin. 


“I know Theron won’t. Maybe I should take you up on that adventure, and come with you to make sure you will be safe.”


“We are fine.” Mitsos growled from behind him.


“Ah, Mitsos, how are you this fine morning.”


He didn’t say anything just walked past them and out the gate with Theron and Jabin close behind him. Ariane confused on how the two knew each other, looked back and forth for a second from her company to Hananel.


“Thank you, Hananel. I appreciate this very much.”


He smiled, “I hope our paths cross again, milady.”


She returned the smile, then jogged to catch up with her group.


“I wouldn’t think that as a gift of his kindness, milady.” Theron voice tried to hide his anger. “It’s just him trying to put a tag on what he thinks he owns.”


Ariane smiled as she placed the necklace around her neck, “And what a beautiful tag it is too.”


Jabin laughed and it was the last Theron spoke about the necklace. Ariane’s eyes looked over to the wizard’s tower, it seemed to be closer to the city then she had remembered it. 


“I think I should speak to Vidan.” She said and started off towards the tower.


The three men watched her walk away from them, then gave each other questioning looks. Closing in behind her, Mitsos was the first to ask.


“Why are…”


“Cause I asked her to come.” Vidan said standing at his door, the tower seemed to appear in front of them. “Ariane, please come in.” He stepped aside to let her enter, then blocked the doorway from the men, “This is a private matter, gentlemen.” He said firmly and shut the door.


It had only been a matter of five minutes, but they all began to act antsy waiting for her to appear again. 


“I wonder what they are talking about.” Jabin asked looking at Theron, who shrugged.


“It doesn’t matter, it’s for Ariane’s ears only. If she feels we need to know, then she will tell us.” Mitsos told the two before they started a game of ‘what if.’


He leaned against the tower, and eyed Theron telling him not to pursue the conversation any further. The door then opened, and Ariane stepped out with the most somber look anyone had seen on her. Her eyes shifted to Jabin, she stared at him seeming about to say something that would enlighten them on what had just happened.


“Let’s begin our journey.” She walked past them, and onward down the south road.


Jabin immediately noticed the large money pouch attached to her belt, his eyes shot over to Mitsos who had gotten his back from her that morning. His was on his own belt and somewhat smaller then hers. Running up beside her, he smacked it, to hear and feel the coins inside.


“Where you get that?” he shouted the question.


Leisurely she looked down at the pouch and then back into Jabin’s eyes, “From Vidan, where do you think?”


“Why’d he give that to you?”


Mitsos placed his hand on Jabin’s shoulder pulling him back towards him, “Leave it be, Jabin. Can’t you see she has things on her mind?”


The Arbenish Woods were a place of mystery and danger. Many travelers had their journeys force them to enter. It was strange as it was only at most a two day walk, however some found the journey to be their end. As most that entered where never seen nor were their bodies ever found. Ariane gave a gulp when she realized that they were going to be one of those travelers. Walking up beside Mitsos she wrapped her arms around his own, and looked up into his face.


The woods stretched across in front of them seeming to be of no end in any directions. There was a darkness about the entire forest, and Ariane wasn’t sure if it was the dreariness or if she was imaging the whole thing because of her knowledge. The trees seemed to hang over, unwelcoming to anyone who wished to walk past them. A path broke through it’s center, that had been built several years ago to stop the loss of travelers, though it had lessen the likelihood of people disappearing, some still never left. Some speculated ghosts, others thought it to be humanoids such as ogres and goblins. Anyone who knew the truth would not be speaking now.


“Can’t we go around?” she asked pulling down on his arm.


“Don’t fall to those myths, find strength within yourself.” He could feel her grasp tense up as they got closer, “We will make camp for the night soon, I just want to get the beginning of the road behind us first.”


He found himself having trouble walking as her hold on his arm was tightened. Soon following in an encore her nails began to dig in as they stepped through the first trees. He wished he had decided to wear his bracers and biceps that morning, instead of tying them to his belt, where they hung behind him. It was a warm day, and he knew they would only cause him more heat then needed. 


There was a path leading through the entire woods, as long as you didn’t go off course everything would be fine, Mitsos thought about saying that to her in comfort. Before he could open his mouth he realized it wouldn’t help his cause in the least.


The trees were starting to grow over the path, but most of the time, you could see the sky above. Ariane looked around at the dreary trees, that seemed to forewarn of their coming doom. “Can we camp now?” she asked.


“Just a little bit longer.” Mitsos looked up towards the sun which he could barely make up through the trees. Looking down at her, the frown upon her face deepened, “I’ve been threw her many times, Ariane, and I’ve never had any trouble.” 


He smiled to himself when her frown remained the same, sometimes she could be so naïve and innocent without even realizing it. Her nails dug in further and he tried to look past the annoyance of the pain she was applying, but soon it began to bother him. 


Fighting her grasp, he pulled his arm from her, and continued on in front of the others. Shaking his head he ran his finger over the nail marks on his arm. Theron had been grinning the entire time, he had never known a paladin to be so afraid of simple trees. There was many legends surrounding the woods, but he was certain most were to outlandish to be taken seriously. 


Jabin walked up behind Ariane as she stood watching Mitsos walk on without her. He placed his arm around her shoulders to help coax her forward. 


“Jabin, these woods…” She didn’t finish as she looked around.


“It’s alright, you have us with you. I’ve never seen you so scared before.” He smiled inwardly.


“You’ve never seen me in these woods before.” she retorted and for a moment was her old self, before she returned to the fearful shell she had been.


Theron slowed his pace wanting to be part of the conversation, “You know they are all just stories, Lady Ariane.”


“How do you know? Have you ever been through these woods?” She looked up at Jabin, “Where are we going anyway?” 


Jabin chuckled, “Vidan said Yodgonosh would be the best place to go next, probably a hint of where our ‘fifth member’ well be.”


Ariane’s eyes looked at Jabin for a moment, at least she knew now where one of his errands with Mitsos had lead him. Looking to her right, she watched Theron walk confidently beside her, he looked so calm and collected. As if he had walked this path a hundred times before, she smiled when she realized he was walking like a paladin. 


Pulling herself from Jabin’s grasp, she straightened her walk. She was a paladin too, and she wasn’t about to let some trees scare her, she decided. Keeping her pace with Jabin, she looked around vigil, trying to tell herself that she was a paladin and needed to act like one. However, instinct told her to jump back into Jabin’s arms, she tried to ignore it. Jabin who had known her for far to long, knew exactly what she was doing. Knowing better he said nothing to embarrass her about her little display of courage. 


The sky was a purplish pink hue, and Mitsos came to a complete stop, causing the others to look around for the danger they suspected he had found. 


“This is a good place to make camp, Jabin go find some rocks and branches for a fire. I will assume there is no one you can steal from out here. Theron, I imagine you can catch us something to eat with our bread?”


Theron gave a quick nod, “Not a problem.”


“And I’ll go get us some water, I saw a river not to far back.” He held out his hands taking everyone’s water flasks.


“What about me?” Ariane asked.


He pointed to the dirt path, “Stay here and make sure no one takes our spot.” Turning around he grinned to himself, after seeing the insulted wide eyed look she gave him.


Theron smiled at her before he disappeared into the trees, while Jabin knew better then to give her eye contact at all. And so she stood, alone, in a place that scared her more then the old woman who lived outside Moonglow, who always threw rocks at them whenever they came near her house. She tapped her foot against the ground, and then looked in the three directions the men had left from. 


It was Jabin who returned first after about ten minutes, he threw down four rocks and then disappeared back into the woods. She sighed, and bent down arranging the rocks in a circle. He returned again with more, and tossed them on the ground on top of her arranged ones. She moved her foot quickly as a smaller rock bounced from the top of another.


He gave an apologetic grin, and then returned back to the forest. Behind her she heard Theron’s voice laugh and then saw him come from the woods. 


“Was a great place to stop, whole lot of rabbits just over there feeding. Got one!” He said holding the white rabbit up in the air for her to see. It’s spine had been crushed, by what she didn’t have the courage to ask. 


Jabin returned again with some small branches and tossed them into the circular pit Ariane had set. 


“Rabbit, yum.” He said to Theron and then returned back into the woods.


Rolling her eyes, she looked over at the other Paladin, who pulled his knife and began skinning the creature. He looked over at her when he felt her eyes upon her, “Something on your mind?” he asked and continued skinning it. 


“Oh, no. I’m just making sure no one comes to steal our spot.” Her voice was dry.


He grinned, “You could of just taken the moment to relax you know. He is trying to make things easy on you, besides we are suppose to be your guardians.”


“I didn’t feel very guarded standing her alone.”


Looking up he gave a deep smile, “I could of heard you scream.”


Mimicking him she looked at Mitsos who was walking up with every one’s flasks. He dropping them next to the fire pit, then kneeled down to start the fire.


“Still hasn’t set it has he? Boy is slower…”


“He had to carry nine big rocks all the way over here.” Ariane jumped to her friend’s defense. 


He looked at her irritably, but continued clanking together the two rocks he had pulled from his pouch. She stared at his hands waiting for the fire to begin, and when it didn’t she took a deep sigh. Jabin ran in from the woods with more branches, and tossed them beside Mitsos. 


“How’s that fire going?” he asked.


“Mitsos is having problems.” She looked up to him with a grin, just then a spark lit some of the dry grass on fire and Mitsos began blowing on it to keep it going. “Never mind.” She smiled at Mitsos, who only returned with a frown.


Jabin found two Y shaped branched and broke them so they would be of even height, then handed another stick over to Theron for him to put the rabbit’s skinned carcass on. She wondered how he knew so much about camping, considering he spent most of his nights in Moonglow sneaking into her window and sleeping on the floor of her room.


When the food was set over the now roaring fire, everyone leaned back ready to relax for the rest of the evening. Mitsos and Theron started exchanging war stories, while Jabin and Ariane listened intently. Both men though years apart had seen much of the same in battle, it was mostly because Theron had never past up an opportunity to be part of a war. 


They discovered he was high ranking in the army of Tevona and even the King of Githeth knew of him. Theron was a hero among his own city as well as several others, and when he spoke about it, pride singed his eyes. Mitsos was a hero, in his own right, having been part of many battles while he was a squire. And though they talked on, he never mentioned the reason behind his failure to become a paladin. It was a question that haunted even those close to him, except Ariane, her father had once told her what had happen, it seemed to be all part of the mysterious wife that Mitsos was suppose to have. It was common knowledge among those in the temple, and he thought nothing of telling her. She knew it had to remain unspoken to anyone outside the temple, so she never said anything, even Jabin.


“At the battle of Gertaron …” Theron began.


“I was there.” Mitsos said excited like a little boy.


“You were?” he beamed, “I was at the north side, fighting the orcs.” He said trying to find where they were each positioned.


“I was inside the gates, Decimus and I had personally delivered the princess there. And we helped keep the attackers out.” Mitsos told him, his excitement seemed to have passed.


“Amazing how you were that close, and never saw each other.” Jabin interrupted, and both the men gave him a look that told him he was naive.


“It was a large battle, I wouldn’t of been able to find someone had I been looking for them, let alone someone I didn’t know was there.” Theron told him.


Ariane giggled, and in his embarrassment Jabin shoved her in her arm.


“And what of you, Lady Ariane? Were you at the battle of Gertaron, was only three years ago, you were a squire then, weren’t you?” Theron asked.


She looked over at Mitsos, who answered for her, “Yes, she was a squire, but she had other more important duties to attend to.”


“What is more important that protecting the king of Gertaron from invading armies of all sorts of races, so he could marry the princess?” he made it sound like it was the most important thing anyone could have done.


Clearing his throat, he looked over at her, “She was guarding very important relics at a temple.”


Well, it wasn’t completely a lie, though it made it sound a lot more urgent then it actual was. She was reading holy books and helping in ceremonies, but they needed to not let Theron know much about her. He wouldn’t be as accepting or understanding of what she had done to become a paladin, let alone of what she actually was.


Seeing the uneasiness that his question brought, he sat quiet for a minute, “Secret type mission, huh?” He didn’t give them time to answer, “Been on a few of those myself, understand you can’t say much.” The look he gave her was the same he had in the inn, looking deep into her eyes, grabbing her soul.


It made her blush and then shift her eyes to Jabin, he smiled to himself realizing what he was doing once again. He followed her eyes to Jabin, who also looked down when he saw Theron looking at him. Something was right about the silence that remained between them, and no one spoke again until the rabbit finished cooking.


“So, Theron, what is it that’s going in between you and the Matus boy?” Mitsos asked.


He gave a shrug as he pulled some meat of the carcass, “Since my uncle and I got to Githeth, he’s been trying to best me. You know that I was suppose to be wed five years ago?”


He nodded, “Yes, I was surprised to hear you weren’t married from your uncle.” Mitsos lied, his uncle had told him everything about the boy, as they kept in close contact since Lucian left Moonglow.


“Hananel wooed her, and she told me that she no longer wanted to marry me. When she told him that she wasn’t betrothed to me anymore, and that she would gladly marry him, he just left her.” he took a sigh, “After that my uncle refused to let her try again, and the rumors spread like wildfire until all she could do was go be a priestess in another city.”


Mitsos looked at the frowning man, “If she was that willing to give you up, and make herself known that her word was not her bond, then she deserved the fate that was bestowed upon her.”


“I agree, but I still feel bad that he tricked her, and then tossed her aside.” Theron looked up to Ariane who gave him a look of pity, “I suppose you, never have to be afraid of heart break?”


She wasn’t sure if that was a question or an insult, so she have a sympathetic grin, “I suppose not.”


Mitsos’ laugh echoed throughout the trees, “The way she has men knocking down her door just to speak with her, I doubt she’ll be able to uphold that oath.”


“Mitsos!” she said in horror, “How could you say such a thing?”


He grinned, “I have seen you give in for a moment.”


“When?” her eyes widened in disbelief.


“Baran, I saw you two share a kiss. I was across the gate not the city, silly girl.”


Her cheeked turned full red, “It was part of a deal.” she said with her teeth clenched.


“And what deal would that be? A promise to marry him?” Jabin said, his voice reeked of jealously though he tried to keep a jesting tone about it.


Ariane threw herself up from her standing position, “A deal that he would leave me alone for the rest of my life!” She started to storm off to the woods.


“Where are you going?” Mitsos said through his laughs, “Oh come on, Ariane, we are just teasing you.”


“I’m going to the river!” She disappeared.


Mitsos looked over at Theron, who didn’t seem sure if he should laugh or not. Jabin still had the look of jealousy and shock upon his face.


“Oh wipe the look off your face, you didn’t honestly think she was waiting for you?” Mitsos snapped and threw some meat at him. “She thinks of you as her brother.”


Theron smiled at Jabin, who then took his anger out on him, “You can stop staring at her you know!” Jabin stood up, “She doesn’t want you either.” Throwing himself up, he followed the path that Ariane had taken.


“What? I…” He looked over at Mitsos, “What did I do?”


He chuckled, “Don’t worry about it, lad, she can be sweet and kind, and somewhat over dramatic and sensitive at times.” He looked where Jabin disappeared too, “And as for him, he doesn’t understand that she pities him. If it weren’t for his hard life, she probably would of stopped speaking to him long ago.”


“Many take kindness as a definition of love.” Theron said trying to sound wise.


“Many take rudeness as a definition of hate.” Mitsos counteracted. 


“Ariane?” Jabin said looking at the woman in full plate armor next to the river, her blonde hair waved behind her in the strong wind.


“Yes?” She looked over at him, he could see that the wind had pushed her tears into her hair.


Coming to stand next to her, he looked her over with great care, “Are you alright?” 


“I don’t think I am ever been that humiliated before in my life.” She wiped her face with her hands, “Why did he have to say anything about that? And in front of a stranger to?”


He shook his head, “You know that is just Mitsos, he can be a little inattentive to what he says about others in their presence.” He reached out and took her hand. “You really kissed Baran, when?”


She looked over to him, “The night of the festival, he said that he would stop asking to marry me, if he kissed me just once. So, I said alright because I didn’t want him bothering me anymore.”


“I’m assuming this was before he was shot with the arrow.” He tried to say it playfully, but it failed to sound more sincere then he meant it.


“Of course, I just wanted him to stop bothering my father.”


“It wasn’t because you wanted someone else?” he asked, seeming to try to pull information from her, but she saw right through it.


“I don’t want anyone, Jabin. I am going to follow my father’s path, and there is nothing you can do to change that. No one can change that path for me, I’ve made up my mind. So, please, for the love of our friendship, stop trying to find something in me that isn’t there.” Her voice had raised a little, realizing it she silenced herself and looked back over the water.


“I just know that I can make you change your mind about everything, you know it’s not so bad being a paladin who fights for her betrothed instead.” He inched closer to her.


Turning her back to him, she walked a few steps away, “Go back to camp, Jabin. I don’t want any part of what I am afraid you are going to say, please just don’t let those words came between us, because they will. You will stain our friendship beyond repair, do you understand me?”


There was no answer, and when she turned around to look at him, he was gone.


When she returned to the camp, Mitsos and Jabin had laid their heads down and seemed to be unconscious. Theron still picked away at the cold rabbit, and gave her a welcoming smile as she sat down. 


“Feeling better?” he asked.


“No, and I won’t until Mitsos apologizes for what he said to me and about me.” Her stomach rumbled, and Theron must of heard it cause he offered her some of the meat.


She just stared at it, and then looked away.


“He didn’t mean anything by it. That’s just Mitsos, you’ve known him your whole life.” He put more meat in his mouth.


“Just because that is who he is, doesn’t given him any right to exhibit my faults in front of my friends or strangers.” She looked down at the dirt path, that she knew would be her bed. Another night laying in her armor in the dirt, she sighed. 


“So, you kissed someone, doesn’t matter. If I had a gold coin for every girl that I’ve kissed, I would have a room filled with them.” He lied trying to make her feel better, he never even kissed his betrothed.


“You didn’t take the abstinence vow either.” 


“Yes, well, I knew better. I grew up hounding girls, writing very bad poetry for them. I knew that I could never uphold such an oath.” His eyes shot over to Jabin who shifted a bit but did not wake, “And what of him?”


She looked over at him, “He knows where we stand now, I think.” 


He could see the frown in her eyes deepen, “Hurt you to say it to him?”


“Hurt me to hurt him, but despite what every one may think, I really have no emotions for him in that way. What he does…” She sighed, “Is it wrong for me to think he is beneath me?” Her eyes looked over to her fellow paladin.


“No, I don’t think it’s wrong. Sometimes, you just know that someone isn’t right for you.” He grinned to himself, “I’ve been down that road many times, but you are lucky that he wants to remain your friend, and your guardian.”


She nodded, “He’s a good man, but …” Looking into Theron eyes, she snorted, “What does it even matter, I am a…”


“Yes, I know, the oath. You know what I don’t think you’ll be able to uphold it.” He smiled.


“We shall see.” Her eyes flashed with irritation.


He kept his grin, he could bet anything that he could get her to break that oath. Not that he wanted anything to do with her and her life, he was her guard and nothing more. Just deep down he knew that she was wanting to break it, the way she talked, the way she blushed whenever he gave his piercing glare. He could get her to break it, but maybe instead he could help Jabin in this task.


The lava boiled around the surrounding area, at her feet laid several bodies. In her hand was the dagger she knew was used to kill them, it’s blade dripping with blood. Her right hand that held it was also stained with the blood of the dead bodies around her. Kneeling down she turned one of the bodies over, it was her father as he was the day of the festival. 


It was to her own horror that she didn’t feel upset looking at him, the body to her left looked vaguely familiar. She turned it over as well to look upon Mitsos, his face was slashed several times and his intestines poured from the wound in his abdomen. Standing up she knew who the other bodies were, as she had been the one to slay them. 


Stepping over her father’s body, she walked towards the alter that laid before her. On it were the hearts of the men she had just slaughtered, she dropped the knife on the table, and reaching out she touched the center one.


A deep haunting voice, that couldn’t be mistaken for anything but evil spoke, “Ariane, you know the blood that flows within you. Do what you must to claim what is rightfully yours, do not let these mortals stand in your way.”


Taking a step back she looked up over the lava with her bloodied hand to her chest. “Where am I?” she asked.


“Where you are is not the question, who you are is. Kill them, they will stand in your way of glory. Feel the wrath flow through you, the desire to spill the blood of those close to you.” Though even the voice gave off a friendly enticing tone.


“No.” She whispered to herself.


The voice gave a haunting laugh, “You will do as your blood tells you, there is no one strong enough to fight it.”


Ariane shot up from her sleep and looked around at her three sleeping companions. Taking a deep breath, she found her water flask next to her and took a large swig. “It was just a dream.” She mumbled to herself, trying not to wake the others.


The camp fire was nothing more then hot embers, she tried to stir it with another stick, but to no prevail. It was then she heard the high pitch squeal from the woods. Her eyes shot into the darkness, but she saw nothing. Sitting up the rest of the way, she looked over to Theron who laid on his back with his mouth open, his snore a low rumble like his voice. 


Jabin was having no luck in his sleep this night either, as Mitsos used his feet as pillows. She gave herself a smile, and was about to lay back down when she noticed a slight movement in the darkness. Her head told her she was being a child, but her instinct told her that they were in danger. 


Crawling past Jabin, she shook Mitsos’ arm, his eyes shot open as if was startled, “Mitsos, there is something in the trees.”


Sitting up still half asleep, he looked down past his legs to the trees, “It’s just your imagination.” He put his head back down on Jabin’s boots, then shot his head up realizing where his head was.


“No, Mitsos, there is something out there.”


He gave her an irritated look, then laid his head back down on the ground, closing his eyes. Ariane’s eyes jerk behind Jabin to look at the movement in the woods, no she was sure there was something out there. As she was about to stand up, the stalker jumped out of the woods. 


A little dark green being, half the height she was. It had large black eyes that took up the majority of his face, and a mouth full of sharp fangs. They wore no clothes as they weren’t advanced creatures, their claws and fangs their only weapons, but they were sharp. Goblins were also known for the speed at which they applied their attacks, even though this one seemed to linger trying to decide who he would attack first. As it jumped out next to Mitsos’ head, she screamed and fell back on her butt onto Theron’s legs. 

Theron’s instantly awoke as did Jabin from her scream, Mitsos noticed the being the same time she had. He reached for his sword and thrust it upward into it’s abdomen, then ripped it out. The beast fell to the floor, and Mitsos jumped to his feet. 

“Goblins, they don’t hunt alone.” He told them, pushing Ariane behind him. 


His insight proved to be correct as pack of at least fifteen goblins poured out of the woods. They stuck out there tongues in the most hungry way, and looked at the fine feast before them.


Jabin pulled his daggers, and Theron had his sword drawn from the instant he awoke. The pack drew in closer, surrounding them. Mitsos knew better then to allow them to completely enclose them, and he struck first. His first swing took off the head of the goblin behind Jabin, and Theron began the battle on his front. 


Standing in fear Ariane knew she was unable to help, and stood trying to find comfort behind Mitsos, without being in the way of his swing. He charged one of the other goblin’s on the other side of Jabin, who was too occupied throwing a dagger at one that was about to jump onto Theron’s back.


She was left alone on the north side of the camp, but it didn’t remain as such. A goblin jumped out from behind her, and wrapped it’s mouth around her left wrist. Tried as it could, it couldn’t pierce the metal of her armor. Wrapping her fist up she let go several punches trying to get it off her arm, it only seemed to make it flinch.


Pushing her to the ground it climbed on top trying to chew it’s way through her armor, while she punched it. Letting out a scream Theron shot his eyes over to her, and came to her aid. The beast reached up and scratched her right cheek, leaving a bloody scratch behind. From over her head she saw a flash of metal, and then the goblin was headless, blood split out of the wound onto her face and chest, then the body fell limp on top of her. She shoved it off, while Theron grabbed her upper arm to help her to her feet. 


“You alright?” he asked, and when she nodded, he ran back to help the others.


Turning her head, she watched the last few goblins run back into the safety of the darkness. Mitsos huffed, when he realized they were retreating, then patted Jabin on his back. He turned his head to look at her, she was alright, but in distress. Quickly making haste he came to stand beside her.


“You didn’t draw your sword, did you?” He said looking on her back to make sure the sword hadn’t been removed.


“No, she stood there like a scared child. What kind of Paladin doesn’t help protect their comrades?” Theron hissed.


Turning around on his heels, Mitsos matched his voice, “She has a duty and oath to uphold, one that you will never understand. Wasting her abilities on such creatures, would…” He stopped taking a breath, realizing that he was getting angry at a man who didn’t really understand the situation. “She can’t kill, just understand that for now.”


Nodding his head, Theron looked over at Jabin, who just shrugged at him. They each took their original place around the camp fire. Ariane quickly removed her left glove, and bracer. She rubbed her wrist, then checked it over. There was a hunt of blue, which told it was going to bruise. 


Jabin handed her a cloth from his belt, she took it, “What’s this for?”


“The giant gash on your cheek, and the blood all over your face and hair.” he pointed at her cheek.


Her hand shot up to her face, and immediately located the cut. It was hardly a gash, but it did bleed a bit. Pushing the cloth to her face she looked up at Mitsos, who grinned at her surprised look.


“And what is it you find so funny, milord?” she gave a fierce look that told him to tread lightly. 


Reaching out his hand he pointed to the cloth, “Let me have it.” She shoved it in his hand, and he grinned again at her display of anger. He took his water flask, and poured water on the it, then handed it back over to her.


Placing it on her cheek, she frowned. “I told you there was something out there.”


“I was still sleeping.” He said bashfully.


“Well, I’m wide awake.” Jabin said, still looking at Theron who kept his disapproving frown as he stared at Ariane. 


“I need to know what’s going on here.” Theron looked over at Mitsos, “I’ve tried to dig out the information, but I have obviously failed. She is far to young to be a paladin already, I just barely made it a few years ago myself.”


“I assure you, that Ariane is a Paladin of Placidia. However, there is much we can not reveal to you at this point. Just trust me that I do not lead you into any evil.” Mitsos said very calmly. 


Theron’s eyes shifted back to Ariane, “Milady, I do not know how well I can be your ‘guardian’ with secrets between the group.”


She looked at Mitsos, and he answered for her, “Your uncle knows well what these ‘secrets’ are, Sir Theron. If you do not trust my word, then trust his judgment.”


Taking a sigh, he frowned, “Yes, I trust my uncle.” He laid back down, and closed his eyes.


There was a eerie silence about the group, and then Ariane asked Jabin to take her to the river so she could wash the blood off. When they returned both Mitsos and Theron had fallen asleep, and Ariane soon followed their example. Jabin stayed awake for the rest of the evening. The fight had gotten his heart started, and he couldn’t force himself back to sleep. 

The sun rose without any more interruption during the night, Ariane woke first to find Jabin sitting up still staring at the ashes of the fire. He tried to force a smile to her as she sat up from the ground. Theron had returned to his back with his mouth open position, while Mitsos slept with his arm under his head on his side.


Standing up she stretched her legs, “Good morning.” Her fingers found the cut on her face. “Oh, I forgot about that.” She said trying to lighten Jabin’s mood.


He nodded, “We should get them up and move on.”


Mitsos and Theron were easy enough to awake, the morning remained very silent as they each ate an apple as their breakfast. Theron kept a deep frown and a glare on Ariane, something no one went without noticing. 


Soon they were ready to continue down the path set before them. Morning turned into noon time, and not a single word had been exchanged between the group. Everyone thought of the night before and all that had occurred. Theron was suspicious about why he had been truly sent on this mission, and even wondered what exactly it was they were doing. And to top it off he was getting rather annoyed with Mitsos and his orders.


Jabin played the game of telling himself that he never really liked Ariane in that way, she was just the closest thing he had to being loved. He knew he had taken it to far, and realized he should of ventured back long ago, but his heart had plans of it’s own. When he wasn’t thinking about Ariane, he was angry at Mitsos for the way he told him how Ariane felt. He toyed with the idea of throwing a dagger at their ‘leaders’ back.


Ariane refused to talk to anyone, because of the embarrassing thing Mitsos had said, that caused Jabin to open up to begin with. Of course, not that she would talk to Theron either, who shot her looks of skepticism and anger whenever she came into view. She decided to keep her eyes on the horizon, and knew that if she just kept trying that this would all be over soon anyway, or at least she would hope it would be. 

The warm air of the noon sun was beginning to take it’s toll, and they found their water flasks to be empty. The whole reason the road was strangely curved was it followed the path of the river that flowed through it, for both the safety and convenience of travelers. Mitsos took everyone’s flasks and headed into the woods to fill them, while they all gave glances to one another. He found the whole behavior humorous enough, and wanted to get away so he could chuckle to himself.


Ariane looked up the road and wondered how much further it would be until they left the woods. It was then over the horizon she saw something moving towards them.


“What is that?” She pointed.


Theron squinted his eyes, “It looks like…” he tried to concentrate.


“An elf.” Jabin said appearing beside her. 


She looked over at him, he couldn’t possibly tell it was an elf, they couldn’t even tell if it was a humanoid or not.


Mitsos stepped out from the trees, and looked at what his comrades found so interesting, “What in…” he didn’t finish his sentence.


It was indeed an elf, a female one at that. Her long white hair flowed behind her, and her pale skin made her seem like she didn’t belong in such a heated environment. She wore leather tunic special made for a female, a leather skirt that stopped mid-calf, and boots that came to an end just below her knees. Everyone was to busy wondering what she was doing to take notice of the look of pure terror on her face. 

She didn’t even notice them standing there as she slammed directly into Jabin, causing him to crash into the ground. “Sorry.” She said skipping sideways, “I would suggest running with me.” her ice blue eyes looked at Ariane.


The group looked back down the road as a troop of five orcs came stomping over, they called out to her in the common tongue. Most were calling her food, the elf watched the three men pull their weapons, while Ariane came to stand beside her and behind the men.


“We no want trouble.” The first orc said to Mitsos.


“Then I would suggest you leave.” He snarled back.


The large orc met Mitsos in height, his uneven face was covered in a slime. He was a grayish green color, with small black eyes. When he spoke it didn’t seem like his lips matched his words. Ariane had never seen an orc before and she never realized how truly ugly they were. She had heard stories, but none could compare to what this real life orc looked like.


“We want girl, then we go.” It said, pulling on it leather armor tunic, it seemed it was cutting into his neck.


“I don’t think milady wants to be in your company.” Theron said, “So, I will ask you to take your leave now.”


“No!” the orc snapped, “She property of chief, we take her now.”


“This is your last chance to flee, orc, and then your head with be unfortunately removed from your body.” Mitsos took over.


“Fine, we fight then!” The orc yanked his giant sword.


“Take down the leader, they won’t fight without him.” Mitsos told the other two.


Jabin’s dagger was thrown out, and landed square in the chest of the giant orc. Though it injured him it didn’t stop him, he went after Theron, who the orc probably thought was the greatest threat. 


The other four orcs who stood behind began to charge, Mitsos made quick work with the first one driving his sword into it’s belly. Theron battled blow for blow with the leader, while Jabin tried to escape from the two orcs that had come after him. Twisting around, Mitsos sliced through the skin of the second henchmen, grabbing it’s abdomen it feel to the ground. 


The elf pulled her bow from her back, and loaded it with an arrow sending it to the aid of Theron. Mitsos came up from behind and plunging his sword into the small of the orc’s back. He fell with a thud, and Jabin who had been making good use of his tumbling looked up to watch the other two orcs flee. Standing up he dusted off his pants, and looked over to Mitsos.


“I kill two of them, and you play with them?” Mitsos raised his eyebrow at him.


“I only had a dagger.” He held up the one left in his hand. 


Mitsos snorted, “Perhaps you should not be so hasty to throw your weapons away when you have more adversaries to fight.” Jabin gave him a frown, “Or you might want to look into learning the ways of another weapon… a longer one.” Leaving Jabin to dig his knife out of the orcs chest, he turned to Theron and patted his back.

Theron seemed to be gasping for air, “I forgot how tough these things are.” 


Their eyes came to look at the elf, who still stood next to Ariane. She placed her bow back on her back and her thin lips parted to a smile, “Thank you for saving me from those monsters.” She said looking at Jabin, “I was just making my way through the woods, when they jumped out of no where. Said that their chief wanted a wife, and I would rather be eaten then married to those disgusting creatures.” Her smile widened, “I’m Eryalith.”


Mitsos gave the introductions, “Which direction are you traveling?” 


“Um.” She spun around slowly with her index finger to her mouth, then shrugged her shoulders, “Which way are you going?”


He smiled, “We are heading to Yodgonosh.”


“Mind if I tag along, at least until we get out of these woods?” Her eyes looked at everyone.


“Don’t see why not.” Jabin said.


Mitsos shot him a look of anger, “That is for Ariane to decided not us.” 


Ariane tried to smile, “I suppose.” 


“Thank you, milady.” The thin elf smiled. 

She stood even with Ariane’s shoulders, and her form seemed much more delicate. Her appearance was even more pale then before, her brown armor looked almost black next to her skin. 


As they started to walk Eryalith began with her questions about what they were doing in the woods, and they gave as vague of answers to her as they did to Theron. 


“You are not one of the wood elves, that is plain to see.” Mitsos said, “You look like you are from the north, Morgonar, perhaps?”


“Yes, actually.” She smiled, “No one had ever heard of it around here.”


“Well not many are willing to risk the brutal cold to see the beautiful city of Ice.” He smiled. “Which breaks way for me to ask why you left it’s beauty.”


She looked down at the ground looking the dark soil and kicking it, “I ran into some trouble, and was banned from the city. So, I decided to take up mercenary work, but I am not very good at it.” 


“Well you are still young are you not? What have you even reached your eightieth year yet?” Eighty was the age of sexual maturity for elves, it took them much longer to mature, but only because they lived hundreds of years.


She nodded, “’Tis true, I am still an adolescence.” For a moment she looked ashamed, “I will be eighty in a couple of months though, so I am not that young.”


Mitsos seemed pleased with his knowledge, and turned his eyes to the road ahead.


“What kind of trouble did you run into?” Jabin asked.


“Jabin!” Ariane snapped, “She doesn’t want to tell you her life story.” Her eyes shifted to Eryalith, “Forgive him, he sometimes lacks the subtlety that most possess.”

“It’s alright, though I was kicked from my city I am not ashamed of what I did.” She looked over to Jabin, “My father was advisor to the king, and they discovered that he was plotting against the king. Trying to dethrone him and get someone in our own family in the castle.” Clearing her throat she continued, “I had been running several documents back and forth between the people that were conspiring. I didn’t know what they said, all I knew was my father told me to deliver them. And to make a long story short, they caught my father, and kicked my entire family out.”


“Hmm, doesn’t sound like you should have been punished for what your father did.” Jabin rubbed his chin.


Giving a shrug she smiled, “Well, I left my family for using me, and they disowned me. That is pretty much the whole story.”


“Doesn’t sound like the justice I know elves bring.” Mitsos said.


She nodded, “Our king is naïve, and doesn’t want justice for everyone, just himself. He is also…” Clenching her teeth she decided not to finish her sentence, and was relieved when no one pursued her to continue it.


For a moment there was silence, but it seemed their newly made companion did not like for that to go on to long.


“So, Ariane, you are a paladin?”


Ariane nodded, while Theron snorted.


“I have to say that I haven’t met many female paladins, is it hard for a woman to become one?”


“You still haven’t met one.” Theron mumbled, but her elf ears picked it up.


“Well, for each person the road is different. Some find it easier then others, it all depends on how much and what their god wants them to learn.” Ariane tried to ignore Theron completely, “But yes, most women do not wish to become paladins. Most are priestesses if they serve a god at all.”


“And what is it that Theron has against you being a paladin?” Eryalith asked the question more towards Theron.


“Yes, milord, why don’t you tell us. What do you have against me being a paladin?”


His frown deepened, “I’ll tell you…”


“He will not!” Mitsos snapped, “Sir Theron, come walk next to me. I don’t think you understood me last night.”


Ariane looked over at her new friend, “He doesn’t like the fact that my god gave me the studious path of becoming a paladin, while he had to fight in battles and do a lot of hard work for nearly ten years.”


“How long did it take you?”


“About five years.”


She thought for a moment, “But that was what your gods wanted you each to do, it was different.”


Ariane nodded, “Yes, well, when you work so hard for something, and find someone else came to it so easily, I suppose it makes you a little upset.”


“Ah, so he’s jealous.”


Trying to hide her grin, she nodded a bit, “I don’t think he would of given it up though, I think he really liked it. You should see him talk about the battles he’s been in.”


Eryalith smiled, “Maybe I will.”


The sun set and the camp fire roared, Eryalith was a blessing that night having caught them a wild boar. They had to cook it in smaller chunks, because it wasn’t possible for it to fit on the sticks like the rabbit had. After everyone had there fill, except for Theron who seemed determined to eat every part of the boar, Ariane stood up.


“Where are you going?” Mitsos asked her.


“To the river.” She turned her back to him.


But heard him stand up, “And why would you need to do that?”


“Cause I would like to be alone with my thoughts.” she said as the darkness engulfed her.


“She’s a very nice human.” Eryalith said, “And you are guardians for her?” She asked Jabin.


He nodded.


“Is she the daughter of a noble?” 


All three men cracked grins, “No, nothing like that.” Jabin answered her.


“Oh, I thought maybe she was the daughter of a rich noble, and she just wanted to get out and explore the world.” 


“You have a wild imagination, Lady Eryalith.” Jabin smiled.


She returned the smile, “So why are you guarding her?”


He looked over to Mitsos for the answer, he didn’t want to be accused of giving to much information.


“She has an important journey ahead of her, one that will change all of Arywan.” He told her.


The conversation sparked Theron’s attention as that was more information then he had been given.


“All of Arywan?” She looked at him with intense interest.


He nodded, “Yes, however, we can’t do anything but follow her about. Only she truly knows where we are going.”


“Looks like you are the leader more then her.” Theron grunted.


“I am merely walking ahead of where I already know we are going. There will come a time, when she will tell us where we should be.” He told Theron with a serious gaze, then returned to Eryalith with a more playful look.


“Could I come with?” She asked, “I mean be a guardian too. I’m really good with a bow, and … well… I don’t have anything else to do. Of course, whenever you want me to leave, I will.”


“That would be up to Lady Ariane.” Mitsos said. 


Theron sighed, “Are we going to pick up anyone that crosses our path as …”


“Vidan said that we would bump into our fifth, and she could very well be it. That is for Ariane to decide not you, Sir Theron.” Mitsos frowned, “Your mood is beginning to strain my patience.”


“Do you think she is alright?” Jabin said looking at the darkness Ariane disappeared through.


“With her scream, we will be sure to know if she is not.” Theron realized he was making another error. 


“Sir Theron,” Mitsos said his name in a low growl and his jaw clenched, “did your temple leader tell you to come with us?”


“Yes.”


“Then I will start to expect you take this mission as if you were guarding a princess.”


“I grow tired of you telling me what to do, old man.”


“Your attitude and your remarks, are what causes you to be at the front lines instead of inside the castle. Tevona will not lead you astray and she will warn you of your mistakes before you make them, as a paladin you should know this.”


“How would you know anything about being a paladin, Mitsos. You were rejected by your own goddess a hundred times over.” Theron gave the same low growl. “All over a woman, how pitiful are you!” he snapped, and in his smugness he didn’t see Mitsos’ fist came from the left.


Jabin and Eryalith jumped to their feet and watched on, unsure as to what they were suppose to do. It knocked him over and on to his back, Mitsos came to stand over him. Leaning over him, he grabbed the collar of his armor, and mumbled so that only he could hear, “If you ever speak of my wife again, I won’t hesitate to tear your heart out and feed it to the next dog I see.” 

“She left you, you don’t have a wife.” Theron tried to show he wasn’t afraid.


Mitsos raised his fist again, ready to plant one square on his nose in an effort to break it again. 


“Hey!” Ariane appeared from the woods, running over she grabbed Mitsos hand and pushed him away. Bending over she helping Theron to his feet, “Are you alright?”


Theron nodded not taking his glare off Mitsos.


“What is your problem, Mitsos?” Ariane looked at him, still trying to help straighten Theron, who had lost his self  balance from the blow.


Throwing out a deep huff, he stormed off towards the woods. Theron yanked away from Ariane’s hold, “I said I am fine, let go of me.” He tried to reclaim some of his lost dignity, then stomped off in the opposite direction of Mitsos.


Ariane gave a questioning look to Jabin.


“Theron called Mitsos pitiful for failing the paladin tests because of a woman.” He stumbled the words out before he didn’t understand them himself.


The look Ariane gave told she was most displeased with the whole situation, and she ran after Theron. Catching up with him she grabbed his arm, he flung around to look at her.


“What is your problem, Sir Theron?” She gnarled.


Ripping his arm out of her grasp, he continued to walk forward, but she grabbed his arm again.


“What’s gotten into you, yesterday you were a perfect gentleman and today you’ve acted like the most arrogant pig, I’ve ever run across.” 


His eyes look down at hers and she could see the anger build.


“And how dare you, mention anything about Mitsos’ wife. That is not meant for public ears, and you know damn well why.” 


“You are nothing but a spoiled child, who made it through life with ease. Neither you nor Mitsos have any business telling me how to conduct myself as a paladin, as both of you have not nor will ever be paladins.”


Ariane hand whipped across his face, “Mitsos knows more about being a paladin then you will ever. And as for me, my goddess allowed me to become a paladin. Go back to Githeth.” She snarled. “I don’t want you around me or Mitsos anymore, your face makes me sick.” Flinging around she walked back to the camp.


Theron placed his hand over the stinging area on his cheek, and lowered his eyes to the ground. He couldn’t go back to Githeth, if he did that would mean he failed his assignment, and he had never failed, not one. It would also make his uncle look down upon him, he entrusted him to protect Ariane, and if he went back that was not only breaking his own words but his uncle’s promise as well.


He couldn’t go back and he couldn’t fail, he marched back through the woods to the campsite. Ariane sat with Eryalith, he didn’t question where Jabin had gone to, nor did he care.


“I can’t go back to Githeth.” He stood in the paladin’s formal stance, arms behind the back and legs spread. 


“Then go where you please, as long as it’s no where near me.” Ariane stood up and stepped closer to him, “Don’t think you can verbally or physically attack anyone in my company and get away with it.”


“Lady Ariane, I wish to beg for forgiveness for my behavior, I realize I have been assigned to a very important task. The way I have been acting is through my emotions and not through what I have learned to be as a paladin.” His eyes never looked into hers, just stared into the distance.


Turning around he grabbed her arm, and she turned to look into his eyes, “Ariane, please.” 


“You have no right to call me by my informal name.” She pulled her arm from his hand.


“Ariane.” Mitsos walked into the camp with Jabin. “He has issued a formal apology.”



Did he think she was stupid? She saw the stance, and the way he didn’t look at her in respect. An apology like that only came if someone believes you are of higher rank then them, but that didn’t mean she had to accept it.


“And?” She looked at him.


He placed his arm around her shoulder and walked her out of ear range, “Ariane, take a deep breath or two, I was at fault just as much as he. Are you going to kick me out?”


“It’s not only that, Mitsos. He can’t be trusted with anything, because he won’t be able to understand it. I want my companions to be able to know what is happening, and why they are here.”


He nodded, “In good time, Ariane. He needs to get to know you, before we let him in on anything. Right now, he is far more loyal to his oaths, then the people he travels with.”


“His oaths?”


He sighed, “Tevona Paladins are sworn to take the lives of any evil child of Naaram.”


She covered her mouth, “And his uncle?”


“He knows what you are, but he also knows who raised you and trusts me that you are in no way …”


“Vidan did tell us we needed him, at least for now right?” she obviously didn’t want to hear anymore, or hear the word evil applied to her.


He gave a quick nod, “Perhaps in time, you will find he is no longer needed and we can send him back, but right now you don’t even understand what is happening to you yet. We should follow Vidan’s instructions.”


“Very well.” She turned around to find Theron still standing in the formal stance, “Sir Theron, you may stay.”


“Thank you, milady, for your understanding and kindness.” He looked at Mitsos removing himself from the stance, “And Mitsos, what I said…”


He threw up his hand, “It is the past, let it live there.”


Theron nodded, “I still apologize for the past.”


Ariane took her seat next to Eryalith, who seemed to be a little more then confused at what just had occurred. 


“I am sorry, Eryalith, it’s been a very strainful and mysterious week. I assure you that we are not like this, and are embarrassed that we have behaved in such a manner in front of a guest in our party.” Ariane spoke as if they had been traveling together for years instead of two days.


Theron thought it was very aristocratic for her to apologize for the entire group, and he took a moment to sigh out his anger. There was no time for childish outburst, like Mitsos had said they were on a very important mission, and he above all else in the group had to keep up his appearance as a follower and paladin of Tevona.


“It’s alright.” Eryalith smiled. “Lady Ariane, may I ask you a question?”


She returned her smile, “Of course.”


“I was wondering if I could join your group if only for a short time, as your guardian.”


Ariane looked into her eyes, the elf felt as if though she was penetrating to her very soul trying to decide exactly what her intent was, then she smiled again, “Yes, you can stay as long as you like, if you think you can stand the arrogance of this group.” She chuckled.


“Oh, I suspect it will be an fascinating, if not dramatic, adventure.” Eryalith looked over at Jabin with a grin.


Morning broke through the night and everyone seemed to be in higher spirits. The night before was on everyone’s mind, but purposely kept from their lips. The words ‘It is the past, let it live there’ was on Ariane’s own mind all day and all night, the words even entered her sleep several times. It held true for the group however and it seemed everyone was willing to live by that quote. Even Theron seemed to return to what he had been only a couple days before, both he and Mitsos exchanged tales of battle.


With Eryalith there now, Ariane was glad she had bought extra apples. So, over their breakfast apples, they listened to the two men talk about their many adventures.


“Those whip lashes I saw on your arms, that cover your back to, eh?” Mitsos inquired.


Rubbing his upper arm in remembrance, “Whipped as torture for information.” he didn’t compose the sentence well, but it seemed he had grown tired of telling the story of that incident, “I didn’t say anything and ended up my uncle saved me.”


“Scars like that you must be a very strong man to have survived.” Ariane said.


They both looked at her, she wasn’t one to speak when they were conversing about their battles, and it brought a smile to both of their faces.


“I think that was an oddly stated compliment.” Theron said showing his pride a bit, “I was bed ridden for nearly a month, but I wasn’t ready to die yet. I hadn’t even made paladin, actually the beating is what caused me to become one.”


Ariane rubbed the scab on her cheek, which made Theron smile.


Reaching out he ran his index finger down her cheek, “That’s your first battle wound, and possibly your first scar.” He and Mitsos snickered.


“Let’s hope I don’t carry a scar on my face.” She gave a look of sadness that caught Theron off guard for a moment.


“Well, its not her first wound, but it is the first one she got fighting for her life.” Mitsos said, interrupting what he thought was an uncomfortable moment between the two. 


“Oh?” He questioned.


“Yeah, sparring back in Moonglow, she took a few beatings.” he tried to keep the laugh of such memories in, but it came from his nose as a loud snort, “One time she challenged this paladin who was constantly coming over to the temple, begging her father for her hand. It was getting to the point, her father was about to give in. What was his name, Ariane?”


“Sir Deverell.” She said the name with disgust.


“Yes, that’s the one. Challenged him to a spar, if she won he could never come back to Moonglow, and if he won then she would marry him. Her father, me, and all the priests begged her not to fight him, cause we all knew he would win. I am sure you have heard of his name.”


Theron nodded saying that he knew the name.


“They fought for it must have been an hour, it was getting to the point that people were leaving from boredom. Finally, she gets his wooden sword on the ground and he kicks her right in the middle of her chest, all you heard was several snaps.” He laughed, “Stumbling back but keeping a firm stance, she looked at him and says ‘You broke my ribs.’ He just stands there, in complete shock, not knowing if he should comfort her or go get his sword again.”


Theron was already laughing so was the rest of the group.


“He decided to comfort her, and walked up very cautiously. She lets him have it right in the nose, broke his nose. Threw him to the ground, and stomped on his back a couple times, until he gave up.” Mitsos laughed, “Her ribs weren’t broken, and to this day no one knows what the sound was.”


“I popped my fingers.” Ariane said then took a bite of her apple.


Everyone looked around at each other.


“The hell you say, that sounded like ribs breaking, I think I know…” Mitsos went quiet when she held out her hand and tightened her fingers up, they made cracking noises. “How did you know he would kick you in the chest?”


“I didn’t, I just happened to be popping my hand when he kicked me. Wanted to see if it would work, I expected him to just laugh at me.” 

“Well, that solves that mystery.”


They laughed, and continue on with their tales. Jabin didn’t nor had he laughed the entire time, he just staring at his apple that he had yet to touch. Eryalith seemed to involve with the story they were telling to take notice to the man beside her, as did the rest of the group.


Ariane stood up, “Well, I think we should get moving. We’ve spent enough time chatting and wasting daylight.”


Eryalith followed her lead, and as she got to her feet, she patted her back side down from the dirt, “Yeah, I can’t wait to be done with these woods. I don’t know about any of you, but I am constantly feeling watched.”


“We should be out of them by night fall, after that Yodgonosh is in eyesight of the exit.”


“Yah, we can sleep in beds.” Ariane smiled looking to her left, expecting to find Jabin at her side, instead it was Theron. He returned the smile to her surprise.


Late afternoon fell upon them quickly and the edge of the woods could barely be made out. The chatter began between Eryalith and Ariane as to what they would do when they got into the city. While Mitsos and Theron rolled their eyes and continued to lead the group. Jabin, however, lagged behind still in the trance he had been in since breakfast.


“I’m going to the bathhouse.” Ariane told her.


“Oh, that sounds like a wonderful idea. Although, I need to make a few coins…”


Ariane reached into her pouch and pulled out a handful of coins, then grabbed both of the elf’s hands and filled them. “You travel with us now, and this is the groups money. Whenever you need something don’t hesitate to ask me.”


Eryalith looked at the pile of gold coins in her hand, “Why…” she stuttered for a moment, “Lady Ariane, you are too generous, you barely know me. How do you know I won’t just run away with this money?”


Leaning in she whispered, “There’s plenty more where that came from, it wouldn’t break my heart, be doing me a favor.”


They both laughed, “So you are a rich noble’s daughter?” Eryalith asked.


“Something like that, my father left me a bunch of gold from his travels…” She went quiet when Jabin came to stand next to her, giving him a smile, he only slowed again to stand behind them.


Silence came upon the group once more, and it was then that she heard it. She had heard it before but through all the chatter she assumed it was the wind, but this was not the wind. Whatever it was called her name, coming to a stop she looked around. 


Eryalith and Jabin were the first to notice she had stopped, while Mitsos and Theron were talking about some battle tactic. 


“Shh.” She said loudly.


They both stopped to look at her, “What is it, Ariane?” Mitsos walked closer to her.


“Do any of you hear that?”


Everyone began to listen, Jabin looked as if he was trying to see his ears. After a few moments they all shook their heads. 


“Something is saying my name.” She walked to her left and looked into the woods, “It’s coming from over here.” Pointing she stepped into the woods.


“Ariane, we are almost to Yodgonosh…” Theron was cut off by Mitsos’ hand, yet again.


“We follow Ariane.” He ordered, and they all began to walk behind her.


Her name grow louder and louder, and she looked back to see if the other’s heard it, but it seemed they were still only following her. The deep grumbled voice slowly said her name, several times the sound sent shivers up her spine.


“Coming from that clearing over there.”


Theron raised his eyebrow at Mitsos, “Just watch.” He said, as if he knew what was going on.


The clearing came and a camp had been erected, but it was obviously no camp made by human or elf. Several goblins stood around the area, and looked at them hungrily as they entered. None attacked, they had better job to do then eat, and that was protect the giant ogre in the center of the camp.


Ariane had been mistaken those Orcs were gorgeous compared to this ogre. One eyes much larger then the other, and the nose covered just as much of the face as the large eye did. Fat round body was attached to the ugly head, he slowly stood up and laughed. 


Looking at Ariane he began to speak, “I knews you were here. I smelt you, I felt you… you feel me too.” He laughed again. “I send goblins to fetch you, sad you kill ‘em. They was good trained.”


“And you would be?” She slowly shook her head as she released the sentence from her lips.


“I bes Fughase, we be family, no?” he laughed again.


“I was afraid of that.” 


For the first time ever, Theron saw her reach behind her head and grab her sword from it’s sheath. That caused everyone else to pull their own weapons, including the ogre, who picked up his giant club.


“I bes glad you know, I not want take your life not know why. That what Kistur try to do, you got way.”


“Kistur?”


He laughed again, “You nots even know whole village kill for you? Some say Fughase stupid, but me sees you more.”


“Whole village? You mean Moonglow?”


“Yes that be it. Stupid human, you thinks it happen no reason. Kistur ‘pose shoot you with arrows, he says he did, but Fughase knew better. Still smelt you, still felt you.”


“Where can I find this Kistur?”


He smacked his bare belly, “It nos matter, you not leaves woods.”


“So be it.” Ariane looked back to the others, “Take out the goblins, chubby is mine.”


“But, Ariane…” Theron began then just stopped himself.


“Don’t touch the ogre.” Mitsos told them as he led the charge towards the goblins.


The group of goblins was smaller then the group that attacked them the first night, and Eryalith was a great addition to the fight, as she stood back and fired, wounding most before they even got to the swordsmen of her own group. 

Ariane walked up with hands wrapped around her great sword, “Father wasn’t very picky, was he?”


“I says same for you, now die.” He flung his club in the air, and slammed it down.


Ariane twirled to her side, and shoved her sword into the ogre’s foot. He let out a howl, but his pain didn’t last long. He began smashing the ground, as Ariane ran about him. Ogres weren’t too smart or so she had read, they were just really strong. She hoped this applied to this one, child of Naaram or not.


When she found she was behind him, she waited for him to spin around to look down at her. When he did, she rolled forward onto her back and shoved her sword into it’s belly. She continued up and brought herself to a stance behind him. It only seemed to make the ogre more angry, and he flipped around with eyes blazed. Killing him through stomach wounds would take some time, she had to think of a better way. 


Jumping onto the crate next to her she decided she had to jump on it’s back. As soon as she got on the crate, the giant club flew in front of her. She was sent flying back, and slammed into a tree. 


“Ariane!” Jabin yelled.


Grabbing her ribs, she had felt them break, she was lucky that was the only thing broken. Keeping one eye closed she looked up at her comrades, they had finished off the goblins already. Now, all they could do was watch her fight the ogre. Mitsos had his arm around Jabin’s neck, and his other hand on Theron’s chest. Eryalith stood behind them with a look of the utmost horror and interest in her face.


“Please, Placidia, Goddess of Peace and Restraint. Grant me the strength to look past the pain in order to defeat our foe.” The pain of her ribs eased.


The ogre just stood waiting for her to return to him, he laughed. “Not feels so good.”


Quickly she ran forward and jumped up the stair-like stack of crates, to stand behind the ogre on a large cart. She jumped onto his back, and impaled her sword into the back of his neck, before he could react to her weight. He let out a scream, and then thrashed upwards sending her flying backwards towards her comrades. Landing on her back, she let out a cry of pain, and she felt her broken ribs move. 

The ogre turned and pushed the cart out of his way walking towards her, he stopped a few feet away. He made a choking nose, then coughed up blood.


“Fughase no loose.” it gargled the words out through it’s blood, then began to fall forward onto her.


Pushing herself back, she tried to get up. Theron and Mitsos ran in to help her stand then pulled her away, as the beast crashed the floor everyone lost their balance. 


“Are you alright?” Mitsos crawled over to her and shook her shoulders.


“I think I broke my ribs.” She said holding her side, looking up she saw the look of skeptism on everyone’s face. “Really this time.” 

“Let me see, where does it hurt?” She pointed to her right side, he reached down looking for bones to give way, three did. “It’s not so bad.” he tried to make it sound better then it actually was. “We need to get you to the temple in Yodgonosh.” He helped pull her to a standing position.


The pain pushed her back down, “I can’t.” She cried.


“Yes, you can.” He kneeled down beside her, “Just look past… don’t faint, stay with me.” 


Her face began to go pale.


“Come on, Ariane, you can make it.” Mitsos pleaded. 


Theron walked up and scooped her up into his arms. “Let’s go.” Stepping around Mitsos, he began to walk as quickly as he could to the path again.


Mitsos ran up beside him, “I could of done that.” He looked down at Ariane who had indeed fainted, most likely from the added pain when Theron picked her up.


“Yeah, but you weren’t.” 


He almost lost his grip on the way to the city, and was forced to hold her closer to him, least he drop her. The temple of Vere was the first they came upon, it just so happened that Vere was the god of health and bounty. Rushing her up the stairs, Mitsos pushed open the doors.


“May I help you?” an elder man came over, looking at Ariane in Theron’s arms.


“Her ribs are broken, she just past out from the pain.” Mitsos told him.


He nodded, “Follow me, please.” All four comrades began to follow him, but he turned, “Just her and the man carrying her, why don’t the rest of you go to the inn across the street.”


Theron turned to face Mitsos, “Take her coin bag, I’m sure she won’t mind.”


“I have money of my own.” he snarled, not liking the idea of Theron being with her instead of him.


“Yeah, but they don’t.” He pointed with her head towards Eryalith and Jabin, “Come on, Mitsos, don’t be stubborn, she’s in pain.” 


He looked over the thin girl’s body, her right arm had falling and hung below her. Reaching out he untied the pouch from her belt, and then Theron disappeared with her down the hall. 


Jabin and Eryalith looked at him, he was visibly angry, and they decided not to ask any questions. Just following behind him, they went to the inn to wait for any news about her.


Ariane eyes fluttered open to find herself in a gray stone room on a bed she was sure was made from the same stone. She whimpered when she tried to move her hips to a more comfortable position.


“Don’t move.” She heard the deep thunderous voice that could only come from Theron.


“Theron?” she knew it was him, but questioned anyway.


“Yeah.” He went to stand next to her.


“Where’s Mitsos?” her eyes finally focused enough to see his face.


“He’s at the inn waiting for you to wake up. They wouldn’t let him in here, only me cause I am the one that carried you in.” He hadn’t meant to make himself sound like the savior, but it did.


“You carried me all the way into town?” She mumbled the question.


He gave a short nod, “Yes, milady.”


“Thank you, Theron.” She tapped his hand, which lay on the side of the bed. 

It was the first time she said his name casually without his Sir title, he grinned to himself, knowing it was just a momentary thing. She closed her eyes again and he thought she fell back asleep. He decided he should go tell the others that she had waken up for a short time, but as he reached the other side of the small room, she spoke again.


“Theron?”


He walked back over to her, “Yes, milady?”


“I killed it right?” She asked with one eye half way opened.


He answered with a smile, “Yes, milady.”


“Was the first thing, I ever killed.” She shifted her shoulders and whimpered again as the pain hit her.


It took him a moment to understand what she had just said, “It’s always hard, the first time you kill something. You’ll…”


“Actually, I don’t care at all… at least not right now.” She took a deep breath, and realized even that hurt, “Why am I so tired?”


“The priest gave you some sort of herb to help you sleep. Why don’t you just close your eyes.” She did as he told her to.


“Theron?” she said with her eyes still closed.


“Yes, milady?” He smiled, amused by her childish persistence not to sleep.


“Where did you say Mitsos was?”


He tried to quiet his laugh by covering his mouth with the back of his hand, “He’ll come and visit you very soon, milady, as soon as you wake up from your nap.”


Waiting for a few more moments until he was sure she was sleeping this time, he walked across the floor and opened the door. He slide down the hallway, and open the front doors. 


The inn really was just across the street from the temple, and what was even more strange is that it looked almost exactly like the inn in Githeth. Though this one was empty for the time of day that it was, his three comrades were the only one’s sitting at a table. 

“How is she?” Jabin stood up.


“Just fine.” Theron said as he came to stand at the edge of the table. “Priest said she would need to be in bed for at least a week, and then physically restrain herself for another couple of weeks.”


“Are we bad guardians that we did nothing?” Eryalith asked.


Jabin placed his hand over her own, “No, she had to fight that thing on her own. There are many battles ahead that will be the same.”


Mitsos said nothing just stared at his ale mug in front of him. Theron knew that he had gotten on his bad side by taking her in, but what was he suppose to do? Hurt her even more by handing her to him, so he could go back there?


“She’s been asking for you, Mitsos.” Theron told him, but he didn’t move. “You should go and be there when she wakes up again.”


“What are we doing?” Mitsos said, “We need to just go back to Moonglow, and forget about this. I can’t watch her go through any more battles like that, she’s just a little girl. It’s not her time, she’s too young.” His speech was slightly slurred but audible.


“She can’t go back, you heard the ogre they came to her. We would only be putting others in Moonglow in harm’s way.” Jabin told him.


“That girl is like a daughter to me, I help raise her. Decimus wouldn’t want me prancing her around all of Arywan killing those damn devil children.” He looked up at Jabin, “She could have been killed today, and it would have been all my fault. Just like it was when Lorant died, and when Decimus…” He went quiet.


“You were there when my father died?” Theron swallowed.


He nodded, “Yesah, I was there. I told the bloody bastard not to go into the damn cave, and I knew he would. So, what do I do? I fall asleep, and the damn arrogant paladin goes running in there, by the time we got to him, the damn dragon had torn him to pieces. We were suppose to wait for the back up that was coming.” He looked up at Theron, who looked at him wide eyed.


“You know what’s funny, Theron? He was the same as you as a kid, always follow Lucian, Decimus, and I around. Wanted to be just like us, and do whatever we did. Then when we got older we all followed him into the temple to start being squires, he was our leader then.” He smiled and held up his mug, “Here’s to Decimus and Lorant, my best friends, neither of which I was in time to save.” He took a giant swig.


Jabin looked over at Theron, “That is number twelve.” he said pointing to the mug.


“Twelve? It’s only been an hour.” He whispered to Jabin, “Why didn’t you stop him?”


“I don’t know if you noticed the difference in our height and weight, but that man could sit on me and kill me. There is no way that I am telling him he can’t drink anymore.” 

“You could of told the bar maid to bring him water.” He watched Jabin shrug, then sighed. “Come on, old man, let’s get you up to your room.” Walking around the table he stood behind him to help pull him up. He wrapped his arm around his shoulder and helped him up the stairs, getting half way he turned slightly to look at them, “She’s going to be out for the rest of the night, the two of you should get some sleep too.”


They both nodded and followed him up the stairs, though Theron didn’t go into the room that was rented for him. He went back across the street to the temple to make sure Ariane wouldn’t be alone if she woke up. Seeing her fight had given him more respect for her, he wasn’t so sure that he could of brought down an ogre alone. Besides, she had some battle injuries now, it wasn’t so bad that she got them after already being a paladin.


He had another agenda as well, he hoped that while she was on the herb mix that she might accidentally tell him exactly where they were going, but more importantly why that ogre called her family.


Ariane didn’t awake the rest of the evening, though Theron had tried a couple times to be extra noisy in any movement he made. She remained asleep with her head turned to the side and the tips of her fingers just out of reach of her lips. Standing over her, he brushed a few hairs away that had stuck to her lips. 


They had stripped her of her armor the day before and placed her in a white sleeping gown with sleeves that reached her elbows, he was unable to see it’s length due to the blankets. He had wondered who had changed her clothing as he had never seen any females in the temple. It made him smile to think of how she would react if she found out some strange males had changed her. 


A light tapped knocked at the door and he turned to look at Jabin, who seemed to have had a rough night. His hair was wild, and dark circles hung below his eyes. He tried to give a partial grin, but Theron could see the jealousy in his face. 


He was jealous to, walking in on Theron standing over her, looking at her. This paladin was getting on his nerves, if he couldn’t have her, there was no way this egotistical paladin grunt could have her. Clearing his throat, he took a step into the small room to stand next to Theron.


“Why don’t you go to bed, I’ll sit with her.” Jabin told him.


He gave a nod, then turned to leave, “Jabin?”


“Yeah?” he turned his head slightly.


“I was wondering if you would be interested in a little mischievous plan, I have concocted.” Theron asked with a grin.


Jabin turned to face him with arms crossed and one eyebrow raised, “And what would it entail?”


“Simple, I want to get her to break her oath.”


“What? Why would you… What…” His frowned deepened.


Theron grinned, “Well, a couple nights ago, she basically issued me a challenge that she would never break her oath, and I know I can get her too.”


“You are sleep deprived, Theron, do you even hear yourself talking?” 

He gave a short nod, “It’s nothing short of childish, but I know I can get her to fall for you.” He watched Jabin’s features change into one of interest, “You see…”


Ariane made a moaning noise.


“We will talk about this sometime, when we are alone. Just think about it, she issued me a challenge and I am going to win.” He left the room.


Turning around Jabin took her hand, “Morning.” He said when her eyes fluttered open.


“Jabin?” She couldn’t see through the haze of her eyes.


“Yes, it’s me.”


Her attempt to sit up only caused more pain, and she let herself fall back into her laying position, “Where is Mitsos?”


“He’s sleeping, had one to many hits of ale last night.”


“What?” Ariane’s voice let go of her sleepiness with that word. “He was drinking?”


Nodding, he patted her hand, “Don’t worry we got him to bed, and he’s sleeping it off now. He was really worried about you. I think he is having doubts about continuing on, though if you wanted to he would probably come with.”


She looked over at him, “I have to finish what I started. Vidan explained much to me, and I have a future ahead of me. One that I can not hide or run from, it’s coming for me. You saw what they did in Moonglow.” 


“How do you know that monster was telling the truth?” he snorted, “They lie like that all the time.”


Giving a slight nod, she closed her eyes, “Because he was a child of Naaram, just like me. There is more to it, then you understand. He wasn’t lying, and he knew to much about me.” She rubbed her side for a moment, “It would have been a pretty lucky guess that I was from Moonglow and there during the attack, don’t you think?” She opened her eyes and looked at him. 

He gave a nod.


“That attack happened cause they were after me, they wanted to kill me. Now, I have a name, and with that name is the beginning to my fate.” 


“Excuse me.” The priest walked into the room with a tray full of herbs, “It’s time for another dosage, milady.”


Ariane smiled at the priest then looked back at Jabin, “Why don’t you go have breakfast with everyone. Tell them I am feeling well, and tell them to start searching out information about Kistur, understand?” 

He nodded again, then kissed her forehead, “I’ll come and visit you again, soon.” He turned around and headed out into the hallway.


Everyone sat around one of the tables eating eggs and a slabs of meat, which looked to be pig. Jabin smiled as he sat down and a plate was put in front of him. “Thank you.” 


“Did she wake?” Theron asked then shoved from egg into his mouth.


“Yes, she said that she is feeling well, and told me what she wants us to be doing, while she is recovering.” He cut up his eggs with his knife, while everyone looked at him waiting for their orders.


“Out with it, Jabin.” Mitsos snapped.


His eyes shot up, “Oh, she wants us to see if we can find any leads about this Kistur that that ogre mentioned.”


Mitsos nodded, “Yes, I thought that would be what she would want. However, I think we should also add in those mysterious figures into the investigation, considering they were working with him.”


“What mysterious figures?” Theron asked for both himself and Eryalith’s sake.


“During the Peace Festival these hooded men just appeared out of the shadows, or so says the witnesses. We think that they are part of the assassin’s guild or possibly worshippers of Yishai. It’s easier to find an entire group, then a single person. If he is working with them, then odds are they are our link to this Kistur.” Mitsos put a large piece of meat into his mouth, then started to speak again when the meat not swallowed. “Besides it will be more to our advantage to find them first, before they send out another attempt to kill Ariane. Assassins are cowards, they rely on attacking people from behind. They are not the greatest fighters when challenged head on.” 


“Why are the assassins after her anyway?” Theron asked, but Mitsos gave him a look that told him he would not be receiving an answer.


“Where will we begin?” Jabin asked.


“We?” Mitsos laughed, “No, boy, you are almost worthless in our battles, you have much to learn, and I know just the people to teach you. Though I don’t condone what you or they do, if that is the path you want to take then I must help you to strive for greatness.” He looked down at his food to think for a moment, “Besides, what you already have and what they can teach you can come in handy someday.”


“Who is they?” Jabin looked at him worried.


“You’ll see.”


Theron swallowed what was left in his mouth, before he spoke, “And what should Eryalith and I do?”


“Start asking around at temples, ask about assassin guilds, Yishai temples, and Kistur, anything no matter how small is important. Eryalith, you need to be careful though, I am sure you know that not many people know snow elves to well.”


She smiled widely, “Yes, I’ve been mistaken as a drow many times.” Giggling she looked at Jabin, who looked away.


“Alright then, after breakfast Jabin and I will run our little errand, and the two of you split up and find out what you need.” Mitsos’ voice faded for a moment, “And if you could, please don’t tell Ariane that I had been drinking last night.” He made sure his eye’s made contact with everyone in the group.


Jabin bite his lower lip and gave a shameful look.


Knowing what the look had meant, Mitsos sighed, “You didn’t?”


“I didn’t realize… I forgot…”


“It doesn’t matter.” He said throwing up his hands, “Let’s just do what we must.”


Yodgonosh was a city of travel, anyone who left there own home would eventually end up looking upon the large statues of warriors that stood high on the gate of the city. Of course, the Arbenish Woods were also so close by, that it called adventurers of all sorts. It was the target of many attacks by orcs, ogres, trolls, goblins, and the list goes on. Mitsos knew that odds are if that Ogre was so close then it was possible that Kistur or his men had been seen heading through town to Moonglow, or at least he hoped. If not there is more then enough rumors to go on.


He stood up and began walking out the door without a word to Jabin, however the boy knew he had to follow and pushed the last bit of food in his mouth and trailed behind. 


The city much like Githeth was filled with people in the streets, coming and going from one task to another. Everyone seemed busy, and no one took the time as Ariane put it to take in life. Jabin had a hard time keeping up with the large strides of his leader, as they maneuvered around the people. Several times he had run into people and had fought back the urge to steal their money pouches, as he remembered the ‘talk’ that Mitsos and he had back in Githeth. 


Yodgonosh though much like Githeth, was more of a travelers and merchant town. As if you traveled anywhere in Arywan, you were bound to end up finding yourself here. It was the center of trade, and had some of the finest craftsmen in the world. Githeth and Moonglow were far to the north west, and in order to get to such a place you had to give go through the woods or spend over a week traveling around through the mountainous areas. 
The only merchants that went to Githeth were highly paid or lived near the two cities. Moonglow had been placed there as a resting area for merchants on their way to Githeth. There were several other outposts like Moonglow, however Moonglow was the only one that actually turned into a town. 


Jabin brought himself out of his thoughts of home, when he saw Mitsos turn a corner. He had almost completely missed the change of direction, upon turning he noticed that the area they were in was deserted. The building old and long forgotten, it seemed like the ancient haunted runes of Yodgonosh. No one dared to enter the area, it didn’t even seem the homeless animals wanted to be near it. Coming to a building that looked like it hadn’t seen life in generation, Mitsos stopped and banged loudly three times and then softly twice. 

A large man with black hair and dark eyes opened the door and looked Mitsos directly in the eyes, “I don’t know you, go away.”


“I wish to speak with Rufin.” Mitsos said shoving his foot in the way of the door. “Tell him that Mitsos is here, he’ll know who I am.”


The dark guard gave a scolding glare, then shut the door when Mitsos removed his foot. The time it took for the guard to return didn’t even give Jabin the chance to ask what this was all about. The guard flung open the door and stepped aside letting them enter.

“He’s on the third floor, just take the stairs.” The guard said shutting the door, then took his seat on the stool far to small for his build.


Looking around the building was much nicer on the inside then the outside would of let you suspect. Of course, Mitsos knew that everything was stolen, and warned Jabin several times he touched something not to take it. The third floor opened to make way for what looked like a storage room, walk past a few crates they found several men standing around a table.


When they stepped aside, they could clearly see the tired beaten man that laid on the table. The man at the head of the table walked over to them with a large smile upon his face, obviously meant to distract them from the tortured man. He was a head shorter then Mitsos, with dark red hair and gray eyes, his build was much that of Jabin’s own thin physique.


“Mitsos, it is good to see you again, old friend. It has been…” he took time to think, “many many years.”


“About four.” Mitsos said, “And what are you doing here?” He pointed at the tortured man.


“Ah, well this is what happens when thieves steal from thieves.”


Mitsos looked at Jabin, giving him the ‘I told you so’ stare then turned his gaze back to the man before him, “Rufin, I need to ask you a favor.”


“Of course, I still owe you one as I remember it. Was starting to think you wouldn’t allow me to pay you back, what is it that you need then?” He said then looked over at Jabin.


“This boy here is Jabin, an amateur thief.” Jabin was insulted by Mitsos’ description of him but said nothing, “Though he is good with his daggers, he seems to be more of a weakness during battle then a combatant. I was wondering if you could maybe teach him to use a different weapon, we don’t have much time in town.”


Rufin looked Jabin over for a moment, “You haven’t stolen anything since you’ve been in town yet, have you boy?”


He shook his head.


“Good, well, I am afraid that we frown deeply upon ‘free lancers’ here in the city. And what would my men think if I trained someone not in our guild.” Rufin began, but soon found Mitsos scowling at him.


“Just do what you have to with him, you have two, three weeks at most. I’ll be back when the time is done.” Mitsos turned to leave, then turned back to Rufin, “Oh, and Rufin?”


“Yes, Sir Mitsos?”


He rolled his eyes at the title, “We need him back alive, so please be gentle.”


“You ask much, my friend.”


Grinning, he turned back around and headed towards the stairs, “Nothing you can’t handle.”


Jabin stood in front of Rufin, and for the first time in many years he was rather frightened. He still didn’t completely understand where he was or who this man before him was.


“Jabin, is it?”


He nodded.


“Well, Jabin, I am afraid that I can’t even begin your training until you are a member of our most elite organization. Normally, such a process would take months and possibly years, so I am just go to cut through all the formalities and bullshit and get straight to it.” He cleared his throat and looked at him, seeming to be turning a plan in his mind, “You have to do something nearly impossible to join, and since I don’t know your abilities yet, it’s quite hard to decide what I should give you.”


“Despite what Mitsos says I am a very good thief and I assure you that anything you give me, I will be able to do and do well.” Jabin wasn’t sure why he had just said that, as it probably made whatever task he had to do all the harder. He didn’t, however, want him thinking he was an amateur like Mitsos had said. 

“Very well then, I want you to sneak into Duke Thurlow’s manor, and steal this pendant of Adrik that he wears around his neck at all times. You must do this with nothing but what you have on you, understand? No stealing, no killing, and no being sighted. If you are caught you are on your own, and if the theft gets traced back to us…” he gave a haunting grin, “Well, you don’t want that to happen.”


Taking a deep swallow he nodded, “Where is this manor?”


“Just north of the city, it’s huge, if you miss it then you are blind. Leave and don’t come back without that pendant. I’ll see you tomorrow at this time.”


“Tomorrow?” Jabin squeaked.


 Rufin waved his hand towards the stairs and turned back to his ‘old friend’ on the table.


Jabin walked down the stairs and out the door, he had to think fast on how he would do this. He had never stolen anything that was actually on the person, well except money bags but those were easily taken. This would be around the man’s neck, he couldn’t just simply untie it. He would have to wait until the man was asleep, and he needed to get a good feel for the house and it’s guards.


Looking up at the sun, he knew he had more then enough time to get everything set up before the duke retired for the evening. 


Eryalith clung beside Theron, despite the fact that they were told to split up. Her questions seemed to be never ending, and several times Theron thought about finding a crowd and ‘loosing’ her. However, for the time being, he decided to put up with her infantile displays as he knew how unwelcoming humans could be to those not of their own race. They decided to leave the temple of Vere for last, as most of the priests seemed to act as if they were bothering them all the time.


The temple of Ginafa, the goddess of virtue and strength, stood before them. It was much smaller then that of Vere, but size didn’t make it any less powerful. Theron walked up to the doors and pushed them open. The halls were empty except for one priest who stood from his prayer when he heard them enter.


“May I help you, milord?” He asked Theron.



“Yes, I need to ask a few questions concerning…”


“I’ll get the High Priest, he’ll be able to help you better then I.” He left down the hall, leaving Theron once again alone with Eryalith.


“So Jabin really likes Ariane, huh?” She asked.


He looked down at her, “It seems so.”


“But you two are together, so why does he continue…”


“Whoa! What makes you think that her and I are ‘together’?”


Her eyes widened, “Oh, I’m sorry. I just thought from the way you stare at her, and the way she stares back…” she sighed, “I’m sorry, you were with her all night. I just assumed, and I shouldn’t of done that.”


He snorted, “She’s an vain spoiled brat. When a paladin chooses a lover, they have to meet very high standards, and she wouldn’t even be close.”


She shrugged, “I like her so far, how long have you known her?”


“I grew up with her for a few years as a child, then we didn’t see each other for sixteen years until about four days ago.”


“And you think she is vain and spoiled already?” Eryalith raised her eyebrow. “Sounds like you’ve judged her before you even know…”


“Listen, I don’t need advice from you or Mitsos. I just need to get all of this over with so I can go home and do more important missions.”


“Saving all of Arywan is not important?”


Ok, her questions were getting annoying, “I don’t even know what ‘we’ are saving it from, how can I see it’s importance if I’ll I am being told to do is fight.”


“Well, you can add what information you already got together. I mean I’ve figured out quiet a bit.”


Theron looked down at her and folded her arms, “And you wish to enlighten me, I suspect.”


“If you wish.” She folded her own arms. “It’s quiet simple, the ogre referred to Ariane as family, which could mean a lot of things. But during battle I heard Ariane say that their father wasn’t picky with him.”


“She said that?”


Eryalith nodded, “I am quite sure those were her exact words, ‘father wasn’t picky with you.’ and then they started fighting. When Mitsos was drunk he said they were hunting devil children. So maybe Ariane and the Ogre had a devil for a father?” She looked up at him trying to see what he thought of her analysis.


“I don’t think Ariane is part devil or demon.” Though his words were disagreeing with her point, he was rather impressed by what the young elf has pasted together so quickly. Most of what she had recalled he had heard, but didn’t listen to them well enough to let them stick out in his mind. 


Of course, elves were known for the abilities to notice small detail, and even during battle while he was concentrating solely on fighting the goblins, her keen elven ears where listening to a conversation in the distance.  

She shrugged, “Well, never the less, it’s obvious that she killed a sibling back in those woods.”


“Or she meant father figuratively or as a title, which leaves a whole range of plots open.”


Eryalith nodded thinking about what he had said, “Well, my gut tells me she meant father the way I said before.”


“Your gut told you to go into the Arbenish Woods alone, and you ended up getting caught by orcs.”


Grinning, she pushed his arm, even though he wasn’t teasing, “Yes, but I found you guys, and I have a good feeling that this is going somewhere that I want… no need to be.”


Theron rolled his eyes and turned his back to her, to face the hallway. They waited two hours for their audience with the high priest, he was a busy man and Theron had expected it to take some time. They could of checked the temples faster had Eryalith gone out on her own, but since she was dead set on following him they would only be able to check two or three a day. In a city ridden with temples it would take some time, not that they didn’t have it since Ariane was injured. 


Eryalith continued on about the possibilities of Ariane, and the more she talked the more he wanted to gag her. Her questions were what he thought to be common knowledge, and yet here she was an elf, something he thought was suppose to be more intelligent then a human, asking him such mundane questions. When the high priest was finally sighted down the hall, Theron actually felt excitement within his chest. Finally someone who would have a least a small grasp on the world to speak with.


The high priest was an elder man, he wore a long triangular hat on his head. He smiled at them, and motioned them to come stand next to him. The walk down the hall seemed to have tired him.


“Excuse us for disturbing you and the temple, but we have questions that we must find answers to.” Theron said.


The High Priest nodded, then opened the door to his left. It was a small library with four large chairs, he went and took a seat in one and then again motioned them to come in.


“I am not as young as I once was, standing for to long pains my legs.” His old shaky voice said. “Now, what are your names?”


“I’m Eryalith, and this is Theron.” She chimed then jumped into her seat.


Theron cleared his throat, “I’m Sir Theron, paladin of Tevona.”


“Oh, Tevona, a servant of such a goddess is always welcomed in Ginafa’s halls. Please, ask your questions I will answer as best I can.”


“We were wondering if you have any idea where the nearest assassin’s guild or temple of Yishai would be?” Theron lowered himself into the large dark blue chair.


“And why would you need the services of such a guild or of their patron god?” 


“Not so much their services, but a pack of them attacked Moonglow a few days ago, and we are trying to locate them.”


The old man thought a moment, “Oh, yes, I recall hearing about that. I was under the impression that it was just wolves and that no one was hurt.”


Shaking his head, Theron adjusted himself in the chair, “On the contrary, your grace, a large portion of the town was killed, including the legendary Sir Decimus.”


Eryalith rocked back in forth in her chair as if she were bored with the whole thing already. Before the priest could even give a look of shock from the news, she gave a large yawn.


He covered his mouth, trying to ignore the noise the little elf was making. “Ginafa forgive me for my astonishment. I was unaware of how serious it was, and it was assassins sent out after him?”



“No, they came to assassinate his daughter, however they were unsuccessful.”


The old man stood up and walked over to the shelf to look for a book, “His daughter, the Lady?”


“Ariane, your grace.” Theron spoke, then looked at Eryalith who looked lost in the formality of the conversation.


“Yes, I heard she followed in her father’s footsteps and became a paladin of Placidia.” He pulled a book from the shelf and took a seat.


“Yes, she is a paladin now.”


“Strange that Placidia would allow such a child under her guidance, but then again, the gods know what they are doing, don’t they?”


Theron raised his eyebrow, “What do you mean by such a child, your grace?”


“Oh, I didn’t mean to insult you or the Lady Ariane. Just that being who her real father was, you wouldn’t think such a good and genuine goddess of peace and restraint would allow her to be a powerful follower.”


Theron’s eyes shifted over to Eryalith, who gave a ‘I told you so’ smile and eyebrow raise.


The old man flipped through the hand written pages, “Yes, the nearest temple of Yishai is in Rundalfelt. Any self respecting city wouldn’t allow the god of assassins to build a temple, however the duke there cares more for the money they give to him, then the horror they cause in the city.” He cleared his throat, and turned the pages, “I wouldn’t know anything about where guilds would be, and as far as this city goes I only hear rumors of a thieves guild.” he turned the page again, “That is the only large temple, at least the only one that was worth mentioning in this book.” He closed the book, “Is there more I can help you with?”


“Yes, does the name Kistur sound familiar to you?” Eryalith was the one to ask, Theron sighed in annoyance.


He shook his head, “No, but then again, I am not good at remember names anymore.”


Theron stood up and Eryalith mimicked him, “Thank you, your grace, you have been most helpful.” He bowed, and Eryalith did as well. It made him laugh to see her give the male formal bow, but he said nothing.


“Sir Theron?” The old priest said as he turned to leave, “What is a follower of Tevona doing helping a child like Lady Ariane?”


“What do you mean?”


He shrugged, “Never mind, it is none of my business. Your goddess knows what she is doing, and I am too old to be questioning the gods.” He smiled, “Be safe, this is a treacherous journey.”


Eryalith giggled when they got out of ear shot of the old man. “I told you. I bet you anything that Ariane is a daughter of a devil.”


Theron brought his brows together, “Eryalith, that is not even the least bit humorous to say. We must not drop to conclusions, there will be a time when she is ready to tell us. Then, and only then, can we make our decision.” He didn’t know why he was scolding her for saying that, after all he had been the one to stay over night with Ariane hoping she would say something to him. Yet, it seemed offensive to say anything out loud until the truth was known, and though he felt the questions and doubt instead, it was better to remain silent of them.

“Geeze, I didn’t mean it like that. Ariane is good, I can feel it when I stand next to her. Even if she’s part devil, she doesn’t submit to it.”


“How would you know any of that?”


She shrugged, “Same way you know she’s a vain spoiled brat, I suppose.”


Mitsos walked into Ariane’s room and looked upon her sleeping face. So, calm and peaceful, it took him back to a time long ago. He didn’t remember much about his life after his wife left, but he did clearly remember Ariane’s angelic little face, sleeping after a vicious attack. A face that at he almost had to watch die, not only the day before, but years before. When his wife left he became a drunk, spent any spare time he had drinking ale in the tavern.


Decimus tried to get him to stop and focus his minds on other things, but he couldn’t. He given up everything to be with the woman, and she ran away with his children. They had warned him of her evil, but he ignored it. Wouldn’t believe that such a woman could hurt any one, even if she did worship that god. She was naïve and didn’t understand what she was truly worshipping. He had been wrong, and that made him turn to the one thing that would take his mind off it.


Walking home from the tavern one night, well less walking and more falling really, he thought he saw Jabin run out of the gate. He could of sworn he saw a wave of blonde hair leading in front of him, he went to investigate. Soon, he found them playing in the dark woods, he yelled at them to go home, but it was then a lone wolf appeared. 


It tried to attack Ariane but all it did was make her loose her balance, and she fell down the steep hill, hitting her head on a rock. He was too drunk to even realize he needed to pull his sword, and Jabin who was only twelve years old had to kill it. He wasn’t even able to carry her back, a twelve year old boy had to do it. When she awoke the next morning, he was more sober then he had been in eight years. “You were drunk.” she had said with her bottom lip plumped out, and in her eyes a deep look of disappointment.


It was there he promised her, he would never drink again. She had made him swear on everything that he loved, but last night it was almost as if he watched someone else drinking that ale. It wasn’t until the morning that he realized what he had done. He loved Ariane, she was the daughter that his wife had taken from him. He was there for so many things, that he couldn’t of been there for his own daughter. 


Standing over Ariane, he wrapped his hand around her own. Her eyes tensed, and then slowly opened, he could tell right away she wasn’t pleased with him.


“Before you say anything, I am sorry, and it won’t happen again.” He said not even sure she was really awake.


“You were drunk.” Her bottom lip came out only slight, but he saw it. Her eyes, her lovely blue eyes, they said it all. It was there that same disappointment that she had had for him so many years ago.

He nodded, “Yes, I know.”


“You promised me, Mitsos.”


Again, he nodded but more slowly, “I know, I’m sorry.”


Her hard face lightened, “Where is everyone else?”


“Jabin is training, while Eryalith and Theron went to see what the people know about Kistur and any assassins in the area.”


“And what are you doing then?” 


He smiled at her questioning look, “I am going to start investigating too, but I haven’t seen you since yesterday and wanted to check in.” Closing her eyes, he brushed the hair out of her face, “Ok, Ariane, I am going to go see what trouble Theron and Eryalith have found.”


She gave a gentle nod, but he didn’t notice it as he had already turned his back to leave.


It wasn’t hard finding them, they were heading into the inn when he stepped out of the temple. Calling out to them, they turned and heading towards him to meet him at the end of the high temple stairs.


“How did it go?” Mitsos asked.


“Seems there is a temple of Yishai in Rundalfelt, but that’s the only lead we got.” Theron told him.


“Of course we’ve only been to one temple.” Eryalith glared up at Theron.


“We?” Mitsos looked down at her then back up to Theron.


“Yeah, apparently she doesn’t feel comfortable traveling around this human city alone.” Theron spoke like she wasn’t standing next to him. “But none of that matters right now, what does matter is that though that was all the priest had to say about Yishai and assassins, he did have some interesting things to say about Ariane.”


Mitsos crossed his arms and raised his eyebrow, ready to fight Theron again. “And what did he say?”


“He said he thought it was odd a follower of Tevona would be guarding her, for starters. Also, mentioned that he never understood why Placidia would let such a child become a paladin.” Theron matched Mitsos’ stance.


“Said something about her real father, and how he didn’t see how Placidia would let her be such a powerful follower, right?” Eryalith looked up at Theron.


“Indeed he did.”


“We were talking and we also figured out that ogre back there was her sibling, and that her father was a devil.” Eryalith said it as if she had figured out some riddle.


Theron rolled his eyes, “I told you not to say that.”


“It’s right, watch!”


Mitsos chuckled, “I assure you that Ariane is not part devil.”


“But you called them devil children last night.”


“Trust me, milady, I say a lot when I am drunk, and sometimes I don’t use the proper words.” His eyes shifted to Theron, “And yes that ogre was her sibling, having the same father.”


“I don’t see her being part ogre, nor do I see a human mating with one.” Theron said in disbelief.


“I don’t see where any of it is your business, but here you are questioning it. Ariane told you that you could leave if you thought this was against your beliefs. If you wish to stay, then I would suggestion taking the information as it is given to you, and demanding no more.” Mitsos shoved past them, heading into the inn.


Eryalith sighed, “What could mate with a human and a ogre, then?” She looked up at Theron, who seemed to be questioning himself.


“A god.” He mumbled, then turned around to chase after Mitsos.


Mitsos took a seat at the table and ordered some water, he had been thirsty since he had woken up, but hadn’t taken the time for much more then breakfast. Theron ran up beside the table then crossed his arms again.


“A god.” Theron looked down at him.


“What about a god?”


“Her father and the ogre’s father was a god. It’s the only logical explanation I can come up with.” 


Eryalith came in and sat across from Mitsos.


“Sir Theron, I will say this only once more. Your uncle, Sir Lucian, knows the truth about this whole matter. He knows everything that we are trying to keep from you, do you think he would send you to do anything wrong or against Tevona?”


He kept his arms crossed, “Obviously so, since the priest didn’t believe that a paladin of Tevona could be guarding Lady Ariane.”


“Do you think he is that uncaring of your life? Do you know how many other weaker paladins and squires he could of sent?” Mitsos stood up, not liking Theron hovering above him. 


“My uncle may lead the paladins at the temple, but that doesn’t make him the wisest, or least likely to be fooled. I am doing something that my goddess would not permit…”


“Don’t you think she would of stopped you already?”


He shrugged, “She lets us make our own decisions, but I don’t want to loose what I’ve worked for all this time.”


“Then leave, you know how to get back to Githeth. Go, we don’t need to have you floating about suspicious of everything we do.” Mitsos sat back down when his water arrived.


“Perhaps, I will leave.” he turned around, then twirled back to look down at Mitsos once again, “Or perhaps, I was sent to make sure whatever is about to happen doesn’t occur. I have a few ideas of what’s going on now, and I have an even better idea that I will be have to stop Ariane and you myself.”


Mitsos stood up and breathed deeply out his nose, “You may address her as Lady Ariane, and you are a paladin. If you are of any worth, then you will be able to feel any evil within her. Go stand next to her, and tell me when you feel it.”


“I don’t feel it.” Eryalith said, “She either hides it really well, or it’s not there.”


Both men ignored her, and Theron turned to head to the temple. He knew something was going array here, and he was going to stop it. He had decided in those moments, that no matter how much they pushed he was not going to leave, instead he was not going to give Ariane an inch to move. He was going to stand over her with a constant watch, until he was sure nothing was happening that he couldn’t control. The priest told him all he needed to know, and now he knew that he had to really be Ariane’s guardian. 


It was a rather childish way of getting to know what he wanted, but he was not leaving her side anymore. Everything that was mysterious surrounded her, and therefore the answers where within her.


Jabin had been in the manor all day, going undetected. He had been searching the house out, trying to find the duke’s room and the best way to exit from the manor once he had the necklace. Several times he thought he had been spotted, but it turned out to just be his fear of being caught. The manor was huge with a large white stone fence around the property, and what must of been four dozen guards on duty at all times. It made him wonder what the duke was protecting or trying to keep out. Even though he had dozens of guards, they didn’t seem to care much for their jobs. He thought they must not of been paid enough to die for the man, because they sat around taking naps or playing cards.


The first floor housed a large kitchen, a library, a hall, and several rooms that seemed to have no use what so ever but to hold the chairs and other items the duke had collected over the years. Upstairs was nothing but bedrooms, there must of been thirty of them. It had taken him nearly all day to figure out which room was the dukes, but of course it was the largest one with the most expensive items in it. Upon finding the duke’s room he had no other place to hide but under the bed, which is where he waited for him to come and sleep. Under the bed wasn’t original, and probably not the best place to hide, but he really had no other choice.  

From what he had gathered from the servants that entered his room, the duke was unmarried and spent long hours in his study. His leg had begun to fall asleep for the fourth time, but he adjusted it and hoped the feeling would come back to him. The heart within his chest pounded so hard he could feel it in his own throat. And it only got more rapid when the door opened and the duke stumbled in, apparently drunk from the way he walked.


Jabin smiled, a sleeping drunk man would be a hundred times easier to steal from, he thought. He just had to stay under the bed and wait until he was sure he was unconscious, he hoped that the duke snored. 


He watched the man’s feet as they danced around, trying to prepare himself for bed. Before he found his way under the bed, he had searched the room in hopes that Rufin was wrong and the pendant was in his jewelry box, but to no prevail. The ground shook as the duke fell from trying to balance on one leg. He stood up, and then plopped onto the bed. The only thing he had gotten off was his pants. 

Jabin laid his head down on his hands and waited. This was ridiculous he told himself, he didn’t even understand why he was doing this really. Why of all the things, would Mitsos want him to join a guild? Couldn’t they just buy him a sword, and Mitsos teach him. It wasn’t like they didn’t have spare time during the night when he and Theron were trying to prove who the bigger and more braver warrior was. Of course, Mitsos couldn’t take the time away from his spitting contest to teach someone, he thought it was beneath him.


Yes! He thought when he heard the loud, deep throated snore of the duke. Carefully he pulled himself out of under the bed to find the duke laying on his front, his face being smothered by his blanket with his large bare backside in the air. Jabin shuttered, and reached towards his neck trying to locate the chain. It was there, pulling the chain up, he slowly slide it over the man’s head. From the way the man was laying on the charm, the chain was taunt and he was sure that it was going to break or that the tight tug was going to wake him. Finally, it was over his head, but the battle was not yet over as it was still under the hulk of a man.


It was then the duke jerked, and Jabin fell to the ground. After a few moments, he heard the duke snore again. Peeking over the bed, he found the duke had just turned his head and still laid fast asleep, on top of the pendant still, of course. There was no other way to get him off, he placed one hand on the chubby shoulder, and the other one the bare hip of the duke and pushed. He pushed with all his might, but all it did was strain his legs and give him a headache. The large man wasn’t about to budge under Jabin’s poor excuse for strength. 


He stepped back and placed his hands on his hips to take a breather. Ok, so pushing doesn’t work. What else did he have? He looked around the room, a bed, pair of dirty pants on the floor, a wardrobe, a stand with a mirror, and a fat man laying on his prize. Sighing, he checked the room once again. The bed, with pillows, and pillows, at least the expensive ones, had feathers. It was a long shot, but he had to try. Grabbing one of the pillows he made a small slit in the seam. Using his index finger he stuck it into the whole and pulled out the feather. Getting down on his knees, he brushed the feather over the man’s face. The duke just waft the feeling away as if it were a fly. Jabin tried once more, again he wafted but this time rolled over on his back. Success! Jabin thought to himself and placed the feather back into the pillow, then grabbed the pendant.


Walking over to the doors, he opened one as little as possible as the halls were well lit with torches. Sliding out the door, he tipped toed down the hall to the third door past the dukes, there was a trellis of vines that he could climb down. He slid into the room, and went over to the window, slowly opening it not to make a noise.


Jabin threw the pendant around his neck, and tucked it under his shirt. Placing his right foot over the edge, he found a sturdy spot for his foot. Getting onto the ground he surveyed the area, he knew the guards would be making their rounds. Even though they did it half heartedly, he still didn’t need to prance right into one of their awaiting swords. He snuck around to the back of the manor, a place he hadn’t really seen any of the guards go. 
Ducking from tree to tree, and shadow to shadow, he made his way to the fence. Placing his hand on the top of the fence he tried to pull himself up, but his arms gave way and he tumbled to the ground. Frowning, he stood up and looked around to see if he had been heard by any of the guards, nothing. And if anyone had heard him, they probably didn’t think it was worth their life to check it out. He jumped again, and this time pulled himself up on top of the fence. He quickly jumped down, after that it was all effortless, he ran back to town making sure to steer clear of the road.

When he got back to the guild house, he knocked like he remembered Mitsos knocking. The guard from that morning still stood there and stepped aside without a word. He rushed up the stairs to find Rufin sitting around the table where the tortured man had been that morning. They were playing cards, when Jabin appeared around the giant crate.


“Ah, Jabin, I assume you are done with your task?”


He nodded, and pulled out the pendant and placed it on the table in front of Rufin, who picked it up immediately.


“Good lad.” He said, “See I told you it was an Adrik pendant, to make sure you didn’t try to buy another one.” He turned it so Jabin could see, “It’s his family’s shield, and he will pay handsomely to see it returned. You weren’t spotted ever, were you?”


“No, sir.” Jabin said smugly.


“Not going to hear about any dead guards or servants at the duke’s manor will I?” He folded his arms.


“If you do, it was not of my doing.”


Rufin smiled, and then cocked his head, “You didn’t steal anything did you?”


“Steal? No, however I did borrow a feather, but I gave it back.”


Rufin gave him a questioning look, and then he shook his head as if deciding he didn’t want to know, “You did well, boy, and this makes you a member of our most elite guild. Never talk about us to anyone but another member, and as promised I will teach you to use a rapier in the next two weeks.” 

Rufin’s eyes looked over to the large man sitting next to him, “Carvell, show him where he can sleep.”



The large man nodded and waved for him to follow behind him, up to the fourth floor of the building.

After a week, Ariane was sitting up in her bed, and demanding to be allowed to walk around. She hadn’t yet questioned why Theron never left her room, except occasionally when she slept. Figuring Mitsos had ordered him to do so, he worried to much for her. Before long she was walking around the city with Theron close at her heels. She hadn’t wanted to do anything particular, except take a look at Yodgonosh, which was more amazing then Githeth. 


Her armor still pinched her ribs to much, and Eryalith had quickly ordered a dress be made for her to wear around the city, when Mitsos had told her that Ariane couldn’t wear her armor and needed clothing. She must of paid the tailor well, because it only took a day for it to be made. It was a light blue dress, that danced around her feet whenever she moved. Some of the blue cloth had been made long strains and tied them into her hair, Eryalith had gone overboard with the dress, as all she needed was something to wear in public. Though, secretly, Ariane liked being in such a dainty outfit. It was something she really had never worn before. The men had taken notice to how feminine she looked, and even Theron’s hard face melted for a moment when she first showed them.

“Are you going to follow me all day?” She looked at the cart filled with brass items, such as vases and statuettes.


“Yes, milady.” He answered.


As she turned the corner to another area of the market, an elder man sitting on the floor tugged on her dress a little. Looking down, she saw his long gray beard and his dirty face and clothes.


“Forgive me for touching you, milady, but could you spare a coin, just so I can get something to eat.”


Ariane smiled down at the man, “Of course.” She said reaching into her pouch and pulled out a handful of coins, “Hold out your hands.”


He did as he was told, dropping his jaw when he looked at the pile of coins in my hands, “Milady, you are most generous! I thank you, may Vere bless you with great health.” He stood up and bowed several times.


“It’s quite alright, good sir. Make sure you get yourself together with that and off the streets.”


“Yes, milady, I won’t pass this up.” He bowed again as she walked away.


“That was overly generous of you. Throwing your gold away like it’s a never ending commodity for you.” Theron stepped up close to her to speak, she could feel his chest against her shoulder.


“Perhaps, it is.” She raised an eyebrow as she looked up to him.


Realizing how close he was he stepped back, “What are you doing here anyway? Do you actually need anything? You do realize anything you buy, you’ll have to carry.”


“No, I am just looking.” She smiled at one of the merchants, “It’s fun to just see a place you’ve never been to before and explore everyday life of the people that live in it. Haven’t you ever done that in your travels, Sir Theron?”


He didn’t respond with anything more then a grunt.


“I can’t believe that a well traveled man, such as yourself, has never stopped in awe of a city or place.” She turned around to look at him.


“I didn’t say that, I just don’t have any interest in looking at items that I don’t need and don’t plan on buying. There are important things that we should be doing, and this isn’t one of them, milady.”


Ariane smiled at him, breaking his cold glare for a moment, “Yes, there are more important things we could be doing, but that would entitle us to not live for a moment.”


“Live for a moment?”


Turning around she began to walk again, “Yes, being busy all the time, you forget to take in the world around you. I completely missed the Arbenish Woods because I was fearing for my life, and now if I ever want to tell anyone about them, all I can say is there were a lot of trees.”


Theron gave a half grin and then tried to pull his face back to his hard look.


“You know, Sir Theron, you won’t be able to keep that frown for very long.” She looked up at him for a brief movement as she stopped at a cart filled with grapes.


“I am not frowning, milady.” He said.


“These look lovely.” She pointed to the fruit with her index finger, Theron thought she was speaking to him, but quickly realized she was complimenting the merchant, “I’ll take some.” Holding up a small bushel, she pulled a gold coin from her pouch, “This is enough right?”


The merchant smiled at her, “You can take several more for that, milady.”


“Oh, no I just want the one.” She looked over at Theron, “Would you like one, milord?”


He shook his head.


Ariane picked up a second, “He does, he just doesn’t want to admit it yet.” She smiled, and handed over the gold coin. “Thank you, and may Placidia’s calm grace your life.”


“Thank you, milady.” The merchant said, watching them walk away.


“I said I didn’t want one.” Theron snarled, “You can’t tell me what I do and do not want.”


Ariane sighed, “You know, if you are going to constantly be so pessimistic about everything, I would prefer if you went and followed Mitsos. He seems to have more patience for it then I do.”


“Mitsos isn’t the one I am interested in.”


Her eyes shot up, “Well, I assure you that I have no interest in you.”


“No, not in that way.” He growled, such an arrogant woman, “I mean I’ve learned a few things about you in the past week, while I was trying to find Kistur.”


“Oh?” Taking a seat on one of the benches she looked up at him, then placed a grape in her mouth, “I did not realize who I am was so vague to you.”


He raised his eyebrow, “You know very well that this whole missions has been…”


“Can you sit down? The sun is glaring into my eyes looking up at you.” She scooted over and then patted the spot to her right.


Sitting down he took a deep breath, “No one had told me what exactly we are doing, or even why we are out running around looking for this Kist…”


She shoved a grape in his mouth and then laughed, when he just sat there staring at her with it resting on his tongue. “Sorry, milord, however this is my time to take in the city. I will speak to you about everything else, when we head to Rundalfelt.” She smiled at him, “And if you want to continue on following me like a puppy, then you might want to lighten up the conversation a bit.”


He chewed the grape, “So, you decided we are going there, have you?”


She nodded, “I feel like that is the best place to start.” Holding out the grape bushel to him, he shook his head, “Ahem, want to go find Mitsos?”


Reluctantly he took the bushel, causing her to chuckle. 


“So, Sir Theron,” She said between chews on her fruit, “how is it that you and your uncle ended up in Githeth, and as paladins of Tevona, no less. I had always been told that your uncle is, or rather was a paladin of Placidia.”


He nodded, “After my father’s death, my uncle took me in as my father’s wish. He sent my sister away to live with a great uncle who is a duke. My uncle couldn’t stand being in Moonglow without my father anymore, and so he left to come to Githeth. When we arrived they were under attack from orcs from the woods, and my uncle helped out. He told them he was a paladin without a patron and they asked him to join the ranks of Tevona.”


“Sounds simple, but I suppose all words do.” She sighed and looked at her grapes.


“And how is it, milady, that you came to Githeth from Moonglow then?”


She didn’t seem to say anything, gathering the right words, he suspected. His story he had told a hundred times to perfection, hers was still fresh. “As you know my father killed in an attack by assassins looking to kill me. I think the whole town slaughter was to get the attention off them and more into thinking it was a massacre.” Her words were slow, “When I found my father laying there, dying.” She looked up at Theron for a moment and then back down, “He told me to talk to Vidan about my heritage, it was his dying wish.”


“I see.” Theron’s harsh voice went a little softer, “It’s a hard thing loosing ones father.”


She nodded, “Even harder to watch them die, and be helpless to do anything.” The thought of his wound filled with blood that spilt over her hands, replayed in her mind. 


“Yes, I am sure it is.” 


“It’s only been a little over a week since it happened, but it feels like it was years ago. I don’t understand why, I’ve always been told when someone close to you dies like that, the pain stays so fresh.” She tried to slyly wipe a tear from her face, but he saw it.


“You sure it isn’t fresh still?”


Slowly she nodded, “I know that I’ll make him proud though, he wanted me to find out. He knew that I had to know so I could help these people, and I am going to. I know you and the others will be just what I need to help me save them.” Her eyes slowly turned to look at him, “That is if you ever trust me.”


His frown returned, “I don’t know what we are doing here, and until I understand there is no trust, Lady Ariane.”


“So be it, I have nothing to hide from you.”


“Then tell me what we are doing.”


Ariane smiled sadly, “I wish it was possible, but you have to see it for yourself. You have to know who I am, before you can truly understand. We aren’t staying silent because we don’t trust you, Sir Theron, it’s just that you have to see it for yourself. Then and only then can you make your decision on where you stand.”


Though he still did not understand what was happening, he at least knew now the reason they couldn’t tell him. She stood up, and brushed down the back of her dress, then started walking away.

“Lady Ariane?” He stood up, and she turned to look at him, “What we are doing, it’s for the good of Arywan and all it’s people?”


She smiled softly, “I swear on my father’s soul, that as far as I know it will not bring disgrace to your name or your path.” She turned around and started walking back into the crowd.


Theron stood for a moment thinking over what she said and followed in after her. They walked the streets together, silence being the only thing between them. Finally, Ariane stopped and smiled widely.


“A bath house! Thank the heavens.” She started walking towards it.


“You are going to take a bath here?” He asked, “With those ribs?”


“Well, I was thinking with my whole body, but yes the ribs would come along too.”


He smiled.


“It wouldn’t hurt you any to get water and soap over your parts either, you are definitely fragrant.” She wafted her hand in front of her nose, as she stepped up to the door, “My father always told me that a paladin should keep themselves sanitary, to uphold how people view their god.” She pushed the door open and smiled at the woman standing behind the counter.


“Hello, what can I do for you today?”


“You have a private tub here?” Ariane asked looking at the dark wooden walls.


She nodded, “Several, milady.”


“Do you have one available now?”


The woman looked down at her books, “Yes, milady. It’s the large one, should I place enough soap and robes for two?” She asked and then looked over at Theron.


“Oh goodness no!” Ariane laughed, “He’s my, uh, guard.” Leaning in closer she whispered to the woman, “Although, if you could get him to take a bath in any tub, I would be eternally grateful.”


The two women laughed and looked over at Theron, who rose his eyebrow.


“Milord, we have another private room available. A wide variety of oils and soaps for you to choose from.” She said to him.


“I don’t need to pay for a bath, I know where a river is.” Theron snapped.


Ariane rolled her eyes, “Yeah, but you are attached to my hip, how will you get down there.” She smiled, “Are you scared to bathe alone?”


“I am not afraid to bathe alone, milady, but I don’t think I need a bath right now.”


“We have a room with a divider, milady.” The woman said, then looked over to Theron.


“I said no.” He growled, his glare caused the woman to step back a little frightened.


Ariane turned to look at him, “It has a divider, which means you can bathe on one side and me on the other. You can keep a close… uh… ear on me.” She laughed.


“Again, I said no.” He could see the jesting in her eyes.


She was only teasing and had hoped he would say no, “Well, then go fetch me Eryalith, I am sure she’ll enjoy it.”


“I’m not your errand boy.” He snarled.


Ariane looked over at the woman, “I’ll take the room with the divider, I just have to run and get my companion.” She counted out sixteen gold coins, “That is enough?”


The woman nodded, “You’ll get the extra hot water, milady.” the woman winked.


“You going to guard my door while, I bathe then?” Ariane looked over at him.


He frowned.


Eryalith and her were in the tubs in no time, they had both chosen the lavender oils. And the room was pungent with it’s scent. Theron’s silhouette could been seen through the thin paper like walls of the bathhouse.


“He is like another limb to you now.” Eryalith said, and over the wooden divider Ariane saw one of her white legs pop up.


“Yeah, it’s like being married to a really jealous man.” Ariane giggled.


Eryalith gave a loud laugh, “Yes, I would suppose so. Do you know that I thought you two were together, when I first meet you. I even told Theron, that I did.”


She laughed, “I am sure that didn’t lay well with him, he acts like I am diseased.”


Eryalith’s small fingers wrapped around the divider and she looked over, at the tub Ariane was in. It was filled with bubbles up to her chest, Ariane smiled at her, then leaned forwards to grab her bathing rag. Eryalith could see that her entire back was bruised from the incident in the woods. “Weird talking to someone I can’t see.” She said explaining her behavior, “I need to ask you something, Ariane.”


“Sure, anything.”


She sighed, “This isn’t my place and I know it, but do you know that Jabin is well I guess for lack of a better word in love with you?”


Ariane dropped the hand holding the rag into the water, “You aren’t going to try to persuade me to do anything with him, are you?”


She shook her head, “No, nothing like that. I was just wondering if you were going to act on it or what?”


Shaking her head, her smile turned into a frown, “I do not love him in that way, nor will I ever. Why do you like him?”


Quickly she shook her head, “Oh, no, it’s just that I’m nosey is all. He’s been away for a while, and Mitsos hasn’t said anything about where they went, so I was just wondering if maybe he left…”


Ariane raised an eyebrow, “You lost me along the way in explaining your logic.”


She sighed, “I am just worried about him, that’s all.” Disappearing behind the divider, she sighed again. 


“He’s alright, Eryalith. Jabin’s a survivor, he’s been through a lot in his life. He’ll be at our sides when we leave the city, I assure you. Mitsos may not like him very much, but he wouldn’t put him in harm’s way either.” It was quiet and Ariane wondered if she had heard her.

“Theron’s a good looking human, isn’t he?” Eryalith said, looking at Theron’s silhouette.


Ariane chuckled, “I suppose if you like the ‘one to many maces to the face’ look.”


“He’s rugged.” Eryalith corrected, “Why do you to stare at each other so much?”


“What? We do not stare at each other.”


“Oh, you do too.”


Again, Ariane laughed, “I don’t know, he started staring at me a while back, and now whenever he does it, it’s like a challenge to see who will look away first.”


Eryalith laughed, “You two are too cute sometimes.”


“Sir Theron and I are hardly cute, and I’ll thank you not to pursue this topic any longer.”


Her elven eyes popped over the top of the divider again, “I think you have a little crush on him, Ariane.”


She turned quickly to look at the elf, so quickly that water split out, “Eryalith! I’ll have you know that I am an abstinent Paladin.”


“That doesn’t mean that you are dead, Ariane. He’s a good looking man, and I think you can recognize that.”


She blushed, “Fine, you win. He is a handsome man, but he is stubborn, arrogant, and can’t seem to take a moment to enjoy for himself. So, pretty much all he has going for him is his looks, so if you want a trophy spouse, he’s your man.”


Eryalith laughed, “Yeah, I’ve noticed that. He likes to brag a lot about his battles, and gets annoyed with me a lot too.”


Ariane smiled, “Don’t let him bother you, he just doesn’t understand someone who can see the brighter side of the world. He’s seen a lot of evil and darkness, and you just can’t come back to your innocence after experiencing that.”


“Sounds like you pity him for the way he is.” 


“I’m sympathetic, I suppose. He’s a good man, just needs to doubt his companions less, and live life a little bit more.”


“Friendship… or love can be a hard journey once you’ve had to fight your way down the first half of it.” 


Ariane smiled, “That’s very insightful of you, Eryalith, and most well put. You needn’t worry though, I am confident that we will all come together, despite how much the others push.”


“Ariane?” Eryalith frowned, “You don’t think I am annoying and don’t belong in the group, do you?”


“You, my friend, are like a breathe of fresh air. Just what this stuffy group needs, I was sure that we were going to end up boring each other to death. Mitsos and Theron speaking nothing about their battles, as if it proves which is the better man. Jabin pouting around over whatever it is he thinks he feels for me. You liven the group up a bit, and make everything more vibrant.”


Eryalith smiled at her, “Thanks, Ariane, I’m glad I am not a burden.”


“Good day, sir.” Their head’s shot over towards Theron as they heard a woman speak to him out in the hall.


He cleared his throat, “Good day, milady.”


The two girls turned bright red, with wide eyes they looked into each other eyes.


“Do you think he heard us?” Eryalith asked.


 Ariane slipped underneath the water trying to hide her embarrassment, with that Eryalith returned to washing her legs. They didn’t say anything else for the rest of the bath. Theron remained in the hall trying to hide the small amount of pride he had gotten from listening to the girls’ conversation, even if they didn’t like his personality.


Stepping out of the tub, Ariane slipped the robe over her head and sat down waiting to dry off. Eryalith was still in the tub humming a most hypnotic tune, it was beginning to repeat itself in Ariane’s own mind. However, it didn’t bother her, it was soothing and as she listened her eyes shut, her lips let go of a sigh.


“What is that you are humming, Eryalith?”


She could hear the smile in the girl’s voice, “Oh, it’s just an old song that mothers sing to their babies to get them to go to sleep.”


“It works well.” Ariane said with her back leaning against the wall.


“Yeah, I couldn’t sing it in common tongue, but it basically asks the gods of nature to bring a serene wind to take their child off to the land of dreams.” Her voice lost it’s happiness, “My mother use to sing it to my siblings and me, before she died.”


Her eyes opened and she sat up from against the wall, “I didn’t realize you had lost your mother.”


“She grew very ill it seemed like over night, we lost her in only a couple days. None of us were prepared, that is when my father started doing…” she thought for the right words, “what he did. He blamed the king, thought he had something to do with her death. No one knows why or how she got so ill.”


“That’s a sad tale, I am sorry you lost your mother.”


She could hear Eryalith get out of the tub as the water splashed onto the floor, and over the divider she saw the robe go into the air as the elf pulled it on. Coming around the divider Eryalith smiled at her and took a seat next to her on the bench.


“Ariane?”


“Hmm?” She took a deep breath, taking in the deep scent of lavender around her.


“Was your real father a devil?”


Ariane’s half closed eyes shot open as she looked over at Eryalith, “No!” She said more startled then anger.


Standing up as quickly as possible, Eryalith began to apologize.


“Oh, no, Eryalith, I am not angry. I just wasn’t expecting that is all.” She took her hands and pulled her to sit next to her, “I’m not a child of a devil, I promise you that. I’m going to tell you what I told Theron. Everything that is a mystery to you know will reveal itself in time, but I just can’t tell you what it is. You have to be with us, and know the group, that way when you do find out you will be able to make the best decision for you.”


Eryalith’s ice blue eyes seemed to think it over for a moment, “It’s alright if I keep collecting the clues I get along the way though, right?”


Ariane smiled, “Of course, that’s what they are there for.”


“And I can tell Theron what I have figured out?”


She looked down for a moment then back into her friend’s eyes, “Yes, I suppose it wouldn’t hurt any.”


They both looked over at Theron’s silhouette and then grinned back at each other.


“Well, I guess we better get dressed and face our humility.” Ariane said.


“Can’t we just stay in here forever?”


She could see the whitish blue of her friend’s cheek begin to have a slight pinkish tint. “It won’t be so bad, he’s a grown man. Besides, humility keeps you humble.” She patted her hand.


Eryalith squeezed her hand, then got up to walk to her side of the room.


After dressing, they walked out into the hallway. Both looking up at Theron as if to tell him not to say a word as they swayed past him, trying to hold onto their dignity. He just kept a firm face, and then grinned when their backs were to him.


Walking out into the main room, Mitsos stood up from the chair. He had been talking with the woman behind the counter. His smile deepened when he saw Ariane in her dress, he had seen it on her that morning, but had forgotten how pretty she was in it.


“Ariane, you look like the little girl I remember giving piggy back rides to.” He walked over to them, he held out his arm for her to take.


“How’d you know, we were here?” She asked wrapping her hand around the crook of his elbow.


“Let’s see, you weren’t in the market square. You hadn’t bathed in a week and a half, and I know your bathing habits. Your father use to complain about how you took a bath every other day, wasting the water.” He smiled, then looked over at Eryalith’s wet hair. “Enjoy your bath?” he asked her.


“Yes, I did.” She smiled, then reached up and placed her hand like Ariane on Theron’s arm. 


He frowned at her, but said nothing as they walked out of the bathhouse together. The scent of the city ambushed the four of them as the doors opened, it was nothing like the sweet smells of the bathhouse.


“Did you need something, Mitsos?”


He nodded, “Yes, actually. You and I need to go have a talk with someone.” His words were purposely vague because of the other two with them. “Sir Theron, why don’t you escort Eryalith to the inn, I am sure she is hungry by now.”


“I told you I am not leaving…”


Mitsos gave a scolding look, “It won’t take long, this is very important.”


“Just this once.” He said and then looked down at the elf holding his arm, “Do you have to touch me?”


Eryalith smiled, then shot up on her tip toes and planted a kiss on his cheek. His eyes widened with surprise and he looked over to Mitsos and Ariane confused. They both just laughed at him, reaching the street the inn was on, Mitsos said they would be going north up it to one of the temples.


Ariane reached out her hand and squeezed Theron’s upper arm, he knew she was telling him to be patient with her. And he watched the two walk down the street, together.


“Ariane is a good looking human, isn’t she?” Eryalith suddenly said.


“Oh no, you aren’t trapping me.” Theron tossed down her arm and headed towards the inn.


Ariane walked up the stairs with Mitsos, whose playful look at the bath house seemed to of vanished. She knew it was time to get serious, and that this wasn’t a vacation. There was actual business to attend to and though they were stuck her for a short time more, they still had information they needed to uncover. 


Stepping into the front doors of the temple of Adrik, god of gold, a short man who hit Ariane’s shoulders quickly walked up to them. He wore a dark brown robe which was common for the lower priests to wear, he smiled widely at Ariane.


“You didn’t have to get dressed up to visit me, milady.” He said to her jestfully.


“Oh no, my ribs are broken and I can’t wear my armor right now.”


He gave a short, slow nod, “I am sorry to hear that, have you been blessed at the temple of Vere? They can help speed up the healing process that way.”


She nodded,


“Oh forgive me, I haven’t even introduced myself to you. How rude, am I? I am Shalon, priest of Adrik, and Naaram prophecies expert.” He smiled, “Please, come with me to the library so we may sit.”


She began to follow him, then stopped when Mitsos let go of her arm. “Aren’t you coming?”


He shook his head, “No, I think it would be best if you did this alone.” He could see the uneasiness in her eyes, “I’ll be right out here.” Pointing to the floor below him, he smiled.


“Alright.” She followed the priest into the library and took a seat around a small oval table.


Taking a seat across from her, he smiled. “Forgive me, milady, though I have studied the prophecies for many years, I have never actually met a child of Naaram. This is a very exciting day for me.”


She smiled, happy that he was as nervous as she was, “I do not understand why I have been brought here.”


Shalon cleared his throat, “Vidan and I are associates, we both have studied the prophecies. Though I have more time to do so then he does, being that he is an advisor to a very demanding king. He asked me to speak to you, further on what you might want to expect in the coming months and years.”


“I see, and what should I expect?”


“Well, I should first explain some things to you, that you might already do but not know it. Such as the force of bonding. You see all the children of Naaram are made from the essence of one god, and the essence wants to be bonded with each other. You will find that you know exactly where to find your siblings. This is the force of bonding at work, leading each other to its other pieces.”


“So, it nothing I control, it just happens?”


Smiling widely, he nodded, “Exactly. Children that are made aware of their heritage start to become, I guess the word is, invulnerable to those who are not their siblings. Well, invulnerable is not the best word, as they can still harm you, but it takes quiet a bit. Do I make any sense?”


“I think so. It will become more easy for a sibling to injury me then a stranger.”


He shook his head, “No, I must confuse you. When I speak of a child of Naaram that is aware, I speak of a child that has murdered an innocent. If you have not killed someone that was not your sibling, then though you are mentally aware, your blood is not.” He looked at her to see if she was following along, and to see if she had any questions, she had none. “You of course know who Naaram is and what he did, yes?”


She nodded.


“Well, see there are still some of his priestess hiding about waiting for enough of his essence to gather so they can perform a ceremony to bring him back into power. However, some of the more stronger children want to become gods themselves, and they have been killing the weaker, unaware children trying to gather this essence.”


“But, won’t the priestesses bring Naaram back before they become gods?”


He stood up and began to pace, “It’s possible, some have priestesses of Naaram working for them, and other just assume if they are the last that they will be given the opportunity to become a god.” He looked into her eyes again to make sure she understood, she seemed to. “Which there is a possibility that if the last aware child is alive, and enough essence has been gather, and the priestesses don’t perform the ceremony, that they may be the next god.”


“That’s a lot of pieces that have to fall in together.”


“Yes, it is.” He looked over at her, “There is prophecies about you, or at least I am pretty sure it’s about you. It speaks of a virtuous, moral child of Naaram that will oppose the other siblings. This child may defeat it’s siblings and the priestesses preventing the god from being reborn and another war among the races. The child will be the only hope for all of Arywan. However, the child does have evil blood within, and if it kills an innocent it will begin to turn into it’s siblings. It may become the very one that brings Naaram back to life.”


“A war among the races?”


He nodded, “Yes, your siblings will begin a war, they are already gathering up armies, and preparing to move. If you fail then they will continue on destroying civilization as we know it. The path paved with lies causing the races to turn upon each other.”


The priest continued on for what seemed to be three hours, most of what he said Ariane already knew, or at least thought she knew and somehow it was correct. After sometime she decided she was hungry, and the priest seemed to be ready to get back to his duties around the temple. She thanked him for his time, and his invaluable information, then returned to Mitsos. He was leaning against the wall, looking like he guarded the entrance of the temple. If she didn’t know him, she would of thought that he was a guard. Several of the priests looked at him, wondering when it had been decided that they needed a guard.


“Learn something?” He asked when she stepped up, the scent of lavender re-entered his nose.


“Much.” She smiled, “Lets get back to the others. Theron might think I just destroyed an entire nearby village, while he was away.”


Mitsos laughed and held out his arm again, she smiled at him. He wasn’t normally this way with her, but it had to be something to do with the dress. In Moonglow, he had always been a gentleman to all the ladies, married, young, old, ugly, or beautiful, he treated them all with respect. Her father had once told her that he was the scorn of every husband. It was nice though to be seen as a woman, at least for now, she thought to herself.


“Ow!” Jabin screamed, looking down that the cut that Rufin had left on his leg. “I thought we were sparring!”


Rufin’s rough face didn’t change, “We are, if we weren’t you would be dead by now. However, you need to see how serious this actually is. Now attack.”


Jabin clenched the hilt of the rapier in his hand, and jumped forth. Rufin twirled to the left, as if Jabin was going in slow motion, and sliced the back of his thigh.


“How do you steal anything with that speed?” He laughed.


“I get by.” He placed his hand over the wound on the back of his thigh. “I don’t see why I am here, anyway. Why can’t Mitsos just buy me a sword and then teach me how to use it in his spare time. He is the best swordsman, I’ve ever seen.”


Rufin let out a boisterous laugh, then turned to Carvell and waved him over. Carvell was a huge man much taller then Mitsos and Theron, and his size horizontally was probably both the two put together or so Jabin guessed. On his side he carried two large swords, a little larger then Mitsos’ own sword.


“Carvell, let him borrow one of your swords.”


The giant looked over at him questioningly, obviously protective of his weapons.


“It’s only to borrow, you’ll get it back. I need to make a point.”


Pulling the sword from it’s sheath like it weighed that of a feather, he offered it over to Jabin. Reaching out he prepared himself for the light sword, only to find it fall to the ground, and Carvell giving him a look of annoyance.


“Sorry.” He said, then bent over to pick it up. “This thing weighs more then I do.”



Rufin laughed, “Now, prepare yourself for attack.”


There was no time to stop him, Rufin lunged forward and cut Jabin’s other leg, before he could even get the sword of the ground.


“Ow!” He snapped again.


“Now, do you see why it’s not possible? Had you spent your youth trying to become a guard, instead of a thief then maybe Mitsos would be teaching you now. However, such is not the case. So, hand Carvell back his precious sword, and pick up your rapier.”


Jabin dragged the sword back over the Carvell’s right hand man, who ripped it from his grasp. Going back over to the center of the floor he picked up the dainty weapon, it looked like something a woman would use, not a full grown man. He had been most disappointed when Rufin had first handed it to him, and he was still in the same state of mind.


“Until you begin to appreciate what a powerful weapon she is, you’ll never be able to master her.” Rufin said, noticing his looked of disappointment.


“I’ll appreciate her, when she looks like something a man would carry and isn’t referred to in the feminine form.” Jabin snapped.


His words made Rufin burst out with laughter again, he was always laughing about something or another. No matter what Jabin said it seemed to amuse him.


“Well, my friend, she is light and if you wanted to, you could even throw her at your target. Just picture her to be a long dagger, one that you have to be very cautious about throwing away.”


Jabin just stood silent looking at his rapier, still with the hint of disappointment in his eyes. 


Rufin smiled and walked over to him, placing his hand on Jabin’s shoulder, his smile only deepened, “Come, we’ve had enough training for today. Time to eat.” 


Walking into the empty inn, surprised Ariane a bit, she had still expected it to be full. She wondered how they managed to stay in business with no customer base, but those thoughts fled from her when she saw Eryalith sitting at a table alone. Looking up to Mitsos, he seemed to be asking the same question in his eyes as she was, where was Theron?


They walked up together, Ariane took a seat next to her, while Mitsos sat across from them. All Eryalith did was give a half grin, and then returned to her sadden face.


“What did he say to you?” Ariane said protectively.


Shaking her head she looked up, “How can someone like that be a paladin, Ariane?” She looked over to Mitsos, “I thought paladins were good and fought for what was right, and were compassionate and courteous. He’s not!”


Mitsos sighed, “They are suppose to be, but sometimes you get so caught up in the problems that are happening around you, that you forget that others have emotions that you can easily step on.”


Ariane placed her on Eryalith’s upper back, and rubbed slowly from shoulder to shoulder, “Anything you want to tell us?”


“He told me that I needed to go back to my father, and grow up before I tried to become a hero. Said that I wasn’t to touch him or talk to him for the rest of the time, I am with you, and…”


“Ignore him, he doesn’t know what he is speaking about.” Ariane said not wanting her to finish.


“Where did he go?” Mitsos asked.


“He said he needed some relief from me, and then he went up to his room.”


Ariane’s eyes looked over to Mitsos, questioning him about what they were suppose to do. He was no help, he just shrugged, they both knew that there was no getting through to the man. But something had to be said, something had to put an end to this. There was no way that there were going to make this journey when they weren’t united.


“I’ll be right back.” Ariane stood up.


“Ariane, you know it’s useless.” Mitsos grabbed her arm as she walked around him.


“Doesn’t mean it needs to go unsaid.” 


He let her go, then turned his attentions back to Eryalith, taking a deep breath, he released it. “This is going to be a long journey.” He ran his hands through his hair.


Ariane walked down the hall to Theron’s door, and then with all might behind it she knocked as loudly as possible. If he was asleep he was going to wake up.


“Go away, Ariane.” She heard through the door.


“Theron!” She had said his name informally, “Open this door, or I’ll break it down, so help me!”


Opening the door, he had the decency to look guilty, “Before you say anything, I am sorry. I was a little angry with myself and I took it out on her, and I promise to apologize in the morning.”


“You will apologize right now.” Her voice shook with anger, as well as her arms, “I have put up with your mood for long enough! I swear on my life, that I am about one sentence away from…” Ariane stepped back and took a deep breath, she was a paladin of Placidia she wasn’t suppose to get this angry. “Bless me with restraint, Placidia, and calm my heated emotions.” She mumbled under her breath, looking back up at Theron, he seemed to be as surprised as she was. 


“Sir Theron, forgive my out burst, and allow me to reword myself.” She took a deep breath again, “It seems then whenever there has been a problem that most of the time you are the one behind it. I don’t know what kind of oath you took, but when I took my oath, I swore to uphold virtue and compassion towards others. I swore to protect those who needed it, and vanquish any foe who tried to stand in the way of peace and goodness. Is that similar to the oath you took?”


He gave a nod.


“You have been insensitive and unpleasant, and I and the rest of the group are almost at our breaking point with you. If you wish to return home then so be it, but please do not place your distrust, among your other self made burdens, upon us. From this day forth, you are forbidden to speak to me or any one else in the group, unless it’s a well thought out sentence designed to compliment or give constructive criticism, are we clear?” Ariane’s eyes looked into his own, telling him to choose his words wisely.


“Yes, milady.” He looked down at the floor ashamed.



“Please, come down and speak to Eryalith, you have damaged her self-esteem and her pride.”


Looking up he gave a nod, “Milady, I need to speak to a priest or another paladin of Tevona. I think I need direction, I am not use to following someone blindly, and I think I need to travel to Hurgand, it’s an outpost not far from here, and visit the temple there. It would only be two days that I would be gone, but I need someone who knows the ways of Tevona to guide me.”


Ariane’s features softened, “I think that would be an excellent idea, milord. One that would most likely bring more peace to our group. When will you leave?”


“Tomorrow morning at sun up.”


“That will be fine, we have no need for your abilities.” Ariane turned to walk down the hallways, completely forgetting that she wanted him to apologize to Eryalith.


That morning Theron woke up and prepared himself to leave, after he made sure he had everything he needed, he headed down the stairs. The room was empty except for the bar maid and the large man sitting at the table, eating his breakfast.


“I’m leaving now, Mitsos.” Theron said as he walked up beside him.


“Good luck, I pray you find the satisfication in their wisdom that you couldn’t find in our answers.” Mitsos said never looked up from his food.


“I would of thought, you would think I was betraying Lady Ariane.”


“Nay, you are only helping yourself to become better to aid her in the journey ahead.” This time he looked up at him.


“Is Eryalith alright?” He asked with guilt in his voice.


“She said she couldn’t breath in the city and had to leave for a while, we are expecting her back in a few days.” Mitsos kept his gaze on Theron, “Of course, I just think she grew tired of your insults and needed some time away.”


Biting his lower lip, he thought for a moment, “I’m going to make it up to her when I get back.”


Mitsos sat back in his chair, “Strange that we are all leaving at the same time, when we are suppose to be guarding her.”


Theron swallowed, “All of us?”


He gave a short nod, “The other day at the temple, I was asked to look into a matter. I have to leave for Bregia, and hear what they have to say there.”


“How long will you be gone?”


“I don’t know, a week maybe. You’ll probably be the first one back, which by the way, Ariane told me to tell you that she rented us both horses at the stable on the other side of town.”


Theron nodded, “With a horse I might make it back tonight.” He sighed, “Maybe I should stay until someone else gets back.”


“She’ll be alright, just try to hurry it along, but find the answers you need. Speaking of which, you should get moving.”


“Well, maybe we should get Jabin to watch her.”


Mitsos shook his head, “He’s training, and he doesn’t have much time to learn all that he needs to know.”


“Why did you let Eryalith go if you knew Lady Ariane would have to be alone?”


“I can’t tell Eryalith what to do.”


He crossed his arm, “You seem to tell Jabin and me what to do just fine.”


“I suggest what should be done, if you don’t what to comply there is nothing I could do to force you to do it, Sir Theron.”


A moment of silence was left between them, Theron patted Mitsos’ shoulder before he walked out. Stepping out into the empty street, he set off toward the north end of the city, where he had remember seeing stables while he walked with Ariane. There had been to many emotions, too many questions that were unanswered, and he just needed to step away from it all for a bit. Of course, that is what every one wanted too it seemed. This group hadn’t been together for two weeks and there was already too many problems for him to handle. Yet, he had to handle them, his uncle had ordered him to come, and here he was not upholding the proper perspective of a follower of Tevona. 


What had gotten into him, anyway? After he made Eryalith cry he had realized how far he had gone into the depths of his own darkness. He needed guidance and going back through the Arbenish Woods to his uncle was out of the question. He did, however, know a paladin that had been transferred to Hurgand only a couple years ago, he hoped he could speak to his old friend. 


The stables seemed to appear in front of him without even thinking about where he was going, he had run into them. Opening the door, he walked in to see an elder man sitting on a stool. The man smiled and stood when he entered.


“Something, I can do for you, milord?”


“Yes, I believe the Lady Ariane made a payment for a horse for me, Sir Theron.”


The man nodded, “Oh yes, Lady Ariane, what a sweet woman, she was. Gave me more then enough for two horses. For the price she paid to rent them, she could of bought a few.” he smiled showing he was missing one of his canines.


“Yes, she is a very giving woman.” Theron said, it wasn’t until he said that that he realized she indeed was.


He waved Theron to follow him to the back of the stables, “Beautiful too, if I wasn’t so old I might of tried some of my old lines on her. Use to be a poet, you know.”


Theron didn’t say anything.


“Oh excuse me, milord, I seemed to of forgotten who I was speaking to. She could be your wife for all I know, and here I rant on…”


“It’s quiet alright, my good man, she is not my wife or anything of the like. I am merely her guard.”


He nodded, “Working man like me, then you know what I mean about her. Don’t know how you could be her guard and not want to…” the man just made a groaning noise to indicate what he meant.


“Believe me, she makes it quite easy.” Theron smiled.


The man opened one of the stable doors, and pulled out a black stallion. He stroked the beast’s back, and then prepared the saddle for it. “So, what’s her story, she a rich man’s daughter, trying to give charity to those she thinks is below her?”


He chuckled, “Actually, she’s a paladin.”


The old man looked over the horse at Theron, “A paladin, who needs a guard?”


He nodded, “Strange I know, but it’s the truth. There are circumstances that I can’t explain to you.”


“Ah, I’m too nosey anyway. None of my damn business, but here I am questioning you.” He cleared his throat as he dropped the saddle on the horses back. “When can we expect the horse back? I mean you can have it for as long as you need it, Lady Ariane paid well for it. I just need to know for the books sake.”


“Well, I am hoping to be back by tonight, most likely late. If not tonight, then sometime tomorrow, presuming nothing goes wrong along the way.”


He tightened the straps around the horse, “Well Soja is all yours then. He’s my fastest, he should get you to where ever you need to go with haste.”


“Thank you.” Theron took the reins, “I’ll make sure I get him back to you as quickly as possible.” He told the man then lead the horse outside.


Mounting the horse, he took a deep breath to try and gather which direction he needed to go. Making it out of the city, he decided to see how fast this horse could go. After all, Lady Ariane would be without a guardian for the entire day.


Ariane walked down the stairs, and gave a tired grin to Mitsos as she walked up to sit across from him. “Just the two of us?” She said dropping her hand onto her other hand that rested on the table.


“For now.” He waved the bar maid over and ordered her some breakfast.


“I’m ready to get moving again, Mitsos. We are just wasting time here.” She sighed.


Smiling, he patted her hand. “A little late for that decision, Ariane. Theron and Eryalith are gone, Jabin is training, and I have to leave for a while.”


Her head shot up to look at his with wide eyes, “And where are you going?”


“I told you about this last night, you rented Theron and I horses, remember?” he laughed.


“Oh yeah, what are you going to be doing?”


“One of the priests of Adrik was telling me that another one of their temples in Bregia has a relic that they need. They have asked for them several times to send it, and they get no reply, so I offered to go find out what is going on and possibly bring the relic back.” He stopped speaking when the bar maid put Ariane’s food on the table, and then continued when she walked away. “I’ll be traveling with another priest, so they know I am not trying to steal the relic for myself. Bregia is pretty far to the south, so I’ll be gone for at least another week.”


She frowned as she pulled her plate closer to her.


“Theron will probably be the first one back.”


“Ugh.” 


“Give him another chance, Ariane. Obviously, he has seen the error in his ways and wants to find the guidance he is lacking. It’s hard to be fighting for an unknown cause, and sometimes you just need someone you do trust to point you in the right direction.”


She pressed her lips together, “I understand, it’s just that he has been so unmanageable since we met. I almost threatened him last night, and I was so mad I was actually shaking, Mitsos. I’m loosing my patience with the man, and I don’t think I can take much more. Placidia is going to get angry for how much restraint blessings I pray for.”


He chuckled, “You know I have heard rumors that the Arbenish Woods play with people’s emotions. Sometimes, it’s so great that companions turns on each other. Thinking back I remember Decimus and I having argument while we went threw it, maybe it holds some truth.”


“So, you want to use the woods as your scapegoat for how this group has been acting?”


He smiled, “No, I just think that all of us being apart might let us come back in with a fresh look.”


“When you get back we are leaving right? I am growing tired of the bustle of this city.” 


He nodded, “We will see how you feel and what the priests of Vere have to say about your condition.” Standing up, he reached over and kissed the top of her head. “Watch yourself today, Ariane. Theron should be back by tonight, if not then tomorrow.”


“Be safe, Mitsos.” She smiled up at him.


“Eat your breakfast, and try to stay in your room for the day.” He turned his back on her and walked out of the inn to his next destination, the temple of Adrik.


Jabin walked down to the large basement of the guildhall, this was were all the members of the guild gathered for meals. He had been surprise every time he came down into the dinning hall at how massive it just was, hidden under the earth of the city. The actual guild hall or at least the parts he knew of was rather small, but there must have been around two hundred men and women that gathered there three times a day to enjoy meals together and share their tales with one another.


There was a line that he had to wait in with a bowl, and at the end an old dirty man who was the chef. Taking his place at the end of the line, he picked up his bowl when they arrived in front of him. The room was almost deafening from the amount of noise all the people were making. After spending most of his morning doing speed training, by trying to steal a stick from Rufin’s belt, he was too tired to even listen to all the mockery he knew he was about to receive. Rufin seemed to enjoy informing the entire meal hall of how slow he was, and what a bad thief he was. He admitted that Rufin and most of his guild members were much better then himself, but he didn’t want to be part of the guild. All he wanted was for them to teach him whatever it was Mitsos wanted him to know, and then get back to his group. 


As he finally reached the front of the line, the chef placed a brown clump into his bowl. He quickly frowned at the mud like liquid, but as he turned to walk away a hand reached out and took his bowl, setting it down next to the cooking pot. It was Rufin and he smiled at him.


“Tournament!” He shouted, everyone started pounding the table.


“What?” He asked when he saw the round circular target being brought out to the end of the room.


“I remember Mitsos saying you were good with your daggers.” He placed his hand on the shoulder of the man next to him. “This is Elian, and he is the best dagger thrower in the guild. Let’s see how well you do against him. If you win, then you’ll get some part of the gold on our next excursion, if you lose however then you get to scrub the dinning halls on your hands and feet.”


“But I haven’t even eaten yet.” Jabin frowned, he knew peace was to much to pray for.


“Tournament first, food later.” Rufin grabbed his shoulder and brought him between the long rows of tables, setting him about thirty feet away from the target.


Elian was a smaller man then he was, which he only noticed when he pushed himself between Jabin and the guild leader. He pulled the dagger from his belt, the room went dead silent. He aimed it, his tongue slipped out of his mouth and he closed his left eye. Pulling it back, and readied himself and tossed. It landed dead center in on the target, the room exploded with cheers for their hero. 


Turning around Elian smiled at Jabin, “You can’t beat that.” He whispered into Jabin’s ear.


Rufin pushed Jabin forward, and laughed. The room resumed to pounding their fists on the tables, even after Jabin pulled his dagger. Holding the dagger in his hands, he was about to throw but the rest of the room distracted him, and he came back to his normal stance. There was no way he could do this with all the noise in here. Rufin stepped forward, whispered into his ear, he could feel his hot breath on his cheek.


“Knock it down, Mitsos says you are good, that’s a huge compliment coming from him.” He stepped back.


Jabin thought for a moment, then pulled his second dagger from the belt. Placing them had hip level with his right hand, he concentrated on the dagger. Quickly with his left hand he tossed one dagger and then the other. The first one flew across the room, and knocked Elian’s dagger to the ground. The second one soared in and went into the target where the other man’s dagger had been, it’s blade went in half way. There was no way that Elian was going to be able to knock that dagger off. Jabin smiled, and spun around, realizing that the room had gone quiet.


Rufin gave a laugh from deep within his belly, “Good show, lad! Good show!” He patted Elian on the back, the room clapped for Jabin. Grinning to himself, he tried to hide the pride that he felt within his heart. “Come eat breakfast with Carvell and me, Jabin.” Rufin put his arm around his shoulders and lead him off to a side room, where he ate his bacon and eggs, and listened to the two man talk about a task that they had been hired for.


Through the laughter, there was a seriousness about the entire conversation. It didn’t bother Jabin though, for the first time in his life, he felt like he belonged here. He was among others of his own kind, and they were beginning to respect him. Though it made his time, at least for the moment, happier to live, he knew he still wanted to get back to Ariane and the others.


It only took six hours to reach Hurgand, it was a small outpost probably smaller then most. A military outpost placed there by some king or another, the only people that called it home were the guards that were stationed there six months out of the year. Wooden barracks, some outhouses, among other miscellaneous wooden buildings were housed in by the fence made from long trunks of trees, it seemed to be an unfriendly place when he entered. Guards in full armor walked around looking more home sick then battle ready. The only temple there was that of Tevona, which was the only large building, as well as the only building made from marble. 


Theron tied his horse to the nearest pole in front of the temple, and rushed up the stairs. There was no one in the main room, so he found himself over to a prayer pillow in front of a over sized statue of Tevona and began to pray.


However, his prayers turned into thoughts, and his thoughts into worries. He was afraid that whatever he was doing would be against Tevona, that she would find him unworthy of her powers. That everything he worked so hard his entire life would be taken from him. He didn’t know why he felt this way, nothing had really happened to prove him correct in his assumptions. Yet, it hung there on his heart, telling him that something just wasn’t what it seemed.


“Sir Theron?” a deep voice spoke.


Theron stood up and turned to look into the eyes of his old friend, Karim. He was a decade older then him, but had helped him through many of the troubles he had to bare as a squire. Somehow, it just seemed right to come and talk to him about the troubles he was facing now. 


Karim’s large build walk towards him, and he tossed his arms around his friend. “You need a bath, friend.” He said as he stepped away, he had only been joking, trying to remove the harden look on his friend’s face. “What is it, Theron?”


“Karim, I need to speak with you in private if you have time.”


“Of course, come to my study. Would you like something to drink? You look tired.”


He shook his head, “No, I just need to speak with you.”


They found their way into his study, Karim sat in the chair behind his desk and pointed to the one in front of it for Theron. “What is it then, friend?”


“Less then two weeks ago, my uncle assigned me to guard this woman. I didn’t understand because she was a paladin of Placidia, why would she need a guardian?” He looked up at Karim to see if he was following, “She already had two guardians, one you may know Mitsos.”


He nodded, “The man who traveled with Sir Decimus.”


“Yes, the woman I am guarding is Sir Decimus’ daughter. He has recently past from an attack of assassins, one that was meant to kill her.” 


“Kill her, why?”


He shrugged, “I don’t know there is much around this whole situation that I don’t understand. We ran into this ogre in the woods, and she fought it single handedly, Mitsos forced us not to help. The ogre said he and her were family. Then Mitsos in a drunk rage said that they were hunting devil children. A priest of Ginafa said that it was strange that a paladin of Tevona would be guarding her, he also mentioned that he didn’t understand why Placidia would allow such a child to be a paladin under her.” Theron realized he had been talking extremely fast, but Karim seemed to of caught it all.


“That does sound very strange.” Was all he said.


“I think she is maybe a child of a god, because I can’t think of anything else that could mate with a human and an ogre.”


“You think Sir Decimus had a child with a god?”


Theron cracked a grin, “No, she is adopted child. Sir Decimus was a chaste paladin.”


“Oh, I see.” Karim sat back in his chair, “I didn’t know that, considering he is one of the greatest heroes of our time, I feel rather sheepish.”


“I don’t know what I am suppose to do in this situation, it’s like I’m being given orders in the dark here. Am I just suppose to follow blinding and strike whatever they tell me to?” He looked up at Karim, “I don’t want Tevona to renounce me as a paladin, I worked to hard to get to where I am.”


“Theron, from what you tell me, I don’t see any wrong in what you are doing. There is a girl who is mysterious that you have to guard, have you talked to her about any of this?”


He nodded, and scooted closer to the edge of his seat, “She told me that she couldn’t say what was going on, but in time I would find out, and that would be when I was ready to know the answer. Then she said something about me making a decision.”


“Hmm, interesting.” Karim rubbed his shaved chin. “Do you feel an malevolence within her being?”


He shook his head, “No, she doesn’t even kill anything unless it’s one of these ‘siblings’ which we’ve only run into one. She over pays for all her wares and gives a lot of her money to the poor, if I didn’t know any better I would think she was an overly generous paladin of Placidia.”


Karim chuckled, then leaned forward, placing his elbows on the desk, “Well, my friend, maybe she is. I don’t see the gods making a mistake of allowing someone to use their powers, and their strengths, to answer their prayers, when they know they have a malicious intent with them. Placidia is the goddess of peace and restraint, maybe there is a good reason why ‘such a child’ would be her paladin?”


Theron nodded, “You think I should continue guarding her, until I have learned more, Karim?”


“Theron, I can’t tell you what you should or should not do, you are the one that is around her. Only you can make that decision, if her intent is evil, then perhaps it would be best for you to be there when it happens. Maybe Tevona wants you to guide her along the path, and protect her from what she can’t protect herself from. Or maybe Tevona wants you to stop her when you see her true form. There is a reason that she chose you to be there with her, but if you reject this assignment, she will only find someone else to fill it. The question is do you want to be the one to find out the truth?”


Theron’s chocolate eyes looked at his light haired friend, as he thought of his words, “My heart says she is virtuous and kind, and my head tells me that I can’t trust someone who hides who they are from me.”


Karim smiled, “You are not a trusting man, Theron. But for as long as I’ve been a paladin, I’ve never known Tevona to talk to me through my mind. Her answers only come from within here.” He pointed to his chest, “Now, I’m not telling you what to do, my friend. I want you to do what you think and feel is best for you at this crossroad you’ve come to.”


He took a deep breath, “I think it would be best if I continued along with her, and discovered the truth. Perhaps, Tevona does want me to stop her… or protect her, as you said.”


His friend gave a swift nod, “And you rode how far to talk to me?” he laughed.


“From Yodgonosh.” He chuckled feeling rather shamefaced.


“It doesn’t matter, I haven’t seen you in two years. I’m glad that even though time had come between us, you still trust my wisdom enough to speak with me.”


Theron felt a weight lift off his chest, “I’m glad that you were this close.” he tried to lighten the mood again with another chuckle. “I just don’t like going into battle without knowing who my enemy is.”


“I can understand that, but maybe you should think of it this way. Your enemy is anyone looking to hurt her.”


Pressing his lips together he nodded, “Yes, that makes sense to me, vague sense, but sense enough.”


“You said yourself that she is virtuous, how can you not protect that?” There was a silence while Theron thought for a moment, “So, tell me of this daughter of Sir Decimus? She has a very large shadow to grow up in.”


“You know it’s strange, I don’t think she knows how well known he actually is. And if she does, she doesn’t seem to use it to promote herself. When Mitsos and I are telling stories, whatever he says, she just seems to act as if she is hearing it for the first time.”


“Sir Decimus was a humble man, and I am sure he didn’t want his daughter growing up, thinking she had to match him.” He tried to hide his laughter from Theron, but failed.


“What’s so funny?”


“Oh, I was just thinking of what an ugly man, Sir Decimus was. When I heard he had a daughter, my first thought was poor girl, she’ll have no choice but to become a priestess or paladin.”


They both laughed, but Theron knew there was a question in there, “She’s a striking woman, I was a little taken back myself when I first realized she was Decimus’ daughter. Though, I reminded myself that she isn’t of his blood. From what I understand from Mitsos, she had scores of suitors, just waiting for her to abandon her chastity oath.” It wasn’t until after he spoke that he realized he had made it sound like he didn’t know her as a child.


“Ah, she went down that path did she?”


“Yeah, but I don’t see her following it, she’s too flirtatious.”



“With you?”


Theron laughed, “No, she doesn’t care for me much, not that I’ve given her any reason to. Though she has a childhood friend, who likes her a great deal, and I am trying to put my hand into that, bring the two together.”


“Theron, the match maker? Doesn’t sound to good.” Karim laughed.


“She issued me a challenge one night that she could uphold her oath, and I just know that she won’t and I’ll win that.”


He laughed again, “She actually issued the challenge to you? Maybe she wants you to break that oath with her.”


“Well, no she didn’t actually say it, but I saw it…” He thought for a moment, “Thinking back on it now, was more of a look of stubbornness then a challenge I suppose.”


“Theron, I would suggest leaving your hand out of this one. Kiele would be displeased if she saw you messing with hearts she has plans for.”


“Not like she helped me when Fiala’s heart began to question itself.”


Karim fell to a more somber look, “I don’t want to hurt your opinion of her any further, or cause a problem between us, but Fiala had been skipping from man to man since she came of age. When I heard you two were getting married, I just knew it was going to end in heart break. But what was I suppose to tell a man that the woman he had been betrothed to was sleeping with everyone?”


Theron nodded, “I know, but I just couldn’t believe her eyes lied to me.”


“She got what she deserved, and maybe it was the best thing for her. You should feel lucky that the wedding didn’t actually take place, you could of ended up finding her with a lover someday.”


Though it hurt a little, Theron knew that was the truth, “Worse yet her lover could have been Hananel.”


He laughed, “Is he still bothering you?”


“Not since I left Githeth.” Theron joked, “He even thought I was after Lady Ariane and tried to ‘steal’ her from me.”


Karim gave a sympathetic grin, “I guess love isn’t meant for many of us, Theron.” He spoke of his own unfortunate past with women, “But we have the love of Tevona, so its not so bad is it?”


He shrugged, “Maybe Kiele has other plans for us?”


“Maybe.” They enjoyed a moment of silence to think over their conversation, “Well, can you stay for dinner?”


Theron shook his head, “I have to get back to Lady Ariane, all of her guardians seemed to have things to do. I will be the first to return, the longer I am away the more danger she might be in.”


“Be careful, Theron, sounds like you care what happens.” he teased.


He stood up from his chair, “Despite my distrust in her, she is a good woman, and her death would be a loss for all of Arywan.”


Karim smiled, “Keep saying that to yourself, Theron. You’ll make the best guardian she will ever have.”


“Thank you, Karim. You’ve improved my out look on this whole ordeal greatly, and I think I have some apologizes that I need to issue out, and some respect that I need to regain back from my companions.”


“My pleasure, Theron. Don’t be a stranger, my friend. I didn’t realize how much I missed our talks.”


Theron nodded, “I’ll try to make it out here more.” 


“Hey, take a bath, you’re fragrant.”


Smiling, he walked out of the room, leaving his friend to the work he had piled up on his desk.


Things had been changed in his eyes slightly, now that he knew what another paladin of Tevona would be doing, he was sure that his first instinct had been correct. He needed to uphold the virtues of his goddess, and earn the respect of those around him, not just expect it to be there because of who he was. He had realized how patient the group had been with his out bursts, and that he had caused a lot of problems that just weren’t needed in a time such as this. He needed to take the information as he got it, like he had when he was a squire.


Climbing back onto Soja, he headed out of the outpost and back to Yodgonosh. He was more at peace with his inner self now, and knew the trip was well worth the answers. He just hoped that Ariane was alright being alone the entire day.


Ariane had spent most of the day in her room, but around three in the afternoon she needed some air. Leaving the safety of her room, she found herself walking around the marketplace again. Walking around was so lonely without one person from her group or another bugging her. Even in Moonglow she had her would be suitors, Jabin, Mitsos, and her father constantly harassing her and asking her to do things for them. It was funny how something that annoyed her so much her entire life was what she missed the most at that moment.


Stopping at a cloth cart, she rub her hand over them, and smiled at their silkiness. She realized then that someone else’s hand was rubbing the cloth, a small feminine hand. Turning she looked at the dark haired woman beside her, who smiled at her.


“Such lovely fabric.” the woman’s velvety voice spoke.


Ariane smiled, “Yes.”


The woman was dressed in a dark robe, one that Ariane recognized as a cleric’s robe. Her hair was long, smooth and as black as a starless midnight, she was shorter then Ariane, the top of her head reached a couple inches below her shoulder. However, Ariane thought she was a very beautiful woman with such milk like skin.


Two men stood behind her, and looked as if they had grown tired of the marketplace like Theron had a while back. One carried a sword on his back, he was the largest man that Ariane had ever seen in her life, not only in height but his large muscles seemed to overflow in his clothing, obviously he was to large for armor. He had short black hair with a sharp face underneath, his jaw and chin were square like. She had always thought Mitsos was the largest man in the world, but now she had proven herself wrong. The woman in front of her barely stood tall enough to reach his chest.


The other man carried a bow on his back, and smaller version of a mace at his side. He too was a large, muscular man, but he only met the man beside him where the woman met Ariane. He had long black hair that stopped just below his chin, and his skin tone was a strange shade, it seemed to be the pinkish color of a human but there was a strange darkness to it. Somehow she knew he wasn’t what he appeared to be.


“I’ve always wanted such a dress made from silk or satin, alas with the way I travel it wouldn’t suit me well.” The woman said.


“Wouldn’t be able to wear one myself.”


The woman looked her over for a moment.


Grabbing the collar of the dress she pulled it forward some, “Oh, this. I’m just wearing this because an ogre broke my ribs, and I can’t get into my armor.” Ariane laughed.


The group chuckled along with her.


“I’m Lady Ariane, paladin of Placidia.” she introduced herself.


“And I am Oriana, cleric of Vere, and this my husband Sir Frayne, paladin of Vere,” She pointed to the huge man, Ariane almost laughed thinking she had to be joking, but soon realize she was very serious, “And our companion, and dear friend, Mikal, cleric of Tevona.” Her finger shifted to the archer. 


Ariane smiled at Mikal, “One of my companions is a paladin of Tevona, Sir Theron.”


Mikal nodded, “Yes, I know of the arrogant bastard.” His voice was deep and rich, and she was almost surprised at the softness she heard in his voice.


“Mikal!” Oriana snapped.


Ariane laughed, “It’s alright, he only speaks some truth.”


“We know of Sir Theron, met him on several occasions. He and Mikal don’t see eye to eye on certain issues.” Oriana explained.


“Sir Theron doesn’t see eye to eye with anyone, at least from what I’ve noticed.” Ariane’s eyes looked over to Frayne who had yet to speak, he stood firm with his arms crossed.


“Lady Ariane what brings you to this hectic city?” Oriana asked.


“Coming through, we have plans to go to Rundalfelt soon.”


She smiled, “Oh? We are heading their ourselves, when are you leaving?”


“When my guardians get back, I suppose, in a week or so.”


Oriana nodded, “Well, we are leaving in a couple of days. Maybe we will meet again along the way.”


Ariane smiled and nodded, “It was nice meeting all of you, safe travels.”


Oriana returned the smile and the two men nodded, as they turned to leave Oriana looked back at her, “Which inn are you staying at?”


“The one across from the Vere temple.”


She smiled, “Why don’t we retire there, and speak more. We have nothing else to do, while I wait for the smithy to forge me a new sword.”


“I would enjoy the company.” Ariane smiled, and walked with the group to the inn.


It remained quiet and empty inside the inn, and Ariane soon learned from Oriana that the inn was property of the Vere temple, and only guests of the temple were permitted to stay in it. Mikal sat next to her, while the couple sat across the table. 


She found that they were a group of adventures who went from temples of Vere and Tevona looking to do good. They had lived about the past six years of their life together, and it was Mikal who had brought them all together. Frayne had been an illegal combat slave, forced into battling other slaves, and sometimes monsters like orcs and goblins, for the entertainment of the nobles that owned him. Mikal had been the one to save him from the life, though they left out the details on how exactly he had done so. 


Oriana came into the picture later, stumbling upon the group. She blushed when she said she met Mikal first, and was taken by him. Frayne rolled his eyes, and breathed deeply. Laughing, she reassured him that she only had eyes for him now. Her story continued saying that she followed them for weeks even though they ‘asked’ her to leave several times. She said she knew she had to be there, because she had to help Frayne. Ariane didn’t learn why she had to help or even what she did, but it was obviously a topic they didn’t want to pursue.


After the sun fell from the sky, the bar maid brought over mugs of ale for everyone. The group began to drink and Ariane pushed it to the center of the table.


“Do you not indulge once and a while, Lady Ariane?” Mikal asked, taking a sip of ale.


She shrugged, “Yes, but not in ale.”


Frayne took a large gulp of his ale and still said nothing, instead he looked over at Oriana. “Oh come on, Lady Ariane. It will only be one, and you can repent in the morning. Vere doesn’t look highly on such a beverage either, but I am sure your own father drank occasionally.”


Ariane thought for a moment, she had seen her father drink wine and ale rarely, but only in small quantities. Mitsos had gone above indulging in it, and practically lived in it’s grasp. “I suppose.” She took a drink of the bitter liquid, trying to look like it wasn’t her first time, she hid her face the best she could.


Though she promised herself it would be the only ale she would have for the evening, she found herself drinking right along side of the group. They told her stories of their many adventurers, even had several humorous moments that Theron probably wished would have been forgotten. 


Looking over at the man beside her, she realized that his ears were elven. He didn’t look elven in any form, he was tall and well built. He had sharp facial features, but his ears came to a very soft point, he must of noticed her looking as he brushed his hair back over his ears. Frayne, who still had yet to speak the entire evening, stood up and squeeze Oriana’s shoulder.


“Well, it’s time for us to sleep now, Lady Ariane. It was wonderful meeting you, and I do hope we cross paths again someday. Perhaps we will meet again in Rundalfelt or fight together in some unforeseen battle in the future.” She said lifting herself from her chair to stand next to her husband, who wrapped his arm around her waist.


“I do hope that happens, milady. It was a pleasure.” Ariane smiled.


“Going to bed now, Mikal?”


He shook his head, “I am not yet tired enough, milady.”


She smiled, and looked back over at Ariane, “He sleeps like four hours a night, and is more awake then me after I have had eight.” She laugh as her and her husband went up to stairs.


“Well, I thinks I should go to sleep too, I have had more then my fair share on ale tonight.” She stood up, but her legs gave way under her, and she sat back down, “Or I’ll stay here and sober up before I try to take on the stairs.” She looked back over to the man who was staring at his flagon, his hair had found it’s way behind his ears. They did indeed have a slight point to them, almost unnoticeable if you weren’t looking directly at them. “Frayne doesn’t speak much, does he?” Ariane asked, trying to look away from his ears, but still slightly curious.


“He’s mute. Had his throat cut in a fight long ago, he recovered but he could never talk again. Neither Oriana or I have ever heard his voice.” He looked over at her.


She nodded, “Well, that explains much.” Strange that you could fall in love with a man who you didn’t know his own beliefs, she thought, but remained silent on the issue.


Mikal grinned at Ariane then took a sip of his ale, “My grandfather was an elf.” he said out of no where, loosing his grin when he saw her staring at his ears.


“Excuse me?” She looked over at him.


“You were looking at my ears, and yes I am part elf.”


“I am sorry, I wasn’t questioning it. I just didn’t notice until just then, I didn’t mean to stare.” She lied, and he knew she had seen them earlier.


He grunted, “It’s not something I am proud of.”


“Why wouldn’t you be? Elves are a strong, intelligent race, that would be a blessing to have in your blood.” Her s’s were slurred and each word seemed to take great strength to form, Mikal grinned to himself at her noticeable intoxication.


Shifting in his chair, he faced her. “You think being a mongrel makes you better, then being pure?” He lifted his eyebrow.


“I think there are advantages, believe me I’ve come to realize what it is like to be… different.” She looked down into her mug, then hiccupped.


Trying to keep his grin hidden, he continued the conversation, “And how have you come into such knowledge?”


She looked back up to him with a frown, “I can not say.”


He nodded, “I think I can understand that.” It made him smile when he saw her take another drink of her ale, “You held up well considering it was your first time.”


She looked over at him with a questioning look.


“Drinking that is, milady.” he tapped her flagon with his index finger.


Giggling, she shook her head, “I’m sure I am carrying myself much better on the outside then I feel on the inside.”


“Ah, then we have something in common there.” He was humored by her ignorance to her own intoxication.


She chuckled at his comment, not noticing that he was having a few laughs on her.


“Tell me, milady, why did you choose to become a paladin?”


She thought through her mind, trying to find the answer that she had always had, “I guess cause my father was, and it just felt like the right thing to do. Why did you become a cleric?”


He shrugged, “My mother, who was half elven, was murdered for being mix, my father tried to run away with me as best he could, but there came a point when he could no longer protect me. He dropped me off at the nearest temple, begged them to take care of me. So, I suppose I had no other choice, either.”


She nodded, “A sad tale.”


“No more sad then your own.” He said, she had told them about the death of her father, she hadn’t told them that she was the daughter of Decimus.


“I must say, that I went through Moonglow a while back, before I came into the party of Oriana and Frayne. I was with my custodian, we came to speak with Sir Decimus, and I recall seeing a young girl on his lap.”


“Decimus is my father.” Ariane frowned and then rose her eyebrow, “How old were you back then?”


He shrugged, “Probably around eighteen, and you were at most ten.”


She nodded, “I don’t recall much about growing up, only the recent memories seem to stay with me.”


They both took a deep breath, “You were a pretty little girl back then.”


“Thank you.” She smiled.


“You became a beautiful woman.” His voice was rich, and carried a certain amount of sweetness and innocence.


Alright, so it wasn’t the most original line that anyone had given her, but it got the job done. She blushed, then looked back down at her mug.


“I’m sorry I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable, I thought I was merely stating what you’ve been told hundreds of times in your life.”


She nodded, “Sounds different coming from you.”


He grinned, then reached his left hand placing it on her cheek and turning her face to look at him. When she was finally looking upon him, he drew his fingers down her jaw line, then ran his fingers over her lips. “I had seen you walking around the market place, and was taken back by your beauty. I was a little excited inside when Oriana started speaking with you.”


Ariane smiled, even though in the back of her mind she heard herself scream to stand up, yell that she was chaste and then run upstairs, it was muffled by the toxin of the alcohol. “Is that a compliment?” she heard herself say.


He didn’t answer, instead he brought her lips close to her own but they didn’t touch. She smelt the ale on his breath and felt the heat from it on her face. He looked into her eyes, and they questioned each others intent. Again, she screamed at herself in the back of her mind, but her drunk logic told her it didn’t matter, it wasn’t important. Who was this man anyway? And why was he this close? Pretty green eyes, he has.


Mikal softly and slowly pressed his lips against her own, he placed both his hands on her cheeks and held her face close to his. Running her own hands up his chest, she laid them on his shoulders. Then by her own will, she deepened the kiss, allowing her lips to part. He felt the tenderness of her mouth, and when he was about to force the kiss into a more passionate embrace, when she was yanked from him.


“What in Tevona’s name is going on here?” Theron had Ariane by the wrist, and pulled her behind him. “Mikal, what are you doing here? And what are you doing to Lady Ariane?”


“Was it not obvious what we were doing, you are ruining a tender moment. The lady never told me that you and her were together.” He looked past Theron to Ariane, who could barely keep her balance.


“I am sworn to protect milady and that includes from the likes of you.” Theron snarled, his harden face turned to surprise when he felt his arm jerk downwards, as Ariane fall to the ground. 


Sitting on her backside with her legs under her she let out a loud laugh.


“Are you drunk, Lady Ariane?”


She placed her index finger and thumb just an inch apart, “A little.” Then looked over at Mikal, “Told you I was more drunk then I looked.”


Mikal laughed, as Theron helped her to her feet. 


“She’s a chaste paladin, Mikal. You got a chaste paladin drunk and tried to take advantage of her.” Theron snapped.


“Hey, I drank thrice what she did.” He lied, he actually drank less then what she did, but had his flagon refilled to make it look like he drank more, “I’m just as gone as she is, so don’t even act like…”


He growled, then scooped Ariane up, “Stay away from her.” He said taking her up to her room.


Her door was unlocked, which was good for Theron cause he didn’t want to have to figure out where her key was. He dropped her onto the bed, and she laughed.


“Time for you to sleep.”


Ariane sat up, “I’m not tired.”


He sat down on the bed and pushed her back down, “Lady Ariane, you are going to regret this is the morning.” He sighed, “Why did I have to be the first one back?”


She laughed, “Oriana told me some funny stories about you.” She placed her finger on his nose.


“Did she now?” He removed her hand from his face, “Well, Oriana is known to exaggerate the truth.” He placed his hands on Ariane’s shoulders holding her down.


She laughed, “I’ll tell you tomorrow.” she winked, it made him chuckle. “Theron?”


“What, Lady Ariane?”


“Did you learn what you wanted to know?” she asked.


He nodded, “Yes, milady.”


“What did you learn?”


He smiled, “I think I’ll tell you in the morning, when you are a little more in control of yourself.”


Sticking out her bottom lip, she crossed her arms. 


“Alright, I just learned that Tevona placed me here for a reason, whether it is to help you along or stop you. And unless I want her to choose another to take my place, then I just need to continue on and wait for the insight that I am looking for.” She had tried to sit up but he kept her down.


“I’m twenty three years old, I think I know when it’s my bedtime.” She smacked one of his hands.


“Obviously, you don’t know when you’ve hit your limit.”


Her eyes widened as if just realizing something, “This is a shh matter, right, Theron?” She put her finger vertically across her lips, “Just between me and you. Mitsos, Jabin, Eryalith, and the rest of them, they don’t know I did this, ok?”


He tried to hide his laughter while he nodded, “If that is what you wish, milady.”


“Mikal is a nice man, isn’t he?” she looked over towards the door.


“I wouldn’t recommend getting yourself mixed up with him, Lady Ariane. He has some dark shadows in his life, that you don’t want to involve yourself in.”


“Like what?”


He sighed, “Like he’s part drow.”


She giggled, “No, he’s part elf, he told me.”


Theron shook his head, “No, I was there when his drow grandfather came after him. He’s part drow, trust me on this one. It’s just easier for him to say that he is an elf.”


“Why would his grandfather come after him?”


Theron brushed some hair out of her face, “Because having mixed relatives is frowned upon in the drow society. He raped a human female and then took pity on her allowing her to go without realizing she was carrying his child.”


“So he doesn’t want it out that he raped a human or that he has a half breed child?” Her eyes were half open.


“Most likely both, and he doesn’t want them to know he showed pity to an enemy either.” He knew she probably wasn’t understanding any of this, but he figured it might make her fall asleep.


After a few more moments, she was dreaming, and Theron stood up heading out the door. Mikal was standing in the halls, leaning against the wall.


“She alright?” Mikal asked.


“She’s fine. Leave her alone, Mikal, she doesn’t need anything you have to offer.”


He gave a deep frown, “She doesn’t need it, seems like she wants it though.”


Theron charged him, piercing him against the wall, with his arm to his throat, “Mikal, this is your last warning, leave Lady Ariane alone. She has problems of her own, and doesn’t need to be worrying about some drowling, understand?”


He laughed, “Why, Theron, I didn’t know you cared for anyone other then yourself. Very well if she is yours then I shall let it be.”


“She’s not ‘mine’. She is merely someone I am guardian to.” He snarled.


“Then, perhaps, we should let the lady decide?” Mikal rose his eyebrow.


Theron released him, “Leave her alone until she is sober, she is sleeping right now.”


Mikal bowed and headed back down the hall to his own room.


Morning came a little to quickly Theron slowly opened his eyes and looked around the room still wondering where he was. Standing up he checked the room for his clothing, he wore a white shirt and brown pants under his armor, and when they brushed past his nose, he knew that he did need a bath. He sighed, he would check on Ariane first and then go to the bathhouse. He put on just his clothing, then headed out into the hallway.


As soon as he stepped out he watched Mikal step out of Ariane’s room. Raged entered his mind, as he stormed down the hall way. He had specifically asked the man to leave her alone for the night, couldn’t he even do that?



“What did you do to her?” Theron growled.


All Mikal did was grin, then walked across the hall to his own room. Theron watched him, and then turned to Ariane’s door and knocked.


“Come in.” He heard her light voice say.


He pushed open the door to find her tightening the back of her dress. “What was he doing in here?”


“Who? Mikal?”


He folded her arms and gave her a look that told her, she knew who he was talking about.


“He came to apologize for last night. He and I were both very drunk, and neither of us were thinking straight. Thank the heavens that you came in when you did though, Theron.” She frowned, “Ugh! Tie this!” She turned around to him, showing the strands of cloth that kept her dress closed were untied, “Eryalith tied it well that day at the bath, but this morning I woke up and it was undone.”


It sounded like a lie, and he was pretty sure it was. “Aren’t you suppose to be chaste?” He asked after he tied her dress.


“I’m not ‘suppose’ to be, I am.” She said turning around to look at him.


He cleared his throat.


“Oh, please, Theron.” Her nose wrinkled up, “And anyway what does it matter to you, aren’t you the one plotting to get me and Jabin together?” She raised her eyebrow.


“What? Wait? Huh?” He spoke so fast it sounded like one word.


“Yeah, I heard you.” She frowned, and crossed her arms, “Let me explain this to you, there are very good reasons why Jabin and I can’t be. So, please, if you have any respect in your selfish little heart for me, you will not ‘help’ Jabin.”


He grinned, “Understand. You sure that Mikal and you didn’t…”


“Sir Theron!” She shouted then grabbed her forehead, “I’m going to lay back down for a while, think you can manage to entertain yourself for a while without me?”


He laughed, “You aren’t my personal jester, Lady Ariane.” Besides he could use this time to take a bath.


She crawled back into her bed, laying down on her stomach, “Sir Theron, you did get your answers, didn’t you?”


“Yes, milady. The answer was that I should stay here and let this play out, and when all the pieces are in their place, decide from there.”


“Isn’t that what I told you?” 


She could hear the smile in his voice, “Yes, milady, however it had more weight coming from my old friend.”


She didn’t say anything after that, he stood waiting to make sure she wasn’t upset with him. Only a few moments later, he heard the sounds of heavy breathing and knew she had fallen asleep. Stepping out to the hall, he almost wished Mikal’s door would of opened so he could reinstate his demand for him to leave her alone.


Mikal, that damnable drow, was always trying to seduce one girl or another, and Theron would be burning in the hells before he let him get a hold of the woman he was guarding. She was a sweet girl, who didn’t need him hanging in her closet the rest of her life, while she wondered why she had broken her chastity oath. He knew that Mikal wasn’t sorry he just wanted to ease her concerns about the night before, only to get close enough to her again. It was a loss to not of gotten her to do whatever his perverted mind desired, and Theron wasn’t about to let him win this one.


He felt bad leaving the inn, knowing the Mikal was across the hall, and even thought a couple times of just waiting until she woke up. Deciding that it was now or never, he took off across the city to the bath house, to wash himself and his clothes.


Theron returned to the inn, his clothes were still a little wet, but dry enough that they didn’t look it. He had washed them in the tub at the bath house, it wasn’t after he had done so that he wondered if it was permitted. Stepping into the inn, he saw the little white haired elf sitting at a table, drawing her fingers along the grain of the wood. He gathered his courage, and prayed that his humility would make him more humble, then walked up to the table.


Eryalith looked up to him, the sweet scents of what she was sure to be pine filled her nostrils, “You smell nice.” She said.


“Thank you.” quickly he replied, then got down on one knee before her, he took her hand between his two. Her eyes held confusion and he knew he had to get this over with soon, “Lady Eryalith, I want to extent my most humble apology for what I said the other day. You are none of those awful things I said. I was questioning my goddess in what she was using me for. And when you question the gods, it only drives you mad. Now, I know it’s no excuse, but I promise, if you forgive me that I will somehow make up to you, for those evil words I spoke.” He had looked at her hand the entire time, and his eyes shot to her own.


She smiled, and wrapped her arms around his neck. “Thank you, Theron. That was the best apology I have ever gotten.”


He lightly patted her back once, and then stood up, “Has Lady Ariane been down?”


She shook her head, “No, but some drowling came down here, tried to woe me. Those drow and their seductive ways, luckily my people have long ago learned the resistance to that.” She smiled.


Drows had the ability to seduce those of lesser mind then them, it was how they came into control of so many slaves. Lesser mind could be anything from an unintelligent person to someone that had been drinking. As long as their thoughts weren’t as well put together as that of the drow, it could easily bypass their own wants and fill it with desire for them. The snow elves having had many centuries of battling with the drow, soon discovered a way to close out their minds to their seduction. Of course, it came at a great price, for most of them lost their own desires and even some of their emotions.


It made Theron laugh to hear of Mikal’s failure, the second one in two days. Then his face turned into a more somber look, “I’m afraid he got a hold of Lady Ariane, got her drunk, and then almost got his way.”


She covered her mouth with her small thin fingers, “He didn’t though, right?”


“Yes, I got back just in time. Although, I am sure this is going to weigh heavy on her heart.”


Eryalith nodded and then stood up, “I’m sure she’ll be ok, this isn’t the first time she kissed a man, and it won’t be the last, I think.” She giggled, “She’s told me so many kissing stories, that I feel like less of a woman standing next to her.”


“Kissing stories, I didn’t realize she had more then one… well two now.”


Eryalith smiled, “Oh yes, there was a man named Baran back in Moonglow that she was considering giving up her oath for. She spent a lot of time with him, however she spoke to the high priest about relinquishing her oath.” She lowered her voice as if what she had said before wasn’t the embarrassing part, “He told her that this was not the man that she wanted to surrender to, and that he was hiding much.” Looking around again, she continued, “Ariane told me, she only took an oath of chastity until love, and not the full oath. Her father had pushed it on her, because he didn’t want her to be heart broken.”


“So, she’s been lying this entire time?”


She shook her head, “No, she is chaste until she finds someone she loves. Though, she says that when she is thirty, it will be a full oath, and she says she rather hopes that she makes it that far. When I asked her why, she said because she wanted to be pure and untouched by such emotions, like her father was.”


Eryalith took a step back and looked up at Theron as he thought about the new information. “She tells people she is chaste, because she doesn’t want them to think she is looking for some sort of lover to fight for, or something like that. Does that make any sense?”


He nodded, “Yes, some paladins take on a lover in which they use the strong emotion of love to channel their powers through. It suppose to make them much stronger, but chaste beings are even more powerful then those with a lover.”


Blushing she covered her cheeks, “Don’t tell Ariane I told you, it was suppose to be a secret.”


Theron tapped his hand against the hand on her cheek, “Don’t worry, I won’t tell.”


“Oh my head.” Ariane said stepping off the last stair, “I feel like that ogre beat my skull in, but forgot to crush it.”


Theron walked over to her, taking her arm he helped her to the table. She took a seat and smiled up at Eryalith. “Hey, you are back.”


Eryalith flew into her seat, across from Ariane, “I’m sorry that I left, I just needed to get out of this city. Freshen up my mind, was everything ok? I heard that bastard drow child, tried to…”


“Eryalith!” Theron snapped, taking his seat next to Ariane.


“Oh sorry.” She looked down at her hands, “I sometimes forget not everything should be discussed.”


“It’s alright, he apologized, and everything is alright now.” Ariane’s eyes closed slightly and then fluttered back open.


“You sure you want to be down here?” Eryalith said.


“I feel sick, but I think I need to eat.”


The elf looked around the room for the bar maid, but none was in sight. “I’ll see if I can get something made for you.” She shot up and walked over to the counter.


“And what exactly possessed you to drink?” Theron asked.


Shrugging, she looked up at him, “They talked me into it. I never drank before and I never will again, especially since I don’t want Mitsos drinking. You told her, didn’t you?” She pointed at Eryalith, and he nodded, “I suppose she had to know, not like I am the image of a rose today. Though she’s horrible at keeping secrets.”


Theron chuckled, “Yes, she is.” He felt her warmth on his arm, and looked over to see her leaning her head against his upper arm. “Are you sure that you want to be down here, Lady Ariane? Eryalith can bring your food up to you.”


She shook her head, causing her cheeks to run across the fabric of his shirt, “Your clothes are a little damp, but you smell good.” Her words were low and almost mumbled. “I miss Mitsos and Jabin.” she said very clearly.


He wondered then how long she had ever gone without seeing the two, they lived in such a small town that it had to be everyday. Now, she was among the two people she had picked up along the way, no one to confide in. He reached his other hand up, and stroked her hair back for a moment. 


“They will both be back soon with more tales for us to hear, I assure you.”


“Sir Theron?”


“Hmm?”


“I like you better now, I think.”


He chuckled, and looked over to Eryalith who was still standing at the counter. However, she did have the bar maid out, who seemed to be taking her order. She smiled and waved at him, and he waved back.


“Is she that friendly with everyone?” Theron asked.


“Eryalith?”


He nodded then realized she couldn’t see him, “Yes.”


“Yeah, she’s very loving. I’m glad she’s back.”


He smiled up at Eryalith as she walked back over to the table and took her seat across from them. “Pig and eggs for Theron and me, and some oatmeal for the Lady Ariane.” She said.


“Thanks, Eryalith.” Ariane reached out her hand and placed it on top of hers.


“No problem.” She took Ariane’s hand into her own, “We need to get you feeling better before Jabin and Mitsos get back, they don’t need to know what that drow did.”


Ariane smiled, “I was thinking the same thing.”


The three day journey was coming to an end as they entered Bregia, it was about the size of Githeth, but was a rich mans city. It was for that reason that reason that Adrik was the city’s main god. Mitsos road on the brown horse he had been given, the priest rode on the back of the horse with him. He had came to know the man by the name of Merce, he wasn’t a jolly man by any means, but not many priests of Adrik were. 

The street were eerily empty, but the moon had long showed it’s face. In the city of gold, being out after dark meant you were a thief. They rode up to the lavished temple, and Mitsos dismount, then steadied the horse while Merce clumsily got down. Walking side by side up the stairs, Mitsos had felt the hair on his arms and neck stand on end. He wondered if it was the cold that the nights were beginning to have, however he knew the difference. Adrik was not an ally of Placidia, gold seemed to bring war. Then again, he didn’t feel this way at the temple in Yodgonosh, but that temple seemed to lower its beliefs to that of the poor. 


Stepping into the great hall, around hundred priest were on their prayer pillows, asking their god for riches. Merce pointed out the statue that they needed at the head of the room, it was the very statue that the priests seemed to be praying too. Almost instinctively, the priest closest to them stood up and walked over to them, though he had never looked up to see if anyone was there.


“Hello, may I help you?” he said in a voice almost to high for a man.


“Good day brother, I am Merce from our bountiful god’s temple in Yodgonosh. It seems we have had problems contacting you, as we have sent several messengers asking for the most sacred statue, but our messengers never return.”


The other man bowed, “Allow me to speak to the High Priest quickly.” He turned around and ran up to the front of the hall, and whispered into the ear of the man with the tall hat. 


He stood up and looked over at the two men at the door, and began walking towards them. Finally his slow steps brought him to stand before them, and he looked most displeased, “I’m afraid that we have found three men that have been torn apart, they wore the robes of our divine one, Adrik, however we were unaware of where they came from.”


“Torn apart?” Mitsos questioned.


He nodded, “Yes, it seems we have an unruly pack of wolves, you are very lucky that they didn’t attack you on your journey.” His eyes wandered back to Merce, “I am sorry for the loss of our brothers, but we can not give you the statue until either the wolf pack has calmed down or until we are ready to have a full escort. We can not loose this relic.”


Merce bowed his head, “I understand, brother. When will you be able to escort it?”


The old man thought for a moment, “A month, maybe two months. Is the ceremony needed promptly?”


Merce sighed, “I’m afraid so, things are already beginning to grow worse.”


“Why doesn’t the city guard do anything?” Mitsos questioned.


“The rich care more for their possessions then sending guards out to find animals that kill strangers. They haven’t touch anyone in the city, but the three robed men are not the only victims.” 


“What about poison or traps?”


He nodded, “We have tried placing traps in the area that seems to be their hunting grounds, but we only caught one wolf about four months ago after we found the first victim.” 


“Please, things are getting steadily worse in Yodgonosh, we need the statue immediately.” Merce begged.


“I would hunt the wolves, however that could take months and I am afraid I am a little strapped for time.” Mitsos said sympathetically.


Merce nodded at him, then turned his begging look to the high priest.


“Very well, I will cancel a few prayer sessions I have with some of the lesser noble families, and send the statue to you within a weeks time.” The high priest turned around, leaving them to stand alone in the doorway.


“That was easier then I expected it to be.” Mitsos said looking down at the small priest.


“What did you expect?”


“Something to go wrong, and for me to draw my sword. Always seems to be the way.”


For the first time he saw the priest smile, “Come lets return with the good news to my temple.”


They walked out of the temple, and Mitsos mounted the horse first, and then pulled Merce on. Leaving the city seemed to bring a sigh of relief over Mitsos, he didn’t like the aura of the city. He also wanted to get back to Ariane, and find out how Theron’s visit went. More importantly, he wanted to get back to the journey they had started.


They rode late into the night until Merce was too tired to ride any further and they made camp. Sitting around the warm fire, the men picked at their bread.


“Please, do not think that Bregia is what my temple does.” Merce said breaking the silence.



“Sorry?” Mitsos looked up.


“Catering to the rich, Adrik is not a god of filling coffers, but a god of giving enough to get by. The rich, and some of those priests at the temple, have begun to believe with prayers they can get even more rich. That is not what Adrik believes in.” Merce placed a small piece of bread in his mouth.


“I know Adrik is a giving god, there is no need to explain those that abuse his power.”


Merce nodded, “The prayers he had to cancel are just him blessing the rich so they can get richer, while people starve on the streets of Yodgonosh.” He spoke with a certain venom in his voice.


“I take the Bregia temple is not well liked among your brotherhood.”


Nodding slowly, he never spoke continuing to chew on his bread.


“If I may ask, why is that statue needed?”


Merce cleared his throat, “Well, its not suppose to be common knowledge, but I think you are trustworthy.”


“Thank you.”


“The statue is solid gold, forged by Adrik himself. When the proper ceremony is preformed it brings wealth to the people in the city, it also refreshes gold mines. The Yodgonosh gold mines are rapidly empting, they harvest a eighth of what they did last year.” He again cleared his throat, “Prices are raising, and all the gold is leaving the city due to adventurers passing through, and people hiring them.” 

Mitsos looked over into the dark wooded area, thinking he had seen something move. “Are there paladins of Adrik, I have never heard of such.”


He shook his head, “No, we hirer mercenaries that are followers of Adrik to do any dirty work.”


Again he looked over into the wooded area, and this time he was sure he saw a humanoid form. Standing up he pulled his sword, and as Merce stood he placed the man behind him. “Come out, you cowards.”


“What is it?” Merce asked trying to look around him.


Six men stepped from the woods and came to stand before them. The leader a tall, skinny man with dark hair and eyes laughed slightly. 


“Do you realize how many priests I had to torture to get the information that this idiot just handed to you freely?” he said, his voice cold.


Mitsos said nothing just merely held his sword in front of him, daring the man with his eyes to step forward.


“Now, here is the deal. You, swordsman, just walk away, and we will take the priest.”


Mitsos then noticed the two snarling dogs beside the man, he knew why they thought they were wolf attacks now. It was these bandits allowing their dogs to chew on the priests, only to cover their cowardly hides.


“You have no use for the priest.” He said to the leader.


The leader put his hand above his head and waved it. Mitsos heard it before he saw it, a dagger flying out to slice into his flesh. Pulling his sword up, the dagger connected with it, making a large echoing clank sound before it hit the ground. 


Clapping and laugh the leader began to pace back and forth, “Impressive. And just who are you, that you can stop a dagger in mid-flight?”


“I’m Mitsos.” He said, he had always enjoyed giving his name to those he knew would die by his blade.


“Ah, the sidekick of Sir Decimus. A famous name, indeed. Though I think I had Mitsos pegged for being a bit larger.”


“Stories grow with the telling.” He snarled.


That was when the dogs were released, one shoved it’s fangs into Mitsos’ left ankle, and the other tried to jump for his throat. He shoved his sword into the dog’s belly and then thrust his sword forward so that it slide off his weapon. Then turning to the dog at his ankle, he heaved his sword into it back, with a slight whimper it died.


“Kill my dogs will you?” The leader waved his hand.


Two of the men behind him charged forward ready to attack, Mitsos made quicker work of them then he had the dagger. Slicing their front with precision speed, they both fell to the floor with a thud. 


“No one kills my men and gets away with it.” The leader threatened.


The other four, including the leader, charged him. Two more reached him before the others, and with a quick spin they too landed atop of their fallen comrades. The last henchman made his way with his sword drawn, Mitsos reached out and grabbed the man’s collar, pulling him onto his sword. Quickly he pushed him off and looked at the leader, who had stopped running towards him when the third and fourth fell.


“We will meet again, Mitsos. I promise you that, and the word of Ithel is his bond.” He said running back into the woods.


Mitsos turned to look into Merce’s eyes, his face had been sprayed with a little bit of blood, and he looked up at the large warrior with fear in his eyes. “We should head back and let the high priest know what has really occurred.”


Merce nodded still frighten with the incident, Mitsos put out the fire and helped the scared man onto the horse. This was an urgent matter, and the Adrik temple needed to know their prize statue was in danger of being stolen.


It had been five days since Mitsos left, and Ariane seemed to grow more depressed with the absence of her two friends. Eryalith had had an idea to take her to one of the plays at the theater, which seems to lighter her mood for a short time. Most of their time however was spent surveying the carts in the marketplace, and visiting some of the more respectable shops in the city.


Theron found that with his new out look on the situation, he enjoyed the two women and their company. Though most of their conversation was any thing but mature, he found that occasionally he would add his own thoughts, and then wonder why he had any part in it. Most of the time, he found himself to be the one to be the wet blanket of the group. Stopping them from having small adventures that would get them in more trouble, then any of them was willing to have. 


He found himself less of Ariane’s guard and more her escort, she would walk with her hand in the crook of his arm. Eryalith would periodically take his other arm, but most of the time she preferred running up ahead of them. He even sometimes found himself not being a paladin, at least not mentally, and enjoying the ‘world around him’ as Ariane had put it so well.


Oriana and her group had left a while back, promising Ariane they would meet again. Mikal, who again apologized, had kissed Ariane briefly on the lips before he finally departed. They had all spent one more evening together without the presence of ale or wine. Theron hadn’t left Ariane’s side until she was ready to go to bed, knowing that Mikal would take any chance when he was alone with her. Eryalith tried to pull his attentions to her, but he seemed to know she was immune to his ‘charm.’


He had thought much on the clues that had been left behind, there to allow him to piece together Ariane’s life. However, nothing stuck up in his mind. Despite the fact that he had concentration mostly on how she had been so secretive, he found himself enjoying her company. His thoughts of her arrogance faded and he soon found a kind, giving woman underneath all he assumed she was. It made him wonder just what was so horrible about her that she couldn’t tell him. 


With his eyes of ugliness removed, he found her attractive, and scaring off large quantities of men everyday. Eryalith questioned his intent several times, asking him if he was trying to help her uphold her oath, he just grunted, and continued along. He did, however, admit that he could see what Jabin saw in her. He liked her like a little sister, was something else he told Eryalith, when she bombarded him with questions. The answer seems to stop her questions all together, and he soon forgot that she had even once inquiried about his intent. 


Ariane didn’t look at him anyway, not in the way Eryalith was trying to hint at most of the time. He was glad though, cause he wasn’t sure how strong he could have been against such an angelic beauty as Ariane possessed. He was her guardian and he needed his head clear, and his heart on nothing else other then his goddess. Though, sometimes, when he was least expecting it, Ariane would touch his arm, and it would cause tingles deep under his skin. It only made him smile, as it was nothing more then him not being use to people laying their hands on him, softly.


They sat around the table, eating their dinner, the two women across the table from him, while Eryalith told some of her more fabricated stories.


“So then I raised my bow and with that single arrow that I had left, I pierced the hearts of all three orcs!” She looked at her audience with a smile.


Theron began to speak, “Funny you killed three orcs with one arrow, but when we found you, and you were being chased by…” He felt Ariane’s soft touch on the bare skin of his arm, and he knew she was telling him to just let it go.


“That’s a wonderful story, Eryalith.” Ariane clapped, and smiled widely.


“Thank you, I embellished some, but only for the better.” She laughed. 


Ariane stood up from her chair, “I think I am going to retire for the evening, I do hope Mitsos gets back tomorrow.”


Eryalith stood up and wrapped her arms around her, “Goodnight, Ariane.”


“Goodnight.”


Theron laughed to himself, seeing Ariane had been trying to hold her at a distance. Though at times she didn’t act it, some touching wasn’t permitted in her book, and that is when he saw the true unemotional paladin in her. Eryalith let go of her and sat back down.


“Goodnight, Sir Theron.” She sat walking around the table and behind him.


“Sweet dreams, milady.” He felt the kiss softly laid on his cheeks catching him off guard, his eyes widened. He turned his head and watched her walk up the stairs without looking back.


Eryalith giggled, “Oh it’s not what you think, she kisses Mitsos all the time before bed. Take your arrogance down a couple notches.” 


He smiled, and returned to his meal.


Opening the secret entrance to the dining hall Jabin stepped in with Rufin. He wore several necklaces around his neck, and had four money pouches on his belt. In his hands was a large velvet pillow, that Rufin had told him to carry. The large group of about twenty that they took all looked similar. The guild leader patted Jabin on the back, and laughed.


“I told you that that cellar was packed. They will never know what hit them, odds are though they won’t notice for years. That’s how they rich are.” Rufin said, then headed across the hall to another secret passage of the dinning hall. 

Pushing open the wall, he and the rest of the group followed Rufin down to the large room. A room filled with mounds of gold, hundreds of silk clothing, jewel adorned weapons, but what caught Jabin’s eye was the pendant he had stolen from the duke. It was just laying on a small pile of gold, Rufin noticed him staring at it.


“Apparently it wasn’t as important to the duke as we had originally thought.” He whispered to the young lad, and then turned to the group. “Empty your pockets gentlemen. Remember only one pouch full each, stuff it as best you can.”


Jabin did as he was told, and emptied three of the pouches on his belt into the piles, then threw the pouch onto the pile the other men were making. Rufin looked down at his pouch and gave a frown, as Jabin pulled the necklaces from his neck and tossed them onto the ground.


“No, no, no. You will be leaving soon and won’t be able to bask in all that you have done to help us. Carvell.” He waved the large man forward. “Give him your large pouch, we will find you another later.”


Jabin and he traded pouches, the new pouch was nearly twice the size of his hand.


“Come, Jabin.” He put his arm around his neck and lead him back out into the dinning hall. 


The two men took a seat at the table, and Rufin began to tell him how well he had done. His speed had quickened, he did well with his rapier during sparring, but he wouldn’t be able to master it until he put it to good use in real combat. But most importantly, he made the best scout that he had ever seen. 

“It almost makes me want to cry to know you will be leaving soon.” He leaned in close to whisper, “Carvell was beginning to whisper you would take his spot as right hand man.” He let out a boisterous laugh.


“I’ve never felt more accepted then I do here.” Jabin told him.


Rufin sat forward, “You can stay if you want.”


He shook his head, “I wish I could, but I owe Ariane, and I couldn’t abandon her now.”


He nodded, “I understand, friend. She holds your heart, yes?”


“I suppose, she does.”


“Ah, the love of a woman is the greatest prize any man can hold. No matter her face, her love is strong, and worth giving up your life for.”


Jabin knew what he was talking about, he had often seen Rufin take into his room the daughter of the duke, he had stolen the pendant from. The woman did love Rufin and he returned the feelings, but it was a love that had to go unspoken. Last week she had been sent off to marry another nobleman, and for a couple days Rufin lost his cheerfulness. Jabin hoped he would never have to watch the woman he loved, married to someone else. Though it did have a happy ending, she ran away from the duke and returned to him. She refused to go back, and he was sure that Rufin didn’t want her to. She now lived in the guild house, unable to go outside least she be recognized.


It wasn’t until he saw the pendant on the gold pile, that he realized what the ‘payment’ was suppose to be. He had been trying to trade her for the pendant, and the duke to proud of a man, would of rather seen his precious pendant forever gone, then to have his daughter run away with a peasant.


He realized that Rufin was waiting for a response to what he had said, “She has done a lot for me when we were children. I was living on the streets, and even though she wasn’t suppose to, she would leave her bedroom window open and let me sleep on the floor in her room. She saved my life once too, and you can’t pay that back.”


Rufin understood that he meant to say she didn’t love him back, but there was a more important issue he had to address in the man’s rambling, “I am paying Mitsos back for saving my life by training you, so I would beg to differ.” Rufin smiled, “However, I know what loyalty is, and though you are loyal to your brothers here, you have a deep loyalty to her. I can and will accept that.”


He nodded, “I have missed her since I’ve been here. It will be good to see her again, and hear what has happened since I’ve been away.”


“Ah, yes. Well, listen, my friend, just remember to check in at the thieves guild halls whenever you enter a town. Remember it will always be an old, run down building with a red mark over the doorway.” He stood up. “There is no more that I can teach you, Jabin. You need some work on certain areas of your rapier, but I can let you go as such.”


The men brought in a platter with a fully cooked pig on it, that Jabin was sure wasn’t in the rich man’s cellar, They slammed it down on the table, and started their table pounding, something Jabin was growing tired of with each passing day.


“Ah! Let’s eat!” Rufin smacked his hands together, and walked down to the end of the table to be with the pig.


Mitsos entered the Yodgonosh with Merce on the horse with him. The sun had just begun to appear over the horizon, and he was sure his companions were still asleep. Today was the day they would leave for where ever it was Ariane wanted to go. In truth, he had missed her and Jabin, though he would never admit to it. Seeing Yodgonosh on the horizon, had brought a little innocent joy into his heart, knowing that this was where Ariane’s slept. 


Stopping off at the stable, they dropped off the horse. He escorted Merce back to his temple. The high Priest after hearing the true nature of the attacks had just given the statue to Merce, saying it was no longer safe at the temple there in Bregia. He had told him to tell his brothers to keep the statue there in Yodgonosh until it was safe to bring it back to it’s respected alter. 


At the end of the stairs Merce turned to Mitsos and bowed, “Thank you for helping us, may Adrik never allow your pouch to empty.” He reached into his own pouch, but Mitsos stopped him.


“It’s alright, just get this city back to it’s prior radiance, and that will be more then enough payment to me.”


Merce smiled, “Your name will not be forgotten in the city on Yodgonosh, milord.” The man carefully walked up the stairs.


Now it was time to collect the thief. It was still slightly dark, and the streets remained empty. Mitsos found no troubles making it across town to the guild hall, he did the knock and the man at the door stepped aside allowing him in.


“I’m ready to pick up Jabin.” he told the man, who disappeared up the stairs.


It was Rufin who came down, and smiled at his old large friend, “Well, Mitsos good to see you in still one piece. I am afraid Jabin is still sleeping, we had a late night.”


“Rufin, I don’t have time for any games. We must leave immediately, now go wake him.”


He was not use to people talking to him in such a manner, but deciding Mitsos was not the man he wanted to duel he bowed his head, “He has done well with both his daggers, as well as his rapier. I trained him in speed, and I must say he is the best damn scout I have ever seen. The man moves like a shadow, and is more quiet then one too.” 


Mitsos folded his arms, “Jabin is coming, right?”


“Alright, don’t blow a muscle friend. I am just trying to prolong the awaiting emptiness I will feel when the lad has left my side.” He turned around and went back upstairs.


It took a few moments, but Jabin came down the stairs with his hair a mess and a velvet pillow in his arms as if he was a child holding it’s teddy bear.


“Jabin, it’s time to leave.”


“Huh?” He said as Rufin appeared next to him.


“Yes, lad, time for you to go find your fame and fortune. I wish you only the best.” Rufin patted his back.


“Oh, yeah, Ariane.” Jabin mumbled then walked over to stand next to Mitsos.


Mitsos wondered why the boy had his weapons on still, had he been sleeping, but it was better not to ask questions when it came to the Thieves guild.


“I shall miss you, lad.” Rufin said, then reached forward placing his hand on the end of the pillow, with one firm yank he pulled it from Jabin’s grasp, “This stays here though, I am afraid.”


“Right sorry. Bye, Rufin. Give my love to Kora and Carvell.”


Rufin laughed loudly, as the two men left out the door. Making their way back to the main street, Mitsos looked down at him, he could see that Jabin wasn’t in reality still.


“You alright?”


Jabin looked up, his cheeks flush, “I think I won a drinking contest last night, but I’m not sure.”


Mitsos laughed and gave a hard pat on Jabin’s back. The quick movement upset Jabin’s stomach, and he kneeled over to relieve his stomach of the pressure. Mitsos stood over him, and then handing him a handkerchief from his belt when he stood up.


“Have pork last night?” Mitsos asked.


Jabin nodded, wiping his mouth.


They made their way over to the inn, and upon opening the door found their three companions having breakfast. Ariane was the only one facing the door, and shot up when the entered. 


Her smile wide, she said, “Mitsos! Jabin!” Running over to them, she wrapped her arms around Mitsos’ neck, and he hugged her back. Turning to hug Jabin she saw the green in his face, and changed her mind. “I missed you two so much.” Jabin burped slightly, “Are you alright?”


He shook his head.


Mitsos answered for him, “Large amount of ale and pig, don’t mix well.” He noticed Eryalith and Theron had come to stand behind her.


Ariane put her arm around Jabin’s shoulder and led him to the stairs, “Perhaps, we should let him lay down for a couple hours.” She didn’t give anyone the chance to object as she vanished with Jabin up the stairs.


Mitsos looked at Theron, “Did everything go well?”


He nodded, “Everything is fine, we have just been waiting for you to return.”


“I meant at your temple.”


Again, he nodded, “Yes, I think I found the guidance that I needed. I just need to let the answers find me, until then protect Lady Ariane like I have been ordered to by my temple.”


He gave a swift nod and turned to look at Eryalith, “And you, milady, how was your spirit walk?”


She smiled, “It was insightful, thank you. You missed some stuff while you were away, this damn drow came in here and tried to get Ariane to…”


“Eryalith!” Theron snapped, “We weren’t going to tell him that, Lady Ariane specifically asked you not to.”


She covered her mouth with her thin fingers, “Oops.”


Mitsos laughed, “What was a drow doing in a human city?” He asked Theron.


“It was Mikal.”


“Ah, I have heard of him, though I have not had the pleasure of meeting him.” Mitsos said, remembering the letters that Theron’s uncle had sent him concerning the young man. When he first came to the temple of Tevona, he seemed to asked Mitsos’ advice often. Mikal was one such problem that he needed guidance with.


Theron sighed, “Believe me when I say it’s no pleasure.”


“Well, knowing the way of the drow, I don’t think I even want to begin imagining what he attempted to do. So, what else has happened?”


“Theron loves Ariane.” Eryalith shouted.


The paladin puffed up his chest, trying to gather his words, “I do not, have not, and will never love her, I am merely doing my duty. I do not even know where you began in your logic to think, that…”


Mitsos placed his hand on Theron’s shoulder, and mumbled so only Theron could hear him, “Let it go, she is young and mistakes any kindness from humans to be love. It is the way her people think of humans.”


He nodded, “Are you hungry, Mitsos?”


“Indeed, I am.” 


They walked over to the table, as Ariane came back down the stairs. She sighed happily as she took her seat, “Finally, all back together… well when Jabin wakes up anyway. I missed you two so much, I can’t wait to get out of this city.”


“Can you fit into your armor?” Mitsos asked, he was picking the food from her plate.


Shoving her plate in front of him, she looked down at her dress, “I don’t know, I haven’t tried.”


Everyone chuckled, including Ariane.


“Well, we will have to get you into that first, and make sure it doesn’t hurt your ribs. If so, I don’t care what those priest of Vere say, I think we are all ready to go.”


Ariane gave a quick and powerful nod, “I agree!”


“Only one thing.” Everyone looked at Mitsos, “Riding that horse, I realized how much I hate walking. That man at the stable was saying how he was selling some of the horses he has cause he doesn’t get much business and can’t afford to pay for them all. We should head there and see if he has five horses.”


“Horses?” Eryalith gulped, “Those things are huge.”


“Well, we can get you a donkey.” Mitsos teased.


Crossing her arms, she gave him a cold stare, even though it was a look that she had never worn before, everyone knew she was only being playful.


A couple hours past, and Ariane went to wake Jabin who was sleeping in her room. Stepping in she smiled at her friend who laid on his front with his body forming an X. Walking over to the bed, she sat down is the vacant spot between his leg and arm. She pressed gently on his shoulder, and when that didn’t move him, she pushed a little harder.


His eyes slowly opened, the first thing he noticed was the little vial in her hand. He turned over onto his back with a smile, and put his hands behind his head. “Climbing in bed with me, eh?” he jested, she was now wearing her armor, he slightly recalled her being in a blue dress.


Ariane rolled her eyes, “I brought you this sobering drink that the Vere priests use.” She had gotten it when she had started to feel ill, the day she woke up drunk. Pulling the cork out of it, she offered it to him.


He stared at it, then grabbed her wrist and brought it to his nose, “Nah, I think I’ll live.”


“Come on, I waited for an hour to get this made.” She stuck out her lower lip.


“Fine.” He took the vial and with one gulp swallowed it all, his face contorted reminding her of it’s bitter taste. “That’s horrible. I need water!” He stood up and walked over to the stand and poured himself a glass of water.


“We are all set to go, how about you?” Ariane asked as he chugged down the glass.


Putting down the glass with a hard slam, he nodded, “I was ready to go when we got here.” He said turning around to look at her, leaning on his elbows on the stand behind him.


“How was your training, Mitsos couldn’t tell us where you went.”


He nodded, “Yep, can’t say.” He smiled, when she cross her arms and pressed her lips together. Unbelieving that he wasn’t going to tell her where he had been for the past few weeks. Taking two large steps he kneeled down in front of her, “Ariane, it was the most amazing experience I have ever had in my life. Did you know there really is a thieves guild? It not just a rumor.”


“Is that where you where?”


He nodded, “Their guild leader taught me all this stuff that I’ll be able to use during our journey. He even taught me to use a rapier.” Standing up he pulled it out, holding it out in front of him.


“It’s kind of small.” 


Dropping it to his side, he looked down at her with a frown, “She’s fast.”


“Small and referred to in the feminine form, yeah you got a keeper weapon right there, Jabin.” Ariane stood up, giggling.


“Yeah, yeah, you’ll be wanting to polish her yourself after you see her in action.” He jumped back and started sparring against his invisible foe again. Ariane brushed past him, heading towards the door. 

“Or offering to pay for it’s repair when it breaks the first time you use it.” She said as she turned to head down the hall, he followed behind her. He dropped the rapier to his side again with a frown.


The other three were waiting by the door when they came down, and headed out before anything was said. Walking through the now busy streets of the city, they made their way through the marketplace. Ariane looked over all the carts one last time, while Eryalith kept her steps beside Jabin asking him one question after another. Passing by the cloth cart, Ariane frowned at the loss of her dress, and brushed her hand across the soft fabric once more. She had given the dress to the bar maid, who had put up with them for the past few weeks. 


Theron came to her side, “You’ll wear a dress, again, someday.” He whispered so only she could here.


She smiled up at him, and then followed behind Mitsos once again. The stable doors appeared before them, and Ariane seemed to take charge stepping through the doors first.


“Ah, the Lady Ariane has graces this humble stable with her presence again.” The old man said standing up from his stool.


“I heard you might be willing to relieve yourself of some horses?” Ariane inquired.


“How many would you need? I have twelve, and I want to take it down to around four or five.”


“Five, I suppose.” She looked up at Mitsos who had some to stand beside her.


“I am not riding those things.” Eryalith snapped, and fly backwards when one of the horses in his stall tried to butt her with it’s nose. “Eek!”


Ariane giggled, “Four, then.”


Mitsos rose a questioning eyebrow.


“She can ride with Jabin, they are both light.”


He nodded.


“Four it is milady.” The old man pointed them out to the small fenced in area behind the stable, used to walk the horses, “I’ll bring them out to you, one at a time.”


“How much will it be, good sir?”


“Milady, you paid me for eight horses already. I couldn’t accept another gold coin from you.” He smiled, showing some of his missing teeth.


Ariane returned the smile, “Why, thank you.”


They all found themselves outside in the hay covered ground.


“So only four horses?” Theron questioned.


“Yeah, since Eryalith is to afraid, she can ride with Jabin.” 


“Why me?” Jabin asked, the elf had thrown her arms around his own arm when Ariane told them the plan, he yanked his arm from her grasp.


“Because you both are light, the two of you weigh what Mitsos or Theron do without their armor on.”


“Why can’t she ride with you, you aren’t very heavy either?” Jabin said, again pulling his arm from Eryalith’s grasp.


“Because my armor weighs as much as she does. Neither of you wear metal armor.” Ariane was beginning to get annoyed.


“But…”


“Jabin, that is the way it’s going to be, so deal with it.” She snapped.


He frowned, and stopped fighting Eryalith for his arm. Theron and Mitsos tried not to grin, but when there eyes meet each others they let out a small chuckle.


“Here we are, this one is strong. He’ll be able to carry to two of you, no problem.” The old man handed the already saddled brown horse’s reins to Jabin. 


It was a pretty large horse, although most likely slower then some. The old man returned with a gray horse and handed it to Mitsos, “He’ll do well with you. He use to be a battle horse, I bought him from a retiring paladin. The man only had him for about two years, so he’s still young and strong.”


Ariane was rather impressed at how the man was matching up the horses to the person and their needs. Another brown horse with a white heart on his forehead was led out, he handed this one to Theron.


“He was a battle horse too, but I picked him cause he is strong, and you are a large man.” The old man chuckled, “You only got Soja last time, because Lady Ariane said she wanted my fastest horses for the two of you.” He returned back into the stable, and came out with the black stallion that Theron had ridden.


“This, milady, is Soja. He is the fastest, most well behaved horse I have. My favorite, and I want you to have him. He will be much happier roaming the world with a beautiful woman on his back, then stuck cooped up in this stable.”


Ariane smiled taking the reins, reaching over she planted a kiss on the old man’s cheek. It made him blush slightly, “Thank you, you are very kind, sir.”


“Take care of yourself, and these horses.”


Leading the horses outside the stable, they mounted. Eryalith wouldn’t take Jabin’s hand to mount, she kept her hands to her face and stared up at him, taking a step back whenever the horse moved. Riding up behind her, Theron grabbed the collar of her armor, and yanked her up onto the back of Jabin’s horse.


“There.” He said impatiently. 


Eryalith wrapped her arms tightly around Jabin’s chest, “Ugh. Not so tight.” He said pushing her arms down a bit.


Ariane chuckled knowing that Jabin had never ridden a horse, she wondered how well her plan would work, as she climbed a top of Soja. “What a wonderful horse.” She said after she finished mounting.


“He is very fast, I am sure he’ll be a lot faster without my bulk on him.” Theron told her jestfully. 


She only smiled back.


“Ok, how do I make it go?” Jabin asked.


“He doesn’t even know how to make it move! You put me on this beast with someone who can’t make it go!” Eryalith cried.


“It’s not to hard.” Theron said over her cries, “Just nudge it with your heels on it’s side, and it will move forward.”


Jabin did so, and the horse began to walk forward. “Ok, how do I turn?” He yelled, and then yanked back on the reins, the horse stopped.


The group laughed except the two mounted on the horse. Theron continued to explain, and when he had it down somewhat they headed out of the city. When they left the front gates, Ariane looked back for a moment to look at the large warrior statues at the gate’s entrance. Saying goodbye to the place she called home for almost a month, turning back around she welcomed the journey ahead.


“So, what our horses didn’t get any names?” Jabin asked.


Mitsos shrugged, “You can name it if you want.”


Looking back out of the corner of his eye to Eryalith, he smiled, “What should we name our horse, Eryalith.” He could feel her hands trembling on his chest.


“Death trap.”


The group laughed even though she had been serious. 


“What to name him?” Jabin questioned himself.


“I hate to burst your bubble, but he is a she.” Theron said riding up beside them.


He sighed, “So not only do I get to ride with the elf, I am riding a mare, and using an over sized dagger as a weapon that everyone refers to in the feminine form.” 


“What’s wrong riding with me?” Eryalith barked.


“Besides the claw marks you are leaving on my chest?” He felt her ease up.


“I don’t like this at all, Ariane.” She said, looking past Theron, to the blonde that rode beside him. 


“You’ll be ok. Jabin will take good care of you, I promise.” 


“We are heading to Rundalfelt, are we not?” Mitsos said, riding ahead of the group.


“Yes.” Ariane answered, she saw then that they came to a fork in the road. 


Mitsos took the left one, leading east, everyone followed his lead.


Night fell quickly, and they were soon sitting around the campfire eating some sort of bird that Eryalith had caught for them. No one asked questions when she held up the strange white creature, although she seemed to know what it was and was especially delighted that she had found it. Even Mitsos seemed to find the bird a mystery, but he ate it when it finished cooking. He was the first to try it, and when he didn’t fall over dead, the other tried. 


Ariane thought it’s meat tasted like the weeds from the pond back home, but pretended she liked it. Eryalith had gotten upset when Jabin refused to eat anymore. He had gotten a slight cockiness about him while he was gone, and Ariane could already tell it was heading down a path he didn’t want to go with her. During the meal Mitsos told the tale of where he had been, though it was not his most interesting story, it seemed to spark the attention of Theron. Who wanted to know exactly which tactics he had used when fighting the bandits. 


Standing up Ariane started to leave camp.


“Where are you going?” Theron asked.


“The river leads straight to Rundalfelt, so I am going to take a swim.” She turned around and head towards the direction of the river.


Rundalfelt was a city known for it’s docks, it was attached to a great lake, that was connected by the Rundalfelt River that ran through both Githeth and Yodgonosh, among other cities. It had never been known to run strongly or overflow, and it was thought magical that it could travel from the ocean and across the land to the great lake, that was almost in the center of the land.


Ariane walked up to the river and took off her gloves and arms, letting her fingers judge the temperature of the water. Winter was on it’s way, and the nights were beginning to grow cold, though the days stayed rather warm. She removed her sword from her back and propped it up against the large tree, when she began to take off of chest piece, she heard the voice. It called out her name, deeply and softly.


“Ariane.” Another voice spoke, and she flipped around to look at the stranger. He grinned when he realized he had startled her. 


His face had four scars on it, two going down and through his left eye and one on each cheek. He stood as tall as her with blonde hair, and deep blue eyes. This was her brother, she could feel the thick blood flowing between them.


“I am Bodil.” He bowed his head, “Kistur is very displeased that you killed our ally.” Again, he grinned, “I have been waiting for you to leave Yodgonosh for a week now.”


She looked over at her sword, which was about seven feet away.


“I have to admit, I wanted to kill that overconfident ogre myself. I was rather surprised to hear you had taken him down. After all, you are the innocent one out of all of us, but I didn’t expect you to live past Kistur in the Moonglow either.” He smiled again, then stepped closer to her, placing his hand on her cheek. 

“What do you want?” she snarled.


“Kistur wants to offer you peace… and war. He wants you to join us, Ariane. You have proved your power, can you imagine if we destroyed all of our weak pathetic siblings. We could gather enough essence for all ten of us to become demi-gods.”


She snorted, “Do you honestly expect me to believe that any child of Naaram would share the essence to become less then a god?”


He nodded, “Perhaps, we will end up fighting in the end, but some of us would become friends, loyal to each other.”


She shoved his hand away from her face.


“Sister, come on, think this over. We are offering you power, you will lead armies on to unsuspecting cities slaughtering all those innocence. Come now, think of your dreams, don’t you feel so powerful and refreshed after them?”


She shook her head, “I am not a murderer.”


“It’s in your blood, you stupid child. You can not stop what you already are, and you will end up killing, you won’t be able to resist.” He stepped back away from her.


She took the chance to dart for her sword, grabbing it she ripped it from it’s sheath. Her brother close at her heels, she spun around and sliced his forearm.


He stepped back holding the wound, “I came here offering you peace from what haunts you, and you attack me?”


“You were going to either get me to kill an innocent and join you or kill me, so don’t try to make me feel guilty.”


“Fine, have it your way.” He pulled the sword from his sheath, “I’ve watched you for some time, Ariane, and I know all your tactics, don’t expect this to be easy.”


She grinned, “I hope all my enemies aren’t as chatty as you and that damn ogre, now fight.” She spat at him.


Leaping forward he brought his short sword down, Ariane caught it with her own and pushed him back. Again he attacked, their swords kept meeting, making loud clanks as the steel kissed. He pushed harder, forcing her back, using the tree behind her she spun behind it. At the same time, he attacked hitting the tree instead of her.


Stepping out of behind the tree, his sword sliced across her arm, making a small cut. “Look at the deep red of your blood, Ariane. That is the color you want to see in your life, you don’t want to help these weak beings, you want to destroy them.”


“Ariane!” Eryalith yelled, the others must of heard their swords clinking together. They each stood twenty feet away, knowing there was nothing they could do.


“Ha! Witnesses for your death, don’t worry once you are dead, I’ll dispose of them. You’ll have good company in your hell.”


Ariane shot forward, causing him to jerk back. “You will not touch them!”


He laughed, “Feel it, the murderer in your veins? It begs you to kill them, it begs you to take their innocent lives.”


“The only thing I feel is the desire to see you dead, and an even deeper desire for you to shut up and fight me!”


She charged forward again, his sword met her own. Pushing down, he began to fall to his knees, her teeth grinding against each other, trying to drive him down into the dirt. When she felt him pushing back, beginning to stand up, she used her right leg and kicked him between his legs. He stumbled back, laughing, but in pain.


This time he lunged forward at her, catching her off guard she staggered back.


“Ariane!” Eryalith yelled again, Mitsos put his hand on her shoulder. 


Bodil laughed, “I think I’ll use her first and then kill her, what do you think, sister?”


Ariane’s blood boiled in anger, as she got her stance back. “You will not touch her.” 


Eryalith raised her bow before Mitsos noticed, and fired an arrow straight at the man. He turned seeing it coming towards him, the arrow landed square the weak part of his armor, showing his neck. However, it did not penetrate the skin, instead it seemed to bounce off and onto the ground. 


Bodil laughed loudly, “You stupid mortals! Elf, you and I are going to spend some time with each other, once I finish your friends off.”


 The group stood in shock, but Ariane sensed opportunity in that moment. She shot forward catching him off guard this time as he looked at Eryalith. Ariane aimed for his sword, but at last moment changed her mind, and the direction of her sword. Bodil’s sword along with his hand fell to the ground. He grabbed his wrist that was now missing it’s hand, and watched the blood spill out with horror in his eyes. As she kicked his legs, he tried to escape but only found himself on the ground, as she tried to kick at his head. Her metal boots began to break his skin, and blood poured from the wound on the side of his head.

“Stop, Ariane.” Mitsos said, walking up behind her, “Kill him, there is no need to reduce yourself to his level of brutality.”


“You enjoyed doing that, didn’t you, sister? Watching me curl up, and seem to beg for death, and you will bask in the fact that you got the relief you need, when I am dead. You are no different then me, except I accepted my fate.” Bodil laughed still holding his bloody stub, and got onto his knees before her, “Pain to innocence, yes?” he asked, “Death to your siblings, sister?”


Ariane brought up her sword, and with a swift movement, Bodil’s head fell from his body. Dropping her sword, she fell to her knees in front of his body. The blood from his neck, moistened the ground at her fingertips. Staring at the headless body, all she could concentrate on was the blood that flood out so smoothly. 


Eryalith came up beside her and threw her arms around her neck, “Are you ok?” She asked looking down at the gash on her arm.


Slowly she nodded, a little out of breath from the battle. 


“He was your brother?” She asked.


Mitsos placed his hand on the top of Ariane’s head, “Come lets go back to camp, and patch up that wound.”


“My gloves and arms…”


“I’ll go get them.” Jabin said, then ran towards the river.


She hadn’t realized how far she had gotten from the river, and how close they had gotten to the camp. There was a clearing before the wooded around, and the group could of seen the two of them battling it out from there. 


Theron remained silent when they got back to camp, realizing that he had been given a good amount of information to think about. He decided that later, when he got Eryalith alone, he would hear her thoughts on the whole matter.


“Kistur knows that I’m still alive.” She said to Mitsos, but breaking Theron’s thoughts.


Mitsos bit his lower lip, “That makes things a little more difficult.”


“He sent that man to ask me to join him.”


“Obviously, you said no.” He chuckled, as he started to wrap her wound in a white cloth.


“He said there was ten of us, including me.” She looked over at Theron, her eyes still wide.


He was sure why she was taking the man’s death so heavily, she hadn’t after she killed the ogre. Of course, killing a creature is a lot easier then killing another human who can talk back and taunt you. Especially this man who seemed to have a lot of information about her, knowing what buttons he needed to push. She had also past out right after the battle, and slept for a week after that. The ogre could of felt like just a dream to her, but it was real and now she realized that. 


Mitsos finished wrapping her wound, then sat down beside her. He placed his hand over her shoulders and brought her in close to his chest. “It’s over with now, Ariane. You did want you must, you heard him, if he would of won he would of killed us all.”


“I doubt he could of taken out both you and me at the same time.” Theron interrupted.


“You know not what we are dealing with.” Mitsos snapped, as he rubbing Ariane’s back. 


Placing her elbows on her legs, she laid her head in her hands, and sighed, “The arrow didn’t even hurt him.” She said what was exactly on Eryalith’s mind at the moment, but she didn’t want to say anything while Ariane was being comforted.


“I know, it was like there was no point. I looked at the arrow, and it’s sharp. I shot it as hard as I could to, but his skin was like stone.” Eryalith said looking over at Jabin.


Jabin sat looking into his hands, “We are messing with some powerful stuff here.” He said, it was a saying he had learned from Rufin, whenever they found a lot of loot.


“We aren’t doing anything that Ariane can’t handle, the prophecies say she can do it.” Mitsos tried to ease Jabin’s mind. 


Theron’s ears caught the words carefully, and his mind began to churn. There were prophecies which meant that whatever Ariane was doing was written down. The next town they came to, he hoped to find a Tevona temple or a wizard with a large library.


“Ahem.” A voice said behind them.


Everyone turned their eyes onto Vidan, he came to stand between Jabin and Theron, closer to the fire. “I decided now was a good time to make my visit, considering you’ve killed two already.”


No one questioned how he knew it, Ariane just looked up at him with her sad eyes.


“Child, that man has slaughtered hundreds on top of thousands with his own hands. All because he was told it was in his blood, but it isn’t. That comes from your heart, and seeing you that told him the truth.” Vidan reached to the money pouch on his belt, “Need a refill?” He pointed to her pouch.


Looking down Ariane noticed that her pouch was almost empty having around twenty more gold coins in it, she removed it from her belt. Vidan took her bag, and dumped what was remaining into the new one then handed it to her.


“Lady Ariane, paladin of Placidia, and daughter of the most kindest, humble, and greatest hero that Arywan has ever known, do not question your self. What others say is just them looking into a world of which they have no part of. Only you are from within that world, know how you should think and feel, and only you can judge what is the right path for you.” Vidan stood closer to her, “Look at your friends, and remember your love for them. Think of your father and remember your love for him, and if you think that your blood is what controls you, the question how it is you came to love.”


Ariane looked up at him, “Eight more to go, I suppose.”


He smiled, “Eight more. Remember, that the faces of the ones you love, are the faces of the ones you would slaughter on your path to where ever Kistur may take you. Because there people, will not and shall not let go of you without a fight.” Vidan walked past Theron and squeezed his shoulder, “And you, boy, should learn better then to question my judgment. You belong here at Ariane’s side to protect her from what she can not protect herself from, and if I hear of you questioning me again, then you will find the true power of a wizard.” He tapped Theron’s cheek, and then as quickly as he came, he was gone.


Mitsos stood up and pulled Ariane off to the side with him. After hearing Vidan scold the group for how they had behaved, he decided there was more that he needed to add. “Ariane, you let that man get to you. You let him taunt you, he knew what he had to say to cause you anger. You can’t allow that to happen again. Placidia’s paladins are some of the best warriors, because she brings them peace when they fight and you must use that.”


“I’m sorry.” She mumbled.


“He only said those things to get you to make a mistake, knowing that you would. You were lucky in that battle that Eryalith distracted him, long enough for you to gain control.”


“I said I was sorry, what more do you want? I’ll try harder, just…”


He nodded, “I am reminded of this time, when we ran into this Cleric of Naaram. You were just a babe, and she told your father that she had servants on their way to Moonglow to take you from your crib. She threatened to turn you into the evil being she thought you were, and then said if you refused she would make you die a slow death.”


“Are you trying to scare me?”


He laughed, “No, your father stood so calm as if she was telling him how to bake a pie. The mere fact that it didn’t bother him, made the cleric even more angry. She charged him, and with one swipe of his sword, he killed the woman. He had been allowing himself to think clearly, which only caused her own tactic to backfire on herself.”


Ariane yanked her arm from Mitsos’ grasp, “Yeah, my father was a better paladin then me, I get it.” She turned around and head back to camp.


Mitsos came and sat down next to her for a moment, and when she didn’t speak to him, he stood up. He began walking towards the woods.


“Where are you going?” Ariane grabbed his arm.


“My turn to swim, I haven’t seen water in… before we left Moonglow.” He laughed.


Ariane gave a worried look to everyone in the group. Eryalith clenched onto Jabin’s arm, he looked rather annoyed by her constant hold on him, but seemed to try to ignore it for the most part. Ariane wrapped her arms around her self, still shaken from the battle. Theron stood up, seeing her fear as being cold, and he sat down next to her, wrapping her arm around her the way Mitsos had.



She laid her head against his chest, while he gently rubbed the chilled skin of her arm. He thought on what Vidan had said to her, and what he had learned from Bodil. He came to the conclusion that something evil was haunting this girl, something he was sworn to protect her from. Then he realized that wasn’t what he was doing at all, he was sworn to protect her from what she couldn’t kill, and follow her into the embrace of evil. He frowned and looked down at the blonde hair. He needed Eryalith’s ears and her insight to fully understand what had occurred this evening.


Standing in the middle of the lava pit, Ariane stood among the corpses of her friends. Mitsos still yet stood before her, his body wet with sweat from excursion or the heat of the lava, she didn’t know. The looked in his eyes told them that they had been battling, he carried several open wounds on his body. 


“Kill him.” The voice said, “Take his life to strengthen your own.” 


“No.” She whispered, stepping back tripping over Eryalith’s body.


“He’s tired, life as a mortal is so tiring, so exhausting, take it to be kind. Take it to empower your being, do not deny yourself what the others have been given.”


With that Mitsos charged her, she blocked him blow for blow. Then he stepped back, seeming to take a breath.


“Kill him! Look at how weak he is!” The dark voice said again.


“Who are you?” Ariane asked.


The voice laughed, “I’m you, Ariane. I’m what you secretly want to be. Spilling the blood of innocence, and those who would stop you. Like your companions, they will only keep you from your fate. Power! Ariane, you want power, not them!”


Again Mitsos attacked, and again she blocked him. This time, however, he was trying harder then before, and several times almost knocked her sword from her hand.


“Mitsos, stop!” She cried.


“He sees you for what you really are, Ariane. He knows the truth about you, all the truths, and he knows he’ll eventually kill you.”


As the voice spoke it’s last words, Mitsos knocked the sword from her hand. Ariane fell to her knees, looking like Bodil had before she killed him. Bringing up his sword, she saw the hate in his eyes for her, and swiftly he brought it down.


“No!” Ariane shot up, everyone was already awake. She looked around the group with wide eyes.


“Are you, ok, Ariane?” Eryalith asked.


She stood up, “I’m fine.” Stepping away from the group she headed towards the river to wash her face, and hopefully the dream away.


“I had a nightmare or two after I killed my first man.” Theron said, looking at Jabin.


He nodded his head, “Yeah, me too. Felt real bad about it.”


“It’s more then just nightmares, that haunt her sleep.” Mitsos told them, as he passed out the apples they had bought in Yodgonosh. 


“How’s that?” Theron asked.


He shrugged, “She’s had nightmares for years, very real nightmares. Sometimes, she would wake up and cry for hours, thinking she had killed her father.” 


Jabin frowned, “I didn’t realize she still had them.”


Taking a bit from his apple, he nodded, “I think they are only growing with intensity.”


“My people believe that dreams are what you desire, but nightmares are your soul and your intent.” Eryalith spoke up, “Depends on how the nightmare proceeds, but long ago before we became more civilized, we would kill those who had to many nightmares.”


“Can’t imagine a whole people like you, killing each other over dreams.” Jabin said.


She chuckled, “Trust me, my people are nothing like me.”


“They aren’t?” He still hadn’t taken a bit from his breakfast,


Shaking her head, she smiled, “You marry for power, you are looked down upon for feeling emotions other then hate.” Her smile faded into a frown, “In many ways we are like the drow, more ways then my people would like to admit.”


“Sounds like a lonely society.” Jabin bounced his apple off his lip, he looked up noticing Ariane’s return.


“Everything alright now?” Mitsos asked.


She nodded, “Another one of those dreams.” She mumbled to him, and then took the apple he offered.


He rubbed her cheek with his thumb and smiled. With all that had happened he had forgotten about her cut on her cheek, it had healed and there was no scar. Of course, thinking back on it, he didn’t remember seeing it on her face when he went to visit her after he had gotten drunk. Perhaps, the Vere priests had found that an easy wound to heal and took care of it. 


“We have to go past the Tregulyn Woods if we want to make quick speed to Rundalfelt.” Mitsos told them.


The Tregulyn Woods, though nothing like the Arbenish, was in elven territory. Humans were not welcomed within them, and they had to be careful not to step foot in, least they be trespassing. No one in the group liked the idea, especially Eryalith who hated the elves that lived within the woods. Of course, it didn’t seem like she liked many races at all, and it made Ariane wonder if she had just become use to humans. Friendly for the need to survive, and not because she liked them to begin with.


Ariane stood up, and looked over to where the horses were, “Where’s Soja?”


Everyone looked over at the horses, and then Mitsos pointed behind her. “He apparently doesn’t appreciate being tied up.”


Turning she found the black stallion in the meadow behind her, he had kept close to the camp. Keeping them in eyes view, but able to stretch his legs.


“Wonder if he knows his name?” Ariane asked.


“Most likely.” Mitsos said, “The intelligence of horses can be very surprising.”


“Are we ready then?” Ariane looked at the group, “We have a long journey ahead of us, and we can’t waste time sitting around.”


Theron smiled up at her, while Jabin yanked his arm from Eryalith’s grasp, rolling his eyes he stood up to collect their horse.


“Soja!” Ariane shouted and started running towards the horse. It’s head shot up, and began walking towards her.


Mounting him, she went over to the camp next to Theron. Who seemed to be in a cheerful mood, despite the previous nights events. After Mitsos mounted his horse, he began the journey ahead of them. 


“So what did you name her?” Eryalith asked, as she sat behind Jabin.


“Thought we went with Death trap.” Jabin teased.


Ariane and Eryalith chuckled.


“What do you want to name her?” He asked.


She gave a gentle shrug, and though he couldn’t see her do it, he felt it. “How about Delagra.”


“Delagra?” He asked.


“It’s my family’s name, they are a bunch of …” She stopped herself, “Well lets just say they are disgusting as horses.”


He laughed, “Alright, if that’s what you want.”


Eryalith’s eyes shifted to Theron, who was riding beside Ariane. “What did you name yours, Theron?”


“My mount, and as a nickname my horse.” He smiled.


She crossed her arms, “You have to name it, and it can’t just be a stupid word.”


“Well, if it would please milady, you can name it yourself.”


Eryalith seemed to think for a moment.


Theron caught Ariane smile at him, knowing he was just amusing the elf. He smiled back, and felt the heat on his cheeks.


“How about Hananel?” She said.


“Excuse me?” 


She nodded, “Yeah, Ariane told me that you don’t like him, so why don’t you name your slave animal after him?”


He laughed, “Well, I don’t want him to get any ideas if we ever run into him.”


“Picky, picky.” Eryalith tapped her chin.


Ariane leaned in close to Theron, “Just tell her his name is Tevi, after your goddess.”


“What? I can’t name a …”


“She’ll be at this all day, just do it. It doesn’t matter.”


He laughed, “Eryalith, his name is Tevi, after my goddess Tevona.”


Eryalith’s blue hued lips smile, “Alright. And what about Mitsos’ horse?”


“Better half.” Jabin chuckled. 


The joke stopped Eryalith from questioning any further, and they continued on. Coming to an outpost, Mitsos decided that they had no reason to stop. Ariane watched the small portion of civilization disappear behind her. 


Four days past without any visits from Kistur’s men, but more importantly without any stops in cities, towns, or outposts that they past. The small city of Noforig appeared before them, and as Mitsos stared at it, thinking for a moment. Ariane shot past him on her horse, and headed towards the city.


“Ariane?” Mitsos shouted.


“We are going in, Mitsos, like it or not.”

He chuckled, “Alright, we need more bread anyway I suppose.” He said to Theron, who rode up beside him as Jabin and Eryalith went to catch up with Ariane. 


Theron sped up to catch Ariane, and kept pace next to her side. Walking into the city a man sat on the ground with torn clothes and his head bowed. Ariane dismounted, then while she walked over to him, reached into her pouch and pulled out some coins. Taking his dirty hand in her own, he looked up into her eyes, she smiled and placed the coins in his hand.


“Here you go, get something to eat.” She stood up and walked back over to Soja.


“Thank you, milady.” The man said weakly.


She just smiled again, and pulled herself back onto the horse and began forward again.


“That was overly generous of you.” Theron smiled, and she returned the smile.


“Eryalith?” Ariane said, knowing her and Jabin were riding behind them.


“Yes?”


“I could use a bath, what about you?”


“Oh yes!” Eryalith shouted directly into Jabin’s eyes, “Oh sorry.” She said when she noticed him rub it.


Ariane looked back over to Theron, “If you don’t mind, we want to take a bath, and would prefer not to be over heard.”


He chuckled, “Of course, milady. I am sure Jabin and I could be of service to Mitsos.”


When they stopped in front of the bathhouse, Jabin dismounted and helped Eryalith off the horse. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed his cheek. Ariane who had already dismounted, handed his reins to Theron. When they were in his hands, she saw Eryalith kiss Jabin, and laughed. However, Theron felt her squeeze his hand, and he smiled down at her, unsure if she had meant to do it.


Ariane walked over to her elven friend and stuck out her arm, “Milady.” 


Laughing, Eryalith grabbed the crook of Ariane’s elbow. “Bye Jabin, bye Theron.” Eryalith waved.


“Gentlemen.” Ariane bowed her head and then walked them into the bathhouse.


“Ok, now I am riding a real horse for a while.” Jabin said walking over to Soja.


Placing his foot in the stirrup he went to lift himself up, but Soja moved forward. The only thing that kept the horse from walking completely away was Theron’s hold on the reins. Jabin tried again, and the animal moved once more. Theron started to chuckled at him, which only egged on Jabin to try harder.


Finally, he was atop of the beast, nudging it’s side, it just stood firm. Again he nudged, and again it stood firm. Theron couldn’t hold in his chuckles any longer and burst out laughing.


“What the hell is wrong with this thing?” Jabin asked.



“Apparently, Lady Ariane has stolen it’s heart, and knows you are competition.” Theron laughed.


“Blasted horse!” He climbed off, “We don’t have time for this. Come here, Deligredinia, or whatever your name is.” He reached out for the mare’s reins.


“Delagra.” Theron said, and began leading Soja to the marketplace where he was sure Mitsos would be. 


Jabin came to ride beside him, he looked like he had something on his mind.


“What is it, Jabin?”


“Well, remember before I left, you and I discussed me and Ariane…”


“Yes, and I can’t help you with that anymore.” He said referring to helping Jabin find his way into Ariane’s heart.


“I see, so you two are…”


Theron rolled his eyes, “No, but she over heard me say it to you and forbid me to do anything to help you. Jabin, I really don’t think she feels for you like that.”


He nodded, and then quickly changed the conversation, “Eryalith is a little touchy isn’t she?”


He laughed, “You don’t know the half of it.”


“I woke up these past couple nights and she is laying beside me. I think she’s getting the wrong impression, maybe we should get another horse for her.”


“Is she?”


Jabin looked at him with questioning eyes.


“Getting the wrong idea?”


He nodded, “The girl won’t stop grabbing at me, if she doesn’t have her arm around me when we are riding, she clinging to my arm at camp.”


Theron smiled, “To be honest, I don’t see you telling her to stop or pulling away when she kisses your cheeks.”


“I don’t want to be rude, she’s overly sensitive.”


He shrugged, “That’s just Eryalith, I wouldn’t read much into it. She feels safe next to you, and so that’s where she wants to be. She did similar things to me while you were out where ever it was you were.”


“She tried to sleep next to you?”


“Not after I started locking my door.” Theron jested.


“Alright, funny man. Why does she think she is safer with me then you?”


Theron shrugged, “She is stuck riding all day with you.”


“Where are the girls?” Mitsos walked up to them, with his horse behind him.


“They went into the bath house, said we had to come help you.” Jabin said.


He sighed, and then turned around to head back into the marketplace. Both men dismounted, and lead their horses around looking for any items that might be useful for their long trek. It took at most an hour to gather what they needed, and so the men headed back to the bathhouse to wait for their female companions. The city was rather cold, and the memory of the warm bath house in Yodgonosh made Theron’s arm hair stand on end. 


“It’s getting colder.” Theron said.


“Doesn’t seem like it’s going to be to bad of a winter… of course, that depends on where we spend it.” Mitsos had bought some dried meat and was gnawing at it.


Neither Jabin or Theron thought it was safe enough to eat, considering the man told them that he dried them raw. How he managed to do it, was something they both wanted to keep from their minds. And when he began to explain the process to Mitsos, they both walked away from the cart.


“Damn it’s cold out here.” Ariane said stepping out of the bath house.


The flesh on her chest that wasn’t covered by her armor had goose bumps, and she rubbed the bare flesh for a moment.


“Oh my!” Eryalith shivered, and tried to jump back into the building, but Ariane grabbed her and pulled her out.


Ariane hair was up, in a tight vertical braid that was firmly attached to her head. She rubbed the wet braid a moment, and then smiled at Eryalith.


“Don’t mess with it, Ariane, you’ll make it come undone. I put a lot of work into that.” She snapped, then shoved her hand into the air for Jabin to take.


Jabin had stayed mounted on his horse the entire two hour wait, and though they asked him why, he said nothing.


Theron handed Ariane her reins, he could smell a soft scent of floral. She smiled at him as she took them, and mounted Soja, who gladly accepted her weight. Jabin frowned down at Theron, when he saw the stubborn beast had allowed her aboard.


“Are we ready then?” Ariane asked.


Leaving the city, Ariane felt refreshed. She had taken bathes every other day in Moonglow, mostly cause she had nothing better to do. Now, that she was lucky to bath once a week, she enjoyed them much more. She remembered her father use to tease her about washing her skin away, and how he would bath once a month, using her dirty water and taking only ten minutes at most. Ariane wasn’t sure if he was just quick to wash or if the water was cold and he wanted to be out of it.


Ariane surprised everyone when she rode up beside Mitsos, “Can I ask you something?”


He nodded.


“Everywhere we go, people seem to know my father. Even when they don’t know he is my father, some people just say his name. Why… why didn’t he ever tell me he was famous?”


He frowned, “Ariane, your father loved you very much, and he didn’t want you living in his shadow. Besides, he was a humble man, and only felt he was doing what Placidia had called him to do. He didn’t care how far out of his way he went, and people cheered him for being great. But, he never saw himself as such.”


She kept her eyes on his face, not saying anything.


“Remember when we first started out and I was telling Theron that your father and I were inside Gertaron and that we were protecting the princess?”


She nodded, recalling what little was said about it.



“Your father, Lucian, a thief friend, and I escorted her, suppose to be secretly, across Arywan from one side to the other. We never had a break when it came to fighting, someone always had to be awake guarding the camp site. Constantly being attacked, and when we got to Gertaron it was under siege. We had to sneak her in, because she had to marry the king in order to bring peace. However, this other king didn’t want peace between the two cities, because that would mean allies against him.”


She looked at him seeming to question where this was heading.



“We spent two weeks fighting the orcs, trolls, and other races. How or why they became allied with the other king still remains a mystery. And finally they were wed, and it seemed like the battle just stopped.” He made a slicing motion with his hand, “When we got back to Moonglow, I remember you asked him how it had gone. And your father very calmly said ‘We just escorted a noblewoman to her betrothed, nothing we couldn’t handle.’ Which I suppose was true, because nothing happened that we couldn’t handle. Yet, he didn’t want to scare you with what he had been through.”


Ariane nodded, “I see.”


“Don’t think you have to live up to his life, Ariane. He didn’t want that, and he didn’t want the fame or the fortune. He just wanted to serve his goddess and love his daughter, nothing more.”


She gave a soft smile.


“I think he did both well.” Mitsos reached out and rubbed her head.


“Hey, watch the hair!” Eryalith snapped behind them.


Ariane looked into his eyes, and chuckled. “We getting near the elven territory yet?”


He nodded, “Should be there by tomorrow, we have to watch our step.”


The sound of distant horses entered the ears of the group, looking up from the path they saw a man riding as quickly as he could with four others behind him. Though it was obvious they were not riding together, instead the man was being chased. When the chased man reached them, they could see he was an elf. His body dressed in light leather similar to Eryalith’s, he carried a bow on his back. His hair dark brown that fell just below his shoulders, and his eyes a shade of green like moss. He stopped his horse in front of them, looking them over for a moment.


“Please, help me, these men are trying to rob me, they already killed my friend.”


Mitsos pulled his sword, and Theron followed his lead. They charged forward towards the group following them.


“Ready Eryalith?” Jabin asked.



“Let’s go.” She said with her bow pulled, they took off leading Ariane behind with the elf.


He pulled his bow and began shooting as they got closer. Theron and Mitsos took off the heads of the first two, then turned their attentions to the two who had slipped by. Eryalith released an arrow and pierced one of the men in his chest. He fell backward from his horse, Theron ran up beside the last one and shoved his sword into his side.


He looked back at Mitsos who gave a nod of approval, and they rode back to Ariane.


“Thank you for your help.” The elf said, “I am Wiralyn.” He said to Mitsos.


Mitsos introduced the group quickly, “What did you have that these men wanted so badly?”


He shrugged, “I do not know.”


“Thieves don’t normally chase unless you have their prize.”


Again he shrugged, “I have nothing of worth to them. I did kill one of their men, perhaps that is why.”


Mitsos stared at him suspiciously.


“Well, thank you again. I shall take my leave.” He nudged his horse with his feet.


“Wait, we can’t just let you go off, when they might be looking for you.” Ariane said, “Stay with us until we reach an outpost or city.” 

He smiled, “Thank you, milady. That would make me feel much safer.”


“Ariane, there isn’t another outpost or city for another three days.” Mitsos growled, he didn’t trust this elf or his story.


She shrugged, “Then I suppose we all should be on our best while we have a guest. Now, that our break is over, let’s continue.”


“Where are you heading?” Wiralyn asked, when Mitsos rode off ahead, once again.


“Rundalfelt.” Ariane answered.


He gave a look of disgust, “Why would you want to head to such an atrocious city?”


“Lets just say I have an appointment with someone there.”


He grinned, “Very well. A true lady never reveals all her secrets upon the first encounter, I suppose.” He looked back at Ariane, “You know, I was once for hirer as a guide for some of the rich who were to afraid to find their own way. I know much about the landscape, if you wanted I could help you get there much quicker.” he looked at her eyes that seemed to hold suspicion, “You don’t have to answer now, milady, I am after all a stranger, please think on it.” His eyes shifted to the horse beside him that carried Eryalith, “A snow elf?”


She nodded, “A wood elf?”


He laughed, “Of sorts, I suppose. I am a high elf, living among the trees.”


“On the ground or in the trees, it’s all the same.” 

He frowned, “I could say that about you and the drow, yet it would not be accurate, would it, milady?”


“I can see your point.” She smiled.


“What a beautiful smile, milady. Tell me, what brings you so far south, besides the good company that you have obviously come to possess.”


She kept her smile, she was easily flattered, “Family issues.” 


His smiled only widened, “Ah, I see I am among two true ladies, not willing to reveal their past… or future.” He saw Jabin roll his eyes, “I am sorry, milord, is talking to your wife, making you uncomfortable?”


Eryalith laughed, “Oh no, we aren’t married.”


He nodded, “Yes, milady. You seem young.”


“I am almost eighty.” She stuck her head up high. 


“Then a lady none the less.” He winked, causing her to blush.


“You flatter me, milord.”


Again he smiled, “You flatter me, that an elf such as yourself would even speak to one such as me.”


Jabin groaned, seeming to be in pain from the lines that Wiralyn was giving Eryalith. 


“I must say, milady, that I have met one snow elf in my life, and he wasn’t nearly as endearing as you are.” 

“My people are unemotional, it is the price we had to pay for what we became.”


He nodded his head, “You are much more beautiful then he was…”


“Ok, enough, I am not listening to this all the way to where ever it is we are dropping you off.” Jabin snapped, then sped up his horse.


Eryalith looked behind to Wiralyn and shrugged, giving him a sad, apologetic face.


Wiralyn turned back to Ariane, “I was merely being nice, I was not trying to…”


“It’s alright, Wiralyn. Jabin can be a little over emotional at times, he hasn’t been feeling well lately.” Ariane patted his shoulder. “You made her day though.” She smiled.


“I suppose that is a win then.” He smiled.


“So tell me, milady, what is a woman of your grace and elegance riding about in armor with these warriors?”


“I am a paladin of Placidia.”


His rose an eyebrow, “Yet, you did not attack when those men attacked me.”


She nodded, “I have an oath not to kill.” she lied slightly.


“I see, then again, what is a lady such as yourself doing out with these warriors?”


Ariane smiled, “A lady does not reveal all her secrets, milord.”


He smiled, “Aye, you are right, forgive me for prying.”


Night fell and as the group sat around the camp, Wiralyn began entertaining them with his stories. He told them he was a servant and close friend to a noble in his society, he had safely delivered a letter not long before they met him. After that he was to go directly home, which was where he had been heading when the bandits attacked. It seemed every other sentence out of his mouth was one meant to compliment one person or another. Though, Eryalith seemed quite content to listening to every word he had to say about her. And as his stories came to a close, well more like he turned his attentions to Eryalith, the others began to speak of their own tales.


“So, when I was talking to Oriana. She was telling me that this one time at one battle or another, that this ogre appeared behind you.” Ariane said looking at Theron, he had already began to blush, “She told me that you bumped into it, and when you turned around and looked up at it, you went flush. Fell backwards, and Mikal had to jump in the way and get the Ogre to chase after him.”


“I was still a squire when that happened, I was like seventeen.” He tried to defend himself, he looked around to see who had been listening to her story. Jabin and Mitsos were deep in some sort of secret conversation that they took away from the camp, and Eryalith was to busy asking for more compliments to listen to anything else. “Besides, milady, that is how I met my betrothed, so I didn’t mind.” He smiled.


“From what I understand, wouldn’t you rather take it back and not meet her?”


Theron thought for a moment, “I suppose that would be easier, but the good moments we had was worth the pain I received later.”


“Why didn’t you accept her apology after she made the mistake of falling for Hananel?” Ariane knew she was treading in a conversation that needed to remain untouched, but the questions lingered in her mind.


“She did more to me then that, many things I had forgiven her for.” He said slowly.


“Like Mikal?”


He looked at her out of the corner of his eyes, “How did you know?”


“You don’t like him very much, that is clear. However, I can’t see you hating a man just for being part of one race or another. So, I guess I figured it out for myself.”


He nodded, “Yes, she slept with Mikal.”


“You deserve better, Sir Theron, and I hope you find her, where ever she is.” She looked up at the stars above them. 


“Milady, since I answered a personal question, may I ask you one?”


Ariane nodded, “I suppose it’s only fair.”


“When Mikal kissed you goodbye, I couldn’t help but notice the look in your eyes. I wonder if you feel for him?”


She shrugged, “I don’t know what I feel, but…” She stopped herself, “I don’t know.”


He gave a nod, “Fair enough. Could you love a man who has been with as many women as he has?”


Ariane looked at him, “I would never love Mikal, and I think I misunderstood what you asked me before. I am an abstinent paladin, Sir Theron. I am not looking for love to fill a void within me, I do not have a void to fill.”


“Forgive me, milady. I thought I asked clearly enough without being vulgar.” He looked over at Eryalith who was laughing at something Wiralyn had said, “So, what do you think about those two?”


“Not sure, but I think Jabin’s jealous.” Ariane chuckled, “She is a little thief isn’t she? Stealing hearts the way she does, must be her innocence that continues to attract them to her.”


Theron smiled, “Your innocent too, milady.”


“Not like that.”


“No, not like that. But in an appealing way none the less.” He didn’t realize what he had said, until he looked over at Ariane’s stunned face. “Oh no, milady, I didn’t mean it like that. I…ugh. You are conceded, milady.”


Ariane stood up, and sat across the fire from him, her arms folded. Jabin came back and sat down beside her, knowing right away that she was upset. 


“Have a good talk with Mitsos?” she said, knowing he would ask what was wrong.


“Some things will never change, I suppose.” He looked over at Theron and then back at her, “Have a good talk with Theron?”


She frowned, “He called me conceded, after he told me I was appealing.”


Jabin pressed his lips together, and looked back over at the paladin across the fire from him. “Did he now?”


“Apparently, I took it the wrong way.” She frowned deeply, at Theron who was now talking to Mitsos, most likely about how they were going to get around Tregulyn Woods.


Wiralyn stood up and announced he was going into the woods for a moment. When he vanished from sight, Jabin went to take his place next to Eryalith.


“I don’t trust that guy.” Jabin said out loud to the group. “Something isn’t right about him.”

Mitsos nodded, “Yes, high elves aren’t normally friendly to humans, and even less to other elves not of their race. I wonder what he is getting out of riding with us.”


“Perhaps, he is like Eryalith, not like the rest of their race.” Ariane said.


He nodded, “I would watch what we say and do around him, until we have him figured out. Lets hope that Kistur doesn’t try anything until he is long gone. High elves are rather power hungry, and they have been known to use those they think are stronger then them to achieve it.”


Ariane rolled her eyes, “And what could he do?”


“You make him sound evil.” Eryalith said the same time Ariane spoke.


“Watch yourself around him, Eryalith, I don’t like the attention he is giving you.” Mitsos said, more for Jabin’s sake, who he had noticed staring at Wiralyn with jealous eyes all evening.


Wiralyn stepped up behind Jabin and smiled at him, which came as a surprise to Jabin, who had expected him to get upset over him taking his place. Instead, Wiralyn took a seat next to Ariane with a wide grin.


“The moon is full tonight.” He pointed up at the sky.


Everyone looked up at the moon, it was indeed full, and very large. Wiralyn grinned, and went over to a clear area near the fire to lay down.


“Time for me to sleep.” He said, and everyone seemed to agree with him, as they found their spots around the camp fire. 


Eryalith still slept near Jabin that night. Ariane smiled innocently at Jabin when he saw the little elf, lay down only an arm’s length away from him. He returned the smile to her, and turned over with his back facing both Ariane and Eryalith. 


Mitsos and Theron slept vertically to the fire with their heads closest to it, laying next to each other. Ariane and Wiralyn were the only ones who got a space to themselves. As everyone fell asleep, Ariane felt her eyes unwilling to close. Every noise that the forest and her companions made seemed to echo in her ears.


Mitsos thunderous throaty snore took lead, while Wiralyn seemed to be his challenger with his more nasal congested snore. Eryalith gave little whimpers in her sleep, kicking her feet causing dust to spray up into Theron’s face. Jabin, however, was dead to the world. His body did not move not even his chest seemed to let anyone in on his breathing. Ariane propped herself up on her elbows looking down at her feet, Eryalith’s head was just a little below. She sighed and fed the fire with the branches next to her. 

“Can’t sleep, milady?” She heard Theron’s voice say.


“No, for some reason I am a little excited. And why are you still awake?”


He chuckled, “Eryalith’s been feeding me dirt.”


Ariane smiled, “I think I am going to go for a walk and burn off this energy I still have.”


“May I join you?” He stood up, making it known that it was not truly her choice in whether he came or not.


“I suppose.” She said when he walked over to her and helped her stand up.


They walked in silence for a while, Ariane took in the scenery. The leaves were beginning to brown, and through the small wooded area that seemed to follow the river, she could see the moonlight sparkle off the water. Over a month ago, she would have never thought it possible for her to be this far from home. Or fighting ogres, and others of evil. More importantly she would of never thought to be without her father’s guiding hands. Among strangers, even though she had known Jabin and Mitsos all her life, they were different now. Jabin’s returned from the thieves guild, had seemed to turn his entire personality from humble thief to a more arrogant bandit. And Mitsos was showing the adventurer that he had always been.


What bother her the most was that she had never known her father when he was alive. She wondered how many knew the true person he was, because all she knew of the man was the person he had pretended to be to protect her. Had she of known who her father was, would that of changed their relationship? If she had known her father was slaying dragons, protecting princesses, fighting in wars against powerful kings, and killing so many, would she of seen him differently? Would she of seen him as a hero or the man who had more important things to attend to then her? She sighed, she didn’t have an answer to those questions, and now she never would. 

Theron had heard her sigh and looked down at her, “What are you thinking about, Lady Ariane?”


“My father.”


He nodded, “It must be hard for you, not able to mourn him properly. To loose him and then to be thrown into… whatever it is we are doing.”


She smiled, taking his arm. “The more we travel the more I learn about him. Did you know that I didn’t even know he was famous? He battled powerful wizards, saved princesses from certain doom, and then would come home to me. When I ask him how it went, he would say nothing we couldn’t handle, then kiss my forehead.”


“I met him only a couple times, myself. Whenever I was lucky enough to be at my uncle’s side when he arrived. He, Mitsos, and my uncle were close, and it just seemed strange to me, at home they confided much in each other. They are all so private people, but with each other they entrusted all their secrets.” He realized he was getting away from where he had meant to take the conversation, “What I was meaning to say, is that I met your father a couple times. He was a humble man, I remember this squire asked him something about fame. Your father just looked at him and said ‘If you are looking for fame, become a mercenary, or marry a noblemen’s daughter. Fame for a paladin is a chalice of poison, the more you drink from it, the sooner you’ll die.’ That squire decided not to become a paladin after that.”

“Seems you knew my father, for only meeting him twice, then I did knowing him my entire life.” Her fingers compressed against his skin.


“Or, perhaps, I knew the man he was forced to be. While you knew the man that he wanted to be.” 


She gave a weak grin, “I think I can live with that.”


He smiled. “Milady, I want to apologize for calling you conceded earlier. I didn’t mean it the way I said. I embarrassed myself, and wanted you to stop staring at me the way you were. I just got defensive and I am sorry.”


She smiled, “It’s ok, sometimes I take what people say further then what they meant it. All my life, it seems every unwed man, that has come to Moonglow, has asked me to be their wife. Compliments to me are just men trying to court me.” She sighed, “I understand that is not where you mean your words to lead.” 

Placing his warm hand over her cold one that gripped her arm, he embraced her hand in his own. 


“Jabin seems to be warming up a little to Eryalith.” Ariane said.


“Yes, surprising how sharing the same horse for nearly a week can do that to a man.”


She giggled, “He’s absorbs attention, and anyone who is willing to give it to him, gets his full interest.”


“Does it make you envious?”


Ariane shook her head and looked up at him, “I don’t have the time that I used too to put into him, and I am glad he found someone to keep their eye on him. He is still my good friend, but somehow I feel that our paths separated long ago, but we were to afraid to admit it.”


“How is it that you two became friends? I can’t imagine a paladin’s daughter befriending him.”


“My father tells me, that your father started the orphanage in Moonglow, which makes sense considering we call it the Lorant Orphanage, even though the sign says Moonglow Home for Children.” She smiled, “Jabin was one of the first children sent there, and somehow we just ran into each other one day, and became inseparable.”


“Until you felt your paths detach from the others?”


She nodded, “I feel bad saying this, but sometimes I felt that the only reason he and I remained friends was because I pitied him. Sleeping on the streets, having to steal his meals, I couldn’t let him do that.” She yawned.


“Shall we return to camp, milady?”


Smiling, she nodded, “Yes, I think I have used up the last of my energy.”


Walking up to the camp, Ariane thought she saw Eryalith flip around. As they got closer she seemed to be in the position she had left her. Looking up at Theron, he seemed to have his eyes on her as well. 


“Goodnight.” She said, laying down in her spot.


“Goodnight. Tomorrow night, Mitsos sleeps next to her feet.”


She giggled as she closed her eyes, listening to the tournament that Mitsos and Wiralyn were having with their snoring.


The next morning Wiralyn was already awake, he was cooking fish on the fire, and had a large leaf filled with a red berries. He smiled at Ariane who was the first to awake, then slide the leaf over to her. Looking down at the red berries, she picked up one and placed it in her mouth. It had a bitterly sweet taste, that left her mouth dry, yet the taste was unforgettable.


“Those are good.”



He nodded, “Some of these trees are Grundath, the berries only grow at the very top. They taste great with fish, but since I can’t exactly smash them up and marinade the fish in it, we’ll just have to get a berry and then the bite of the fish.”


She smiled, “You didn’t have to go to the trouble of all this.”


“It is my pleasure, milady. Your group saved my life, and you allowed me to ride on in your safety, the least I can do is gather breakfast.” His eyes wandered over to Eryalith, who had her head pressed up against Jabin’s back. “Are those two together?”


Ariane looked over and giggled, “Not official.”


He nodded, placing another berry on his tongue. 


“What’s this?” Theron sat up and dusted his hair quickly.


“Breakfast.” Wiralyn smiled and handed him some of the berries. “They are almost done.”


“Heavy breakfast.” Theron said staring into his hand full of a strange berry. “What’s this?”


“Just try it.” Ariane laughed eating another.


Theron placed it in his mouth, seeming to think about the taste for a moment, his nose wrinkled up. Holding out his hand he offered the rest of the berries back to Wiralyn.


“Don’t like them?” The high elf asked, taking them back.


“I’ll stick to an apple, thanks.” He looked over at Eryalith, “That must be uncomfortable for Jabin.”


Ariane shrugged, “I’ve seen him sleep in worse positions.”


When the fish was finished, Theron shook Mitsos’ shoulders to wake him up. Ariane pushed Eryalith’s shoulders with her foot, causing her to push into Jabin. They both woke up, looking as if they had just gotten to sleep. 


Eryalith went to sit next to Wiralyn as he showed her how to remove the bone from the fish. It seemed strange to Mitsos that she didn’t know how, considering it was the main source of meat for her race. She also lived on her own for some time, and hadn’t caught a fish or two to feed herself. He shrugged it off, guessing that an advisor’s daughter probably never had to prepare her own food.


Wiralyn pinched one of the berries over a small piece of the fish, then offered it to Eryalith’s mouth. She opened her mouth, and allowed him to place it on her tongue.


“Mmm, that’s very good.” She smiled.


Jabin frowned and looked over at Ariane, who smiled and then winked at him. It made him smile, realizing she was trying to calm him down. 


“Milady, your horse got loose.” Wiralyn pointed over towards the river at the black stallion.


“Soja is a free spirit, he doesn’t like being tied to the trees.”


“Aren’t you afraid he’ll run away or be stolen?”


She shrugged, “Hasn’t been a problem yet.”


Eryalith interrupted their conversation, “Could you show me which trees you got these from, and how to pick the berries?”


“Of course, milady. After all I will be leaving the group someday, and I would like you to continue enjoying them.” He smiled.


“I hope you don’t leave for a while, if you can surprise us with food.” Eryalith smiled and took a berry from his hand. “Ariane?”


“Yes?” 


“Could he show me now? We do have time, right?” She gave her sad eyes.


Ariane cracked a small grin, “Yes, Eryalith, but be quick.”


“Wiralyn?” She turned her eyes to him.


Standing up he held out his hand to help her stand up. “It will take no longer then a half hour, Lady Ariane, and then I will have your Eryalith returned to you.”


Ariane bowed her head, “Have fun.” 


She watched them walk away from the camp, when she turned her head back, she saw Jabin’s glaring at her with his arms crossed.


“Oh don’t look at me like that.” She said finishing her fish.


“We don’t even know the man, and you are letting her go off with him.” Jabin snapped, “How are we suppose to trust your judgment if you are that careless with her life.”


“He seems harmless enough, Jabin. I don’t think we have anything to worry about. Besides, Eryalith is not a child, despite how she may act. She survived a long time without us, and I am sure she can endure him and his trees.”


He snorted and looked over to the others for help.


“He’s right, Ariane. You shouldn’t…”


“Mitsos, she is a grown woman. She can make her own decisions, all she asked me is if she had time. Her question had nothing to do with whether or not she could go.” Ariane tried to keep her cheery voice alive, but the hint of anger was detected.


“Very well. I am just trying to say I don’t trust the man. High elves aren’t like him, he is far from his people, and completely out of character.” Mitsos said poking at his fish.


“Eryalith is from a people, quite similar to his own. She is kind and friendly in order to survive the beings around her, its possibly that Wiralyn is the same way.” This time the annoyance was clear in her voice.


“What is it about women, that a man says a few enduring words, and he becomes harmless?” Theron asked, with the last of his sentence spoken, a fish struck him in the head. “Hey!” His eyes shot over to Ariane.


“It has nothing to do with enduring words, Sir Theron. Eryalith is a good judge of character, and if she thinks he is safe enough to be alone with then I won’t object. Now, I have heard enough on this subject. Wiralyn is part of our group until he is safely in his home land or ready to leave us, which ever comes first.” She stood up, “And it wouldn’t hurt any of you to be a little nicer to him.”


“Where are you going?” Mitsos asked.


“To stretch my legs, sleeping in this armor makes my body ache.” She turned around and headed down the path, steering clear of where the two elves had gone.


Eryalith stood on the large tree branch, the ground was very far down, and just looking at her feet made her slightly dizzy. Wiralyn held tight to her hand, and occasionally would look back to see how she was faring.


“See this large heart shaped leaves?” He looked at her and she nodded, “That’s normally my give away for the Grundath. However, if you can’t make out the leaves, you can always cut the tree slightly. The sap will have a black color and smell rather like the berries.” He reached up to another branch and pulled himself up, then turned to offer his hand to help her up. (should just be the give away, maybe reword it)


Pulling her up, she straddled the smaller branch, and looked at the elf who was crouched down before her, “They only grow at the top?”


He nodded, “They need direct sunlight to grow, and the small branches they grow on help them stick up above the leaves.”


“No wonder hardly anyone knows about them.”


He chuckled, “Yes, they are a rather dangerous treat to come by. Much like honey though, I suppose.”


“Except with honey you get stung a bit, you can’t fall to your death.” Eryalith said looking down again.


“If you would like to go back down, we don’t have to continue.”


“Oh no, I didn’t mean that. I want to see how this is done, I don’t know if I’ll be able to do it on my own, but I want to know.” She smiled, as he climbed up onto another branch.


“The branches are built for climbing, they grow three every six feet. Almost as if the tree is begging you to come and take it’s berries.” He reached down his hand again.


“Of course, you lived your life in trees, so I am sure this is much easier for you then it would be me.”


He nodded, “Much like living in the snow. If ever I find myself in such a position, I would only hope to find you beside me.” Smiling, he stood up grabbing another branch.


“Wiralyn?”


“Yes, milady?” He said looked over the branch at her.


“Why are you so nice? Your people aren’t well known for their hospitality nor their tolerance of other races.”


He nodded, “Neither are yours, milady. Perhaps I should ask you the same question.”


She took the hand he offered her, then sat down on the branch, “I was always this way to a point, but I came to be more so when I found myself among the humans. I had to be humble and friendly, almost childlike if I wanted to survive.”


Wiralyn leaned back against the tree trunk, “It’s my duty to deal with many nobles from humans to orcs to other type of elves. I am the spokesmen for my master, and in time I just found it was easier to be kind to get them to accept me, then to be a stuck up high elf. Which is a lot easier to do.”


“Being nice or being stuck up?” She smiled.


“Nice, milady. It’s much easier to have people like you then hate you.”


“So we both chose it because it was the easier path to take.”


He gave a solid nod.


“We seem to have much in common, Wiralyn.”


“That we do, milady. I am enjoying this time with you, perhaps we should find more time to discuss our lives.”


She smiled as he stood up, “I would like that.”


“It’s been a half hour where are they?” Jabin asked.


Ariane smiled and rolled her eyes, “They’ll come back when they are ready.”


“It’s wasting good daylight standing around here waiting for them.” He snapped.


“Ahem.” They heard Vidan’s voice, looking around they could not see him, “In the fire, friends.” Looking into the fire, they saw Vidan’s eyes and mouth nothing else, he began speaking once he had Ariane’s attention. “Lady Ariane, I need to ask you a favor of sorts. Though it would serve you well to do this for me.”


Ariane though confused about the fire, tried to seem as if it was a normal phenomen for her to talk to faces in fires, “Sure, Vidan, what is it?”


“There is a small city just to the south of here, I know it is out of your way. However, it’s only an hours ride. There is a duchess there, that would like to have words with you and your companions. This is not an order, just a request.”


She looked into the fiery eyes, “May I ask what it is she needs?”


“Your insight, and possibly your abilities. She will speak to no one but a follower of Placidia, priest or paladin, she does not care.”


Ariane looked over to Mitsos who nodded, “Very well, as soon as Wiralyn and Eryalith get back, we will go.”


“Wiralyn?” he questioned.


She nodded, “We helped him get away from some bandits, and he is riding with us until he can safely leave our side.”


“It is your destiny, milady. I can not tell you who you should travel with. Go to Cefrian, and ask for the Duchess Kaya Mudalin.” He then vanished.


“Wonder what this is about.” Jabin asked.


“Well we will have to go find out as soon as they get back.” Ariane took her seat again.


“Which where are they?” He looked over to the area they had disappeared at.


Ariane chuckled, “Are you jealous?”


Jabin crossed his eyes and glared at her, “No, I am merely worried for my comrade who went with a strange man into the woods. Besides, if she died then I would be riding an ugly oversized horse for no reason.”


“Died? You don’t honestly think he would hurt her like that, do you?”


He shrugged. “Who knows with his kind.”


Eryalith laughed was heard, and they looked to see the two coming back into the camp. Jabin stood up to look over Ariane, he gave a deep frown to the high elf.


“That was longer then a half hour.” he scolded.


Eryalith was still laughing, “Sorry, we got to the top, and it was so beautiful up there. It was my fault, I didn’t want to leave. I could see you guys from up there, I tried to call out to you, but none of you moved.” Her laughed turned into a giggle, “I almost slipped, and Wiralyn had to catch me, scariest moment of my life.”


“Then why are you laughing?” Jabin asked.


“Cause I was so scared, and Wiralyn’s face when I fell, it was so funny.” She started laughing again, Ariane stood up next to her, and she pressed her head into the paladin’s shoulder, “Ariane, you have to come with us next time. It’s so beautiful up there, the world looks so different.”


Ariane gave her ‘I told you so’ looks to the men, and then caught Eryalith’s laugh. 


“Why are you laughing?” Eryalith asked.


“Cause you are laughing.” 


Jabin interrupted their fun, “We have to go down to Cefrian. Vidan showed up and asked us to go. Ariane has to talk to the duchess, and the two of you wasted some of our travel time.”


“I am sorry, I didn’t realize we were that pressed for time. Otherwise I would of pulled her from the tree earlier.” Wiralyn apologized to Jabin, who just frowned at him. 


“Soja!” Ariane called out to the horse who was drinking from the river. He’s head looked up and he began his slow trot over to her.


The others found their horses tied to the tree not far from where Soja had been. They headed south to the city, everyone curious as to what the duchess could need. (I think Vidan’s Face should appear in a form other then his physical, like his face in the fire, or an ethereal look about him)


The city spread out before them, larger then Moonglow, but much smaller then Githeth. It, however, was not a city in the conventional sense. This was a home of a duke, and the houses within only belonged to the servants who worked in his home. The great manor was the center of the city, telling them that it was what the walls were meaning to protect. Mudalin was a rich man, and most likely a second son to a duke that made his own way. Ariane knew of a sword called a Cefrian blade, and she wondered if this was where they came from. She could see from behind the city that there were mining the small mountainous area. It was told that that it took a special type of miner to dig out the ore in those mountains, though she was unsure about much else. The mines and all the equipment were without workers, and Ariane knew something was wrong long before she reached the gates.


They found their way to the front gates. They did not lower the gates when they approached, Ariane took lead and looked up to the guards above the gate.


“You there!” She shouted, “Why are these gates closed?”


The guard looked over at her, and spit. It barely missed her, and would have had she not back away. The group gave a deep frown at the barbaric display the man had given Ariane.


“I am Lady Ariane Kafele, paladin of Placidia. Duchess Kaya Mudalin has summoned me here, open these gates so I may speak with your mistress.” She shouted again.


“Duchess Mudalin is not allowed visitors, be gone peasant.” The guard cackled.


Ariane looked back at Mitsos, who didn’t seem to have an answers.


“Why is milady not allowed visitors?” Ariane asked.


“I said be gone, peasant. If you don’t leave we will shower you will arrows.” 


Ariane turned her horse around, “This is ridiculous, she summons us here and we can’t even speak to her.”


“Pssst.” the group heard, and looked around. A small man hiding behind the tree waved at them.


Walking over, Ariane looked down at the halfling. He wore clean and well made clothes, he was without a doubt a noble’s servant. 


“Hello, milady. I be Ledo, loyal servant to Duchess Mudalin. You say you was Lady Ariane, right?”


“Yes, I am Lady Ariane.”


“Lady Ariane, daughter of Decimus Kafele?”


She sighed, “Yes, is this going somewhere, or are you just going to keep asking me what my name is, because I have a pretty good idea what your next question is going to be. And so yes, I am a paladin of Placidia. Now, tell me what your mistress wants from me.”


“I be awful sorry, milady. But I have to make sure I be talking to the right one, there be many spies about.” He took a step to his left to allow her shadow to cover his eyes from the sun. “My mistress, she be held hostage by Master Mudalin.”


“Her husband?”


Ledo nodded, “Yes, Vidan visited her when she call. He say you near here and he would send you to help. Mistress Mudalin was daughter of Placidia paladin, and they the only one she can trust now, but Master won’t let her talk to no one. Vidan only got in cause he great mage.”


“Well, obviously you got in and out, why can’t you show her the way to escape?”


He shook his head full of white hair, “The passages be to small for mistress, please hear what I must speak.” 


“Alright, continue.”


“Master is brutal to mistress, he beat her all the time, she had no one to love her. We, servants, are too scared to help her. But he helped, he wanted to take her away, and we try to make it happen, cause mistress is so kind to us.”


“Who wanted to help her?”


He started bouncing from leg to leg nervously, and looked back at the guards near the gatehouse, “Duke of Quadela’s son, he and mistress fall in love. Master too old for her, and he mean, and she fall in love with duke of Quadela’s son. But Master, he find out what she plotting, he find out she not faithful to him. So, he wait for duke’s son in her room, and when he appear he arrests him, has him beat, and torn apart by hunting dogs.”


Ariane looked over to Theron who rode up to her side, the halfling seemed to be relieved at the shade he brought.


“He throw the duke’s son near his home, and his family think wild dogs or wolves got him. They don’t know that he has been murdered, but mistress is good friends with Duke of Quadela, and she know if she tell him what happen, he would save her.”


“It is a sad tale you are telling me, but how is it that I can be of service to Duchess Mudalin?” Ariane was starting to get irritated by the halflings constant movement.


“I have letter here, letter that mistress wrote. She ask you to take it to Quadela, it only three hour ride from here. Find Duke of Quadela, she say even if he don’t save her, she want him to know truth.” The halfling reached behind his back and pulled the scroll from his belt, holding it up to her.


“Why can’t Vidan do this on his own, wouldn’t it be faster?” She was not trusting this situation even if Vidan had sent her.


“Oh no, Duke of Quadela put magic ward over his city, no magic users allowed in, especially Vidan. Vidan done something that make him real mad. I don’t know what he did though.” He was still holding the letter up, which Ariane didn’t seem to be making any motions to take.


“So you want me to start a war between two cities and two families?” 


He shook his head, “No, milady, master started war, but other side don’t know it has happened yet. He kill innocent people, please, save mistress.” He stood on his tip toe, tapping the scroll against her upper thigh, and Ariane took it.


“Which way is Quadela?”


“Thank you, thank you! Lady Ariane is most valiant for trying to save mistress! Yes, she is!” He gathered himself back up, “It’s south, milady. Please hurry, Master been threatening to kill her for days now.”


Ariane nodded, “With all hopes the Duke of Quadela will be saving your mistress before the sun sets.”


The halfling bowed to her, “Mistress be most pleased.” He looked over to the guards and then slipped through the open area to the wall, and ran down it to the place he had escaped from.


“So, now we deliver messages?” Theron asked.


She shrugged, “It’s our duty to give this woman aid.” She looked back at Mitsos, who agreed with her.


“I think it is a most noble thing you are doing, milady, for a woman you have never met.” Wiralyn stated causing Eryalith to smile at him.


“I agree, Ariane. Let’s make haste.” Eryalith said.


Ariane nudged her horse forward, and picked up speed once they got further from Cefrian. The others fell behind her, even though she tried to keep pace with them Soja seemed to want to speed up as fast as he could. 


“Go ahead, Ariane. We will catch up to you.” Mitsos told her.


She nodded, and allowed Soja to run in full velocity.


“Are you crazy?” Theron asked watching Ariane disappear over the horizon, “What if she is attacked?”


“Then they will be lucky to feel the wind as she brushes by them on that horse.” He smiled. “Everyone, we must hurry. No stopping for anything.” He told them, and then took off himself.


The large city of Quadela glistened on the horizon, Ariane smiled realizing she had found it. Still with Soja moving as fast as he could, she ran up to the gate, and swiftly ran through, before the guards had a chance to tell her to slow down. She found the moment accelerating, and she kept pace until she ran into the crowded street, she slowed her horse. 


“Excuse me?” Ariane asked people as they walked by, but everyone seemed to ignore her. “Sir?” She said to a man carrying a load of fish on his back. “Milady, may I ask you something?” The noble looking woman pretended she wasn’t even there. 


Looking around she found a elder woman begging for coins, everyone seemed to ignore her. Ariane rode up to the woman.


“Excuse me.” She said to the woman.


“Yes, milady?”


“For ten gold coins, can you tell me where I can find the duke?”


The old woman smiled, “That’s something I can do, he spends his time at the Magistrates which is just over there across the marketplace here.” She pointed to the light colored building with a sign in front of it, “If he’s not there, then he’ll be at his manor behind the city. You just follow the road straight to it.” (perhaps explain more about the city, what it looks like, and things of that nature)


“Thank you.” Ariane grabbed a handful of coins from her pouch, “Hold out your hands.”


The old woman did as she was told, and smiled as she felt the coins land in her hands, “Thank you, milady.” She said as Ariane rode off.


Stopping in front of the courthouse, she threw Soja’s reins over the horse post and ran in. A man, who Ariane thought was probably the city clerk, stood behind a small (pedestal) as she walked in.


“May I help you, milady?” He asked.


“I need to speak with the duke, it’s urgent.” Ariane said, she was a little out of breath.


“I’m sorry, milady, but the Lord Parsifal is a very busy man, and can’t be bothered.”


“This is about his son, go get him now!”


The man stood with his eyes wide, “But, milady…”


“Now!” She slammed her first against his (pedestal).


“Yes, milady.” He ran off to the back of the great hall, and into two double doors.


It took a few moments, but a man barged through the double doors. He had the clerk at his side apologizing, and several men following behind him. Carrying himself straight, and dignified. Black curls on his head, and strong, firm features, he marched up to her. He was however the same height as Ariane, which came to no shock as her as many men were. (Kind of an extraneous sentence)


“What is it that is so important that you disturb… No, better yet, who are you to disturb my meeting?” He snapped.


“I am Lady Ariane, paladin of Placidia, and daughter of Sir Decimus.” She didn’t know why she had mentioned her father just then, but it seemed to catch the duke’s attention. “I have traveled from Cefrian with a letter that Duchess Mudalin asked me to bring. It’s about your son, milord.” She pulled the letter from her belt, and handed it over to him.


Snatching the letter from her hand, he checked to make sure the seal wasn’t broken and that it was indeed the duchess’s mark. He broke it, and took a moment to read the letter. Ariane knew when he got to the part about his son, as the color left his cheeks. He slowly looked up to her and then handed the letter to the man behind him, who began to read it.


“Paladin of Placidia, yes?”


Ariane nodded.


“You swear on your goddess that this letter is truth?”


“I was not witness to any of this, and I couldn’t swear that it is truth. However, it is as far as I know it.”


“Who gave this letter to you?”


“Ledo, the duchess’s…”


He waved his hand, “Yes, that halfling she fancies. You’ve done well, reward this girl.” Parsifal said to another man.


Ariane held up her hand, “I accept no rewards for this.”


He rose an eyebrow, “And why not?”


“Because if I caused a war, I don’t want to be the one paid for it.” She turned around and began to walk away from them.


“Lady Ariane?” Parsifal said.


She looked back at his grinning face, “You make your goddess proud.”


She gave a formal bow, and walked out the doors. Walking over to Soja, she found his rein tangled up on the wood. “Now look what you did.” She fumbled with the knots.


After a few moments, she felt warmth behind her. A hand came over her eyes, gently covering them. Under her nose, she smelt a rose, and the softness of it’s petals. The hand was removed, and she looked down at the red rose.


“Good day, Lady Ariane.” The voice spoke, a voice that could only belong to one man.


Ariane turned around and smiled, taking the rose, “Good day, Mikal.”


He returned the smile, leaning forward he gently kissed her lips.


“What are you doing here? You left far ahead of me, you should be in Rundalfelt by now, or at least very close.”


He nodded, “We had to take a couple detours. And you, this is somewhat out of the way.”


“A detour as well.” She grinned looking up into his eyes.


“Where are your guardians?” He looked around, “I saw you ride in, but never saw them behind you.”


“I went ahead, since Soja is faster. It was an urgent matter. Where are your companions?”


He smiled, “Doing whatever a husband and wife do together in a bathhouse, I suppose. Would you like to come with me to the inn?” he held out his arm.


“No, I made that mistake once already. I think I’ll wait for my group at the gates.”


“I shall keep you company then.”


Ariane turned back around to mess with the knots of Soja’s reins.


“May I?” He reached his right hand in around her, and placed his left on her hip.


The knots came undone with his attentions, and he handed the reins to her. 


“Thank you.” She smiled, and they began to walk through the crowd to the gates.


He began to tell her that they had been summoned by the Vere temple here to clear out a couple nearby caverns. They were suppose to be filled with all sorts of monsters, but instead all they found was a couple snakes. The only thing they would think of to make the priest happy was the collapse the tunnel, which they hired a dwarf to do. He told her how he seemed upset to destroy them, but did what he was paid to do. 


They found themselves outside the gates, waiting for her group to appear. She hadn’t realized she had gotten that far ahead of them, but after another fifteen minutes they appeared. Theron was most unpleased to see Mikal, however Mikal bowed to him and greeted the man who ignored his pleasant gestures.


“What took you so long?” Ariane asked.


“We got slightly lost.” Mitsos admitted, looking rather sheepish.


“He thought he knew a better way, but all we found was a cliff.” Eryalith shouted.


Ariane tapped Mitsos’ hand, “Well, I gave the letter to the duke, and he thanked me. So, I think we are done here.”


“There you are, Mikal.” Oriana voice came from the gate, she walked across the bridge with Frayne behind her. Ariane had begun to think of Frayne as more of a protective golem that should behind its master waiting for orders. His large frame, and the fact that his face never changed from his scowl nor did the way he stood, with his arms crossed and his legs spread. Oriana smiled widely as she looked at the people that Mikal was entertaining. “Theron, what a pleasure, and Ariane too!”


“I am Sir Theron and she is Lady Ariane, we are paladins, and deserve the title we earned.” He growled.


“Forgive me.” Oriana reached out and hugged Ariane. “What brings you here?”


“A detour, like us.” Mikal told her.


“I see, are you staying long? Come with us to the inn, and…”


Mikal interrupted, “No, they were just leaving, Oriana. We must leave Lady Ariane alone, perhaps we will meet again in Rundalfelt.”


“Or somewhere along the way.” Ariane smiled, and went to mount her horse. Mikal’s hand reached out and grabbed her arms, again he laid a soft kiss on her lips, then allowed her to mount Soja.


“Take care, milady.”


“You three be safe.” Ariane smiled.


As Ariane rode ahead with the others, Theron stayed behind. Turning his gaze to Mikal, “Stay away from her, this is my final warning, Mikal.”


“Or what you’ll faint when I pull my weapon?” He teased.


“You won’t use her in your sick perversion with women, leave her alone.” He snarled.


“Oh, Theron, get over it already. She was a whore.” Oriana said referring to his betrothed.


“Oriana, you need to keep your thoughts out of other’s business. You also need to stay away from Ariane.” Frayne let out a deep breath from his nose, and stepped forward towards Theron. His wife hand shot up to his chest, holding him back. 


Theron grinned, then turned his horse and rode to catch up with his companions, before they could say anything else.


“Why do you let him kiss you?” Theron huffed coming up next to Ariane.


She shrugged, “He does it before I even realize he is going to.”


“You can tell him it makes you uncomfortable and tell him to stop.”


“Should I tell him that because it makes me uncomfortable or because it makes you uncomfortable?” 


Mitsos held back a laugh, but Theron heard him catch it, giving him a glare he looked back at Ariane. “It looks badly on your honor, milady. People might think that you are not truly a chaste paladin.”


Ariane looked at him from the corner of her eye, “If I’ve learned anything from my father, it’s that it doesn’t matter what people think of you, as long as you are doing right by Placidia.”


“You don’t understand, Lady Ariane, that man ruins women’s reputations!”


“Just because your betrothed and him did something that hurt you years ago, doesn’t mean he is trying to do the same to me. Besides, it won’t even hurt you, will it? Now, do you have any more jealous lover type things you want to say, or are we done here?”


He snorted, stopping his horse, he straggled behind.


“Ariane, there is no need to be disrespectful to him. He is only trying to protect you from a man who had wronged him in the past.” Mitsos said.


“I understand what Mikal did, and I have no intent in getting involved with him the way Sir Theron seems to think I do. However, I do enjoy his company and would like to remain friends with him. Just because Mikal did something years ago to him, doesn’t mean I can’t be his friend. She was a willing partner, and I am not justifying what he did.” She sighed trying to figure out what she wanted to say, “It’s not like Mikal killed someone, he just took what was offered to him.”


Mitsos nodded, “It’s good that you are compassionate to those that have their faults worn in the open, however you are seeming to forget that Sir Theron hurts. He feels pain for what Mikal did to him, and perhaps you would be a little nicer to him.”


Ariane sighed again looking down at Soja’s mane.


“There are no visible wounds on his body, but your father also taught you something else.” She looked up at him, “Some of the most painful wounds are the ones you carry on your heart. Remember that?”


Ariane nodded, remember when her favorite temple horse died when she was twelve. She actually forced them to bury it, and as she cried over the animals shallow grave, her father spoke those words to her. 


She looked up at Mitsos, “You’re right, once again.” Stopping her horse, she found herself next to Theron. “I’m sorry for being insensitive, Sir Theron.”


He looked over at her and then looked ahead.


“I realize that Mikal did something awful and unforgivable to you, and you are just trying to protect me. I promise to you that no matter what Mikal is trying to do, I don’t have any interest. He won’t ruin my reputation like he did with your betrothed. Can you forgive my unwise words?”


Still he said nothing, and continued to stay ahead. 


She sighed, “Alright, I deserve to not be spoken to, but I am sorry, and I hope you take that into consideration.” Nudging Soja with her heels, she sped him up to walk next to Mitsos again.                                           


“What’s going on with Mikal and Ariane?” Eryalith whispered into Jabin’s ear.


He shrugged, “Nothing that I am aware of. Why did you see something between them?”


“Besides a kiss? Not really no. Theron seems upset about it though, why do you think that is? But most importantly why would Ariane want anything to do with a drowling?”


Jabin chuckled, “You have your nose in business that doesn’t concern you.”


Eryalith tapped her fingers against his chest, causing his muscle to tense up. She smiled when she felt him tense remembering that her hands were on him. Tightening her hold on him, she decided to tease him a little. 


“You know, you don’t have to hold my chest the entire time. You’re not going to fall off, and I’ve got this horse figured out.” He whispered.


“Where should I put my hands then?” She ran her hand over his pecks, and down his stomach, resting them on his thighs, “Here?”


“The chest was fine.” He squeaked then cleared his throat.


Eryalith grinned to herself, placing her mouth close to his ear. Breathing heavily and moving her hands back to his chest, she smiled, “If you insist.” She laid her chin on his shoulder.


“You seem to like Wiralyn.” He said.


“Yeah, he’s a nice man. Seems to know the right thing to say all the time, wish I could do that.”


“He’s an older elf though right?”


She nodded, he could tell cause he felt her head move against his shoulder.


“You’ll be wise like him, when you are older too. For now, I would enjoy my ignorance of the world, I wish I could go back to that time myself.”


She smiled, “Even though you called me ignorant, I’m going to take that as a compliment or bad advice, I’m not sure.”


“You are sweet, my dear.” He looked at her out of the corner of his eyes. 

“Now, that was a compliment that I can be sure of.” She kissed his cheek, and watched his cheeks change shades.


Coming up to Cefrian, they tried to go around, but Ariane saw the gathering forces around the city. She decided to investigate what was happening, and possibly end this peacefully like Placidia would have wanted. The first questioned that entered her mind, when she saw the army gathered around was how did Parsifal get them here so fast. These men were on foot, and they had ridden here on horses. Of course, she already knew the answer, was that they had to be close by already. But why would he have an army already organized if he didn’t know his son was murdered. 


She could see the confussion in many of her companion’s eyes. The army had to be enough for three solider per citizen, this was no gathering for a family war. This was going to be an annulation of a city and all it’s citizens. Seven catapults were in place, and loaded, Parsifal’s army, or at least that’s who they thought it was, was ready to take down the city brick by brick.


 Riding up they were stopped by one the siege guards. “No one may pass into Cefrian, under orders of Lord Parsifal.” He told her.


“Why is he attacking with so many men? The city is so small, this is ridiculous.” 


He shrugged, “I don’t ask questions, I just follow orders. Now please take your leave, before I am forced to arrest you.”


Ariane looked down at him, glaring at him as if daring him to try, “Is Lord Parsifal on his way here?”


“I would not know of such things.”


“Then who would?”


“His nephew, Lord Baran Parsifal, is in charge of the army.”


Ariane looked down in shock, “Baran from Moonglow?”


“I believe he came from there, yes.” The guard nodded.


“Go tell Baran…”


“Lord Baran, milady.”


She sighed, “Go tell Lord Baran, that Lady Ariane from Moonglow is here, and she wishes to speak with him.” 


The guard nodded, then turned to one of his comrades, and probably a lesser ranking solider. He ran off with the message as the guard that they had talked to kept his ground in front of them.


Ariane dismounted, and the others followed her example. Mitsos walked up beside her and gave a concerned look. “I don’t like where this is heading, Ariane.”


She gave a short lived grin, “I can deal with Baran.”


“Whose Baran?” Eryalith whispered into Jabin’s ear.


“The guy she kissed in Moonglow.”


“Oh, that one.” She giggled.


Theron seemed to give up his anger for a moment, and came to stand on the other side of Ariane. She smiled at him, but he didn’t return the gesture. 


“Ariane!” Baran’s familiar voice called out, his arms spread apart and embraced her.


“Baran, what are you doing here?” Ariane said pushing him away from her.


He chuckled with annoyance, “What no, you are alive, Baran, I was so worried about you. I thought you would surely die from that arrow that you took for me. It’s haunted my mind that I left Moonglow without seeing you through as you laid there on your death bed.”


Ariane grinned, “Yes, I see you survived. And you didn’t take the arrow for me, its not like you jumped in front of it to stop it from hitting me.” She folded her arms, losing her amusement, “Now, what are you doing here?”


“After my cousin died, my uncle had no one left to run Quadela when he died, so he sent for me.”


“That’s not what I meant and you know it.”


He smiled at her and then at Mitsos, “Alright, we had our suspicions for a while that Duke Mudalin killed my cousin, and we’ve been waiting for word. Apparently, some messenger brought a written statement from his own wife that she had witness him kill his son.”


“You brought all these men and equipment to capture one man?” She raised an eyebrow.


“Well, if he resists to be arrested, we are going to destroy the city and anyone that stands in our way, yes.”


“This city is not just property, Baran. These are people’s homes you are dealing with, you can’t just do this. There has to be a better way.”


He laughed, leaning forward he used her shoulder to hold himself up, “Ariane, you still are as ignorant as I remember. You have no idea how these tyrants can be, willing to kill everyone they know and love to be able to live one more day.” He held up his index finger indicating one.


In annoyance, Ariane smacked his hand down, surprising both Baran and her group. “I know what one is, Baran, I don’t need a demonstration. And I am not ignorant, you filthy murderous bastard, I am concerned for the welfare of the innocent people in the city. People that don’t deserve to die, because they had to misfortune to live in a city with a cruel leader.”


“Sweet and caring just like always. Although, a little more rough around the edges.” He chuckled, ignoring that she was serious.


“Baran, do you not hear me? I am a paladin of Placidia, and I am telling you that this will upset my goddess, if not other gods. You have to give the people inside a chance, you can’t just destroy their homes.”


He nodded, “Ok, ok. What do you want to do then?”


“Let me try to get inside and be an arbitrator for your uncle. I will see if I can get him to surrender.”


He laughed again, “You?” His face went somber when he saw her own, “Oh, you are being serious.”


“How did I ever get along with you in Moonglow?” She hissed.


Again, he laughed, “You were much sweeter and understanding of people back then.”


“It wasn’t that long ago, Baran.” She sighed, “So, can I try or not?”


He stepped aside and swooshed his hands towards the city, “Be my guest.”


Ariane took of her sword and knife, handing them to Mitsos.


“You can’t be serious about this?” Theron whispered in her ear.


“I am quite serious.” She pulled her arm from his own.


Baran chuckled, “Just watch out they fire arrows at anyone approaching the gate.”


Walk away from the group, they all kept their eyes on her. Wiralyn rode up to the halfway point between the caste of the group, and aimed his bow. The others came up beside him.


“What are you doing?” Baran asked.


“If I see any of them about to fire at Lady Ariane, they will wish they never learned how to use a bow.”


Eryalith huffed in agreement and readied her own bow.


“Wouldn’t worry about it, they won’t let her in.” Baran laughed.


Ariane approached the building cautiously looking up at the guards above her, they didn’t seem to move.


“Come no closer!” One yelled.


She stopped, placing her hand over her eyes to block out the sun, she looked up at them. “I am Lady Ariane Kafele, paladin of Placidia, and daughter of Sir Decimus. I come to bring peace to this situation!” She yelled back.


“Daughter of Decimus?” The same one yelled again.


“Yes, I would like to speak with Lord Mudalin.”


They seemed to speak to each other, and then one disappeared. After a few moment, a rope ladder was tossed down. “Climb up, the duke will speak with you.”


Ariane nodded, and slowly climbed the wavering rope. When she got to the top, she looked back at the siege camp, and her comrades.


“I’ll be damn, they let her in.” Baran said.


Ariane entered the great hall, a worried elderly man sat at the end of it in his throne. Above him was a bust of Placidia sticking out from the wall, the rest of the room was adorn in purples and gold. Pillars lined from one end of the room to the other, it was like being in a castle instead of a guard‘s barracks. It was safer to be in here when the gathered army attacked, because their catapults would be aimed at the duke’s large home. His home was the tallest building, and the place they would suspected him to most likely be.


The old duke’s face wrinkled from worry and age, he had to be at least sixty years old. Standing up from his seat, he met her after way down the hall.


“You are the daughter of Decimus?”


She nodded, “Yes, milord.”


“Decimus, he must of told you of me. You know my name, don’t you?”


Ariane shook her head, as the old man grabbed her upper arms, “No, I’m afraid my father didn’t tell me much of his exploits.”


The old man seemed to be nearing tears, “Listen to me, I was friends with your father. I don’t know if that means anything to you, but to me it means that I am of good character.”


She pulled her arms from the tight grasp, “Milord, they say you killed Lord Parsifal’s son, and they want you to give yourself up. Otherwise they will destroy the city and…”


“No, they can’t destroy the city. The peasants, they didn’t do anything. There are children in this city, that don’t deserve a death for any of this.”


Ariane realized then that she had judged the man before she had met him, her features softened as he worried about the people of the city over himself. “Lord Mudalin, please tell me your side.”


He nodded, “I didn’t touch there sign, I had no reason to. I never even met the boy, but all of a sudden Persifal starts sending me messages saying that he knows I did it, and will find the proof he needs to destroy me and my city.”


Ariane swallowed, “Is that why you have the city locked up?”


“Yes, I didn’t want him to send in assassins to kill the peasants.” He began to pace. “Lady Ariane, I never touched the boy, and I don’t know what evidence he had found that states that I did so, but it’s false. I swear this on Placidia, milady.”


She looked up at the bust of Placidia, “They say that your wife was having an affair with him, and you caught them.”


His heads shook fiercely, “My wife is just a girl I married out of pity, I never touch her nor do I see her. She does what she pleases, whether it’s entertaining friends or men, I don’t care.”


“Pity, milord?”


He nodded, “She was a daughter of a friend, when her father died, her brother took over. He wanted to force her to marry Parsifal’s son, but she hated the lad. He gave her the option to marry him or be sent to become a priestess and loose the lifestyle she had grown accustomed too. I offered to marry her, which upset Parsifal most greatly. We have been married for five years now, and the heat from that has died off. I don’t see why she would be entertaining a man she refused to marry to begin with.”


“I see, milord. Please, may I speak to Duchess Mudalin?”


He nodded, “She’s upstairs in one of the studies. Dethans can take you up to her.” He waved the young boy over, “Take her to my wife.”


She followed the boy up the flight of stairs and when they came to the first door on their left he opened it. There sat a girl who was probably around her own age, her hair was a dark red and milky white skin. She stared at her lap, that was adorn with a dark purple dress with white trim.


“Duchess Mudalin?” Ariane asked.


She looked up at Ariane, “Who are you?” Her soft voice asked.


“I am Lady Ariane Kafele, paladin of Placidia. I wish to speak with you about that letter you had me delivery.”


“Shut the door please.”


Ariane did as she was asked, then came to stand next to the chair in front of the duchess.


“Please sit.” Again Ariane did what the duchess ordered.  


“Duchess, I need to hear what you have to say about all this. Please, I must know the truth if I am to put an end to this.”


“Please call me Kaya, no one ever calls me that anymore.” She looked up into Ariane’s eyes, it was then she noticed the duchess had been crying.


“Very well, Kaya.”


“Lady Paladin, my husband did not murder that boy, and I have no idea who did. I am glad that he is dead, he would constantly try to visit me. Always wanting to convince me to kill Lord Mudalin, he is such a nice old man. He saved me from Parsifal, and he doesn’t touch me or anything. He already had a wife and children, he lets me do whatever I want to do. I am in love with another man in the city, and he doesn’t care. He just tells me to keep it out of the servants eyes.” She leaned forward and grabbed Ariane’s hands.


Kaya sniffled trying to hold back her tears, “Parsifal’s son died, and he sent me word that he had my sister, and if I didn’t write that letter that he would kill her. My sister is only eight years old, and my brother is probably too busy being power mad to care that she had disappeared. He’s been trying to marry her off since my father died!” She began to cry. “I didn’t want to hurt Lord Mudalin, but I had no other choice, milady.”


Ariane sighed, “This has cause quiet a bit of trouble, Kaya. Do you still have the letters Parsifal sent you?”


Kaya nodded, “Yes, of course, I knew I had to keep them. At least I was that smart, she walked over to the desk behind her and pulled out the thick stack of letters and tossed them on the desk.”


Ariane picked them up and looked them over briefly, placing half of them back on the desk she looked up at Kaya. “You need to speak with your husband about this, he needs to know the truth of what happened.”


Her tears fell more heavily, “I can’t look him in the eye and tell him I betrayed him, after all he had done for me. I just couldn’t stand to hurt him, all this is my fault. I risked the lives of everyone in this city, just to save one, what kind of duchess am I?”


Ariane frowned, “I need you to tell your husband. I will speak to Parsifal’s nephew, and see what the next step will be.”


Walking down the stairways, the duchess clentched her arm. Ariane handed her off to her husband, and told him that she needed to tell him something. Running out of the magistrates she ran up the cat walk and climbed down the rope ladder. 


She looked around and located her group and Baran in the same spot she had left them. Walking over, she stood in front of him and glared.


“He did not kill your cousin.” Ariane said.


“And what proof do you have of this?”


She held out the letters to him, “I think that is more then enough, but there is much more still in the city. It seems your uncle practically sent her one everyday since your cousin died.”


Baran read them over, his eyes showing his shock, “This just can’t be. My uncle had always been a fair man, why would he do this?”


“He lost his son, and he wanted someone to pay for it.” Mitsos said. “It’s more satisfying to blame a person then an animal, which you won’t be able to pinpoint the exact one.”


“What’s going on here?” Duke Parsifal rode up, and dismounted in front of them.


“Uncle, you forced her to write that letter. Why would you do that?” Baran asked.


The duke’s eyes heated, “You’re job wasn’t to investigate the matter, it was to destroy the city and Mudalin. I thought you were stronger then your cousin, now order these men to begin. I want to watch his precious city fall to ruins.”


“I will do no such thing.” Baran snapped, “The man is innocent, you have his wife’s sister hostage!”


“She’s only eight.” Ariane added. “You would kill a child for petty revenge.”


“Correction, I have already killed the child. I am not about to pay for her meals, so I did away with her as soon as she was brought to my home. I admit to what I have done, but I still believe that Mudalin had something to do with Gustane’s murder.”


Baran shook his head, “You don’t have any proof.”


He laughed, “I have the duchess’s letter.”


“I have all these letters stating differently, Uncle.”


Parsifal frowned, “Those can be destroyed, Baran. If you don’t do this, then I will not allow you to become duke upon my death. Throw those letters into the fire, and lets ransack this sorry excuse for a city.”


Baran looked over at Ariane, her deep blue eyes seemed to question what he was about to do. 


“Stop staring at the peasant, and toss them into the flames, nephew!” The duke snapped. 


Baran stepped forward towards the duke and his fire. Ariane sighed in disbelief, as she realized what Baran had decided to do. 


“That’s right, sometimes you have to destroy others for power.” The duke laughed as he wrapped his arm around Baran, with them both facing the fire. “Toss them in, and watch them burn into your future.” The duke made a gagging noise, stepped back Ariane could see his shirt turn red where a dagger had been forced into his side.


Baran turned to look down at him, “You know, I am pretty sure that I can find out that you killed your own son, uncle. I am also confident, that I will be able to become duke upon your death, mostly because I am your only heir.”


The duke’s eyes were filled with pain, as he reached down to grab the dagger, he yanked it out, only causing more of his blood to spill. Dropping it to the ground, he began crawling to one of his solders. 


“Who is weak now, uncle? I took an arrow to the chest, and here you are crawling on your hands and knees. No one will help you here, they would rather not step on the toes of their new master.”


“K..kill…” He grabbed the solider’s boot, and looked up at him.


Baran picked up the dagger from the ground, and walked up behind him. This time he shoved the dagger into his back, his uncle fell limp. Baran stood up and handed the dagger to the solider the duke had been begging. 


“Where’s my captain?” He yelled out.


A man came up from next to a tent, “Yes, milord?”


“Gather your men up, we are returning to Quadela, immediately.” Baran ordered.


“Milord?”


“Did I speak orcish?” His eyes snapped into the captian’s. 

“No, milord. Right away.” he began running around yelling for everything to be loaded up.


Baran walked up to stand in front of Ariane, his face was slightly flushed, but he seemed proud, “Thank you, Ariane, for stopping this before innocent people were killed.”


“Was death really the punishment he deserved?” She looked over at the body.


“We will let the council decide that, I think I can prove he killed my cousin. I remember once him saying how ingenius the whole thing had been. I thought he meant the way Mudalin killed him, but now I don’t think my uncle would compliment an enemy.”


Ariane bowed her head, “I hope you do find your proof.” She turned to her group, “Let’s get out of here.”


“Wait, Lady Ariane.” Baran grabbed her upper arm, “Please, come back to Quadela, and allow me to show my thanks for you and your group. I realize that you probably won’t accept gold, but how about a good meal and a nice bed to sleep in.”


Ariane looked over at Mitsos.


“We’ve lost enough of the day already, I don’t think we can make it very far by night fall now. Might as well enjoy whatever he has to offer for your time, Ariane.”


She looked back at Baran and smiled, “I suppose, I can accept your hospitality.”


“Wonderful.” Baran chirped, then called for his horse. 


In a matter of moments, they were heading down the path to Quadela for the second time. Baran has several guards surrounding him, and he had asked Ariane to ride beside him. The rest of her group rode behind them, out of hearing range, because of the guards that were between them.


“So, who is this Baran that Lady Ariane knows so well?” Wiralyn asked.


“She kissed him.” Eryalith giggled.


Mitsos groaned, “Lady Ariane almost gave up her chastity oath for the boy, however, she changed her mind.”


Wiralyn nodded, “I thought I sensed old love tension between them.” He could see that Mitsos was hiding some of the information about Baran, but said nothing about it. “Almost gave up her chasity oath for that human? That is a big step, she must of loved him.”


“She felt deeply for him, ultimately if she loved him she would of given up the oath. They would probably be married by now, had it been so as well.” Mitsos answered him.


“Why was it that she could only find deep emotion, but not love?” Wiralyn knew he was pushing Mitsos’ patience.


He shrugged, “Ariane doesn’t tell me these things, I am like an uncle to her, not a best friend.” Mitsos looked back at Jabin, “That’s the one you want to talk to about this.”


Wiralyn eyes looked upon the thin human, his eyes held the question that Jabin had already heard him ask.


Jabin looked at him, he had noticed that Theron was listening as well. “She just couldn’t see herself with someone like him, he tells her what she is. He doesn’t want her for the person she is inside, he says she is one way and that’s why he believes. You saw him talking to her at Cefrian.”


Wiralyn nodded, “And Lady Ariane wants to be herself and not what others tell her to be.” He watched him nod, “Sad that here she is being what someone else had told her to be.”


“What does that mean?” Jabin asked.


Wiralyn gave a cocky grin, “If you think about it long enough, you will understand. I can just tell that she is being someone else, so that she can do whatever duty is set before her.”


Theron looked ahead at Ariane as she playful pushed Baran while she laughed. 


“Looks like you didn’t tell me everything about yourself.” Ariane said to him.


Baran looked down at his horse then back up at her, “I didn’t think it was important. My father was the fifth child of a duke, he was landless and had to do what he could to feed his family.”


“And none of your uncle’s had any children?”


“My cousin and I are the only boys, well I am the only male now.” He frowned.


“I’m sorry that you lost your cousin, even more sorry you had to kill your uncle.”


He nodded, then looked over at her with a smile, “I’m not sorry, I’m glad that you found out the truth. I would of destroyed a city, killed innocent people over a lie. If they leave me to rule Quadela, I’ll make sure to follow your lead whenever something like this comes up. Investigate first, and not jump to conclusions.”


Ariane smiled, “You’ll make a wonderful leader then.”


He returned her smile, and fell silent for a moment, “I still love you, Ariane.” Looking up into her eyes, he gave a look of shame.


“Baran, I…” 


He could already hear the negative tone of her voice, “I know, deep emotions, but no love. Those emotions can be made into love with time, I promise if you just give me that I can make you love me.”


She shook her head, “Baran, I have a long journey ahead of me. You don’t want to be waiting for me for who knows how long it will take.”


“I would wait for you forever, Ariane.”


Sighing, she brushed her hand through her hair, “I have a chastity oath that I have to uphold, if I am to throw it away, it would have to be for love.” 

He nodded, “Your oath didn’t seem to matter last year.”


Ariane pressed her lips together, “That month was a mistake, and I spoke to one of the priests at the temple and he allowed me to retake my chastity oath in private.”


“How can you be chaste after we were together so many times?”


She sighed and gave a slight giggle, “It’s a chastity oath, not a virginity oath, Baran. However, I can’t just take it over and over whenever I feel like it. All that work I put behind it is gone, and now I have to build it up all over again.”


“I use to wish you’d get pregnant, just so you would have to be my wife. Does that make me immoral?”


Ariane gave a sympathetic smile, “No, I suppose not.”


There was a silence between them as he thought about the memories of when she had tried to love him, “Where are you and your group heading?”


She shrugged, “We are just doing good, we are just follow the river to the lake.” She lied.


“Doesn’t sound like Mitsos to not have a plan of attack.”


She smiled, “He does have his objections.”


“I guess you father’s dead made you want to travel and get away from where it all happened.”


Nodding, she wiped a tear from her eye. She didn’t understand why she felt like crying, maybe it was the relief of telling Baran once and for all it would not work. Baran saw her tear, and went silent, riding beside her was enough, he decided. He would wait until she brought up the next topic.


The city of Quadela spread over the flat land, the large gray brick wall surrounded the metropolis. The west side of the city was without the protection of the wall, as it opened up to a large lake. Quadela was know for the fish that grew in the lake, a rare type of fish that had been dubbed quader. Ariane had eaten one when she was younger, she remembered the bright blue skin that turned yellow when slightly turned. The meat on the fish was also a strange blue color, though not as noticeable as the skin. It’s taste, however, was sweet and saltly, a burst of flavor, that made Ariane begged her father for the last bit of his. Their notoriety was an understatement of how truly wonderful they were.


The city was also not run in the same fashion as most others were, where a duke ruled over the land. Besides the fishing, there were mines, and some of the best craftsmen in all of Arywan called Quadela home, making it impossible for one man to rule above the city. Instead a council had been put in place, one made from twelve priests and paladins of Shandole, the neutral god of justice. It was they who took care of most things in the city, while the duke seemed to cater more towards the people and their needs. Four generations ago, the council over threw the current duke and replaced him with the Paladin Parsifal, paladin of Shandole. It seemed that with power came curruption as Baran’s uncle had showed Ariane that very day.


Entering the city, the people looked up at them as they rode past, stepping out of the way. They stopped in front of the magistrates, and before Baran could dismount, a man in a dark blue robe walked out to greet him.


“Milord.” The man bowed.


“Nienes, I am afraid my uncle…”


He threw up his hand, “Speak no more, milord. We, the council, have already heard of his death, and we ask only for proof of his injustice.”


Baran pulled the letters from his belt and handed it to the man, “I am sure I can prove somehow that he killed his son.”


Nienes nodded, “This should be more then enough, but such proof would only place further behind you as the new duke.”


“New duke? I haven’t…”


Again his hand went up, “You may take the place of your uncle, until it is proven that you were unjust in your actions. However, if I may say so personally, I think Shandole is on your side this day.” He bowed again and walked into the magistrates.


Baran smiled over at Ariane, “Somehow, I expected to do a lot more explaining and verifying of my story.” 

She returned his smile, “You have your proof, and that is all those of Shandole want.”


They continued forward towards the duke’s manor, Ariane thought it was the largest manor she had ever seen. Had it been made from a dark gray brick and had towers, she could of easily mistaken it for a castle. Instead it was a beige color, with brown trim and doors. The house was easily the width of Moonglow, there was a large stable to it’s right and a small pond to it’s left, Ariane was pretty sure that it was a man made pond, as it was rare to see a pond not attached to a stream of some sort.


 Stepping into the court yard, Baran dismounted and was met by a servant. A small woman around her forties, she wore a plain beige dress, her once black hair had sprinkles of white throughout. She smiled at Ariane before she said anything to Baran.


“Milord.” She curtsied.


“Mairi, my uncle will not be returning, I have been made duke.”


She curtsied again, “Yes, milord, I will inform the household.” Looking up to Ariane, she again smiled watching her dismount, “Is this the new lady of the house, milord?”


Baran chuckled, then leaned into whispered into the woman’s ear, “I am working on that.”


Mairi smiled, “Shall I have the servants prepare a feast to welcome our new duke?”


He nodded, “And to welcome our new friends that have saved this city from an injustice.”


“Very good, milord.” She curtsied and ran off into the house.


“I’ll be inside in my uncle’s … rather my room and study to see if I can find anything else out.” Baran said to Ariane, and she bowed her head in reply.


Ariane watched the young boy take her horse away, then looked around in the mess of guards for her companions. Theron’s head towered above the guards, she broke through them and placed her hand on his shoulder. He turned to look at her, still upset over their earlier fight.


“Where is everyone else?” she asked.


“Jabin and Eryalith said they would come to the manor after they made a short stop at the marketplace. She was talking about arrows, and I think he was talking about something I’d rather pretend I was not witness to. Mitsos swore that his sword was becoming dull and said he would be back before sundown, and Wiralyn is around here somewhere.” He looked around, “He rode in with me, but we lost each other after the dismount.”


She smiled, “Well, I suppose we deserve a little break.”


He kept his frown, “I think I might get my sword sharpened as well.” Stepped towards the gate out, she grabbed his arm and pulled him back.


“Please, don’t leave me alone with Baran.” She frowned looking into his eyes.


“Wiralyn is around here somewhere, you won’t be alone.”


“I don’t know him, I know you, please.” She stuck out her bottom lip.


“Very well.” he sighed and rolled his eyes, “But as soon as one of the others get back, I am leaving.”


Ariane put her hand in the crook of his elbow, and they began walking up the stairs of the manor. “How long do you plan on being angry with me?”


He said nothing, only looked down at her for a moment.


“Oh, I have plummeted once again to the silent treatment, very well.” She sighed.


Stepping in through the doors, Mairi came running up to great her.


“Milady, let me extend my warmest welcome to you. You do not have any luggage? We have several dresses from the old mistress somewhere, would you like me to fetch you one of those? She had a beautiful yellow dress with…”


Ariane held up her hand, “No, I am fine in my armor, thank you though.”


“Are you sure, milady? Wouldn’t you be more comfortable and suitable for dinner in a nice dress?”


“No, I don’t need a dress. I am only here for a night and would rather not be wearing dead women’s dresses.”


Mairi looked surprised, “One night, milady? But Lord Parsifal made it sound like you would be with us for a while.”


Ariane shook her head, “We are only here for the night as a gift from your master. We leave in the morning.”


She frowned, “Oh, I see. I was looking forward to having a mistress around the household again. Forgive me, for my confusion.”


“All is forgiven.” She said and the woman turned away to finish up with Baran’s orders.


“So, you and Baran, huh?” Theron asked.


She gave a nod and looked shameful, not realizing that Theron had broken his silence.


“He doesn’t seem like the type of man you would fancy, milady.” 


Ariane looked up and smiled, “I am sure if you met the women from your past, I could say the same thing. I was different then, I suppose.”


“Mitsos told us that you almost broke your chastity oath for the man, seems a strange thing that anyone would know other then you.”


“Well, I spoke to a priest and my father about it. I am sure my father told him, they seemed to share everything with each other.” 


“He seems to care for you still.” Theron assumed.


Ariane chuckled, looking up into his dark chocolate eyes, “How would you know such things? You haven’t even spoken to him.”


“No, I haven’t. But you can see it when he speaks to you.”


Her smiled disappeared, “I don’t want what he has to offer, and what I did leading him to believe I did when I knew deep down I didn’t want him, was wrong of me. I will never forgive myself for it, but I did do what was right in the end.”


“You deserve better.” He placed his hand over hers.


“Better then a duke?” she laughed.


He nodded, he was about to say something else, when Wiralyn burst into the room.


“That stable is amazing, I had to make sure my horse would be properly taken care of. I would sleep in that place.” He laughed.


“I found it!” Baran said scurrying out of one of the rooms upstairs. He ran down the stairs, and smiled at Ariane, “My uncle kept tight records of every coin he spent, and right here in his account books it shows a thousand gold pieces were paid to Anoymous. Well, I know my uncle too well, and he would just leave something like that for him to guess later.” He laughed, “The man is… was such an idiot, he actually put in the back of his book a name of a commonly known assassin here in the city.” He looked around and pointed to one of the gaurds at the door, “You there, take this to the magistrates and give it personally to Neines, understand?”


The guards bowed, taking the account book.


Baran smiled and looked at her, “That was a lot easier then I expected this to be. Now we just have to catch him, find out why my uncle hired him and I‘ll have the council‘s full support.”


“Good, I am happy for you, Baran.” Ariane said.


He noticed then her hand wrapped around the large man’s arms, clearing his throat he looked at him, “I don’t think we’ve been properly introduced.”


“Oh, I am sorry.” Ariane smiled, “With all that was happening, I never got the chance to introduce you to my companions. This is Sir Theron and the man behind me is Wiralyn.”


Baran bowed to both, “I saw Mitsos and Jabin with you, and the blue skinned elf is?”


“Eryalith, a very sweet girl.” She realized then he was confussing her for a drow, “She’s a snow elf, Baran.”


He gave a look of relief, “Will be then joining us for dinner as well?”


“They went off to do attend to matters about the city.” Ariane told him.


“I have been told we are having quader for dinner, it’s a delicacy.” He smiled at her and offered his arm.


Abandoning Theron’s arm she took it as he led her off to the dinning room, where they would most likely have drinks and discussion before the meal.


“That wasn’t pretty to watch.” Wiralyn said.


Theron’s eyes shifted from the two leaving the main room, to the elf who had come to stand beside him. “What wasn’t?” 


“Watching her choose him over you, that must of hurt.” He gave a look of concern.


“She took his arm, all I was doing was keeping her company until someone else arrived.”


Wiralyn bowed, “I apologize from the glances you give her whenever she isn’t looking, the way you spoke to the drowling outside the gates, and the way you stared so enviously as she rode with the human, I thought that you had feeling for her. Apparently, my knowledge on human relationships still needs improvement.”


Theron could sense the sarcasm in his voice but wasn’t sure if it was actually there. “Mikal uses women for his own pleasure and then breaks their hearts. My ‘glances’ are me watching her because that’s what I have been summoned to do. And I was just making sure Baran didn’t do anything, so yes you do have room for improvement.”


“My race is much easier, you are betrothed to another at birth to someone who shares your birthday or close. Then when you turn one hundred and twenty you are married to them and begin your own line. Perhaps, humans should adopt a similar system.”


Theron sighed, “We do have one like that but it’s for nobles only. The ‘peasants’ get married for love not wealth or power.”


“And paladins, like yourself?” Wiralyn raised an eyebrow.


He snorted, and stomped out the door, telling him to watch Ariane and make sure Baran keeps a good distance.


Eryalith stepped out of the tub and smiled at Jabin, who was still enjoying the water’s heat. She pulled on a robe, and began drying her hair with the second robe.


“I think Theron and Ariane saw me kissing you that night.” She said with a tone of worry.


“They haven’t said anything, so I wouldn’t worry about it. Ariane would say something to me if she thought I was with anyone, she always has.” He chuckled.


Sighing, she laid the robe on her lap, “Well, I don’t want them to think it’s any more then what it is. We are just taking advantage of each other while in this group, when it’s over we go our separate ways. Ariane is a respectable woman who would think I should marry you or some such nonsense.”


“Hand me my robe.” Jabin stood up, causing the water to make a loud swoosh sound. 


She threw it at him, hitting him in the face, “Did you hear me, Jabin?”


He nodded, “Yes, yes, I heard you.” Stepping out he pulled on the robe, “Ariane is a lot more understanding of these things then you would like to expect.”


She raise her eyebrow, “She’s a chaste until she finds someone she is willing to marry, Jabin.”


Taking his seat beside her, he chuckled, “She was with Baran probably every night for a month last year.”


“What? I thought…”


He nodded, “Well, the thing is when you take the vow of chasity you build up this strength within and unless you break the oath it continues to grow. When you do break it then you loose all the power you gained over the time, and you have to retake the oath and start rebuilding.”


“I see, so she gave up power to be with the man.”


He nodded, “Yep, but enough talk about her, she’s not important here.” Running his hand through her wet hair, he smiled into her ice blue eyes. “Want to get back in the tub?” he smiled wolfishly.


Eryalith rolled her eyes, “Lets go, we are guardians, and we have to go make sure she is doing alright.” 


Jabin laughed and stood up, trying to locate his clothes that had been thrown in every corner of the room.


Eryalith pulled on her leather top, “I think Theron is falling for Ariane, have you seen the way he watches her all the time.”


He stopped moving in the middle of picking up his shirt, a little angry with her comment, “I think it’s disturbing.” His smile faded.


“Oh, right, cause it’s not you.” She giggled.


“Ariane wouldn’t go for a guy like that, he’s just not…”


“You.” She fastened her skirt.


“Eryalith, just shut it for a while!” He snapped.


Her eyes held the hurt she felt inside. She pulled on her boots, then she grabbed her bow and arrows and stormed out of the room.


“Eryalith!” He called behind her, “Damnit!” 


Eryalith walked into the dinning hall, being shown there by Mairi. It was a large room with a U shaped table in it’s center, around the walls were tables placed there for holding the food that was not being eaten. Most likely entertainers would stand in the middle of the U table and perform their acts for the group eating. Ariane and Baran sat in the middle of the table, he seemed to be molesting her hand with his own. Wiralyn sat on the right wing four seat away from the two.


She smiled at the three in there and took her seat next to Wiralyn. Jabin wasn’t to far behind, he frowned upon entering taking his seat on the left wing of the table, across from Eryalith. Ariane smiled noticing they both had wet hair, she thought they were sitting apart as to not draw attention to themselves. The tenseness the two brought into the room, brought the conversation to a halt. 


“Is it raining?” Ariane asked smugly.


“No, we just took baths at the bathhouse.” Jabin admitted, causing Eryalith’s eyes to spring on him with embaressment. “Separate bathes that is.” He was content with her look, and knew he had gotten his point across to her.


“I see.” Ariane grinned at Baran.


Theron and Mitsos followed in behind Mairi, and took in the room for a moment. Theron glared at Wiralyn and took his seat next to Jabin. Mitsos sighed alreadying knowing their was some untold issues in the room, by the glances that were being shared across the table, and where ever he sat would be like picking a side.


Ariane smiled at him, “Come sit next to me, Mitsos.” She patted the seat beside her.


Neutral seat, he thought to himself, and took his seat next to her. Ariane pulled her hand from Baran’s grasp, and placed them on his arm. Getting close to his ear, she whispered as low as she could, but still be audible to her companion, “He won’t stop touching me.” She sat back and looked into his eyes.


She saw the amusement he had in them, and had her comment not been private she would of gotten upset. Their meals were then served, and everyone ate in silence. Ariane enjoyed every bite of her quader and the strangely prepared potatoes that seemed to have a white gravy like substance baked on them. It was the best meal she had had since she left Moonglow, she could from the intense concentration on everyone’s face that they had missed more exquiste foods as well.


Mitsos found himself in a deep conversation with Mairi, finding out that she grew up around Githeth. Leaving Ariane’s side, he went to speak to her in the kitchen. She felt alone and betrayed, and knew it was time to escape.


“I think I will go to sleep now.” Ariane stood up.


Baran followed her up, “Let me get Mairi to show you to your room.” He waved her over.


Ariane followed her through the many halls, until they reached one of the larger bedroom. Closing the door behind her, Ariane found a thin silk robe on her bed. Obviously, Baran had planned for her to sleep in this specific room. She took off her armor and pulled the purple robe on over her body. The bed was adorn with peach satin and a thick animal fur blanket. Crawling in under the blanket, she closed her eyes, and sighed. 


Another day gone, she thought.


It seemed it had only been a few minutes when the knock came at the door, but by how dark the room had gotten, she could tell she had been asleep for some time. Throwing the covers off her, she walked over to the door and opened it.


Baran stood with a smile on his face, “I was about to go to bed myself, and I wanted to make sure everything was to your liking.”


“Yes, thank you, Baran.” Ariane said and gave a drowsy smile.


“Your companions are in the surrounding rooms, and have all gone to sleep. I just had to finish up on some important matters.”


“You will be a wonderful duke, you are so reliable and diligent.” Ariane smiled.


“Ariane, I know we already talked about this, but I just want to make sure there is nothing I can do to change your mind.” His slid his foot by the door frame so she couldn’t shut the door if she wanted too. “I’m a duke now, and I have much more to offer you then I did when I was just a guard in Moonglow. I’ll be able to give you anything your heart will ever desire.”


She shook her head, “No, Baran, I am a paladin of Placidia, I have duties I have to attend to.”


“Forget that, leave it all behind, you won’t need that as my wife. You’ll be the duchess of one of the greatest industrial and merchantile cities in the world. Running a household, and I know you’ll be beneficial to the people when I make decisions. I need your help running this city, it’s all so new to me.”


Ariane smiled at him, “It sounds wonderful, but, Baran, you know I couldn’t just turn my back on my goddess. I really do have important obligations that I must attend to, no one else but me can do so.”


Hr frowned, “Then when it’s all over, you’ll come back here?”


Shaking her head, she tried to show sympathy, “Baran, I don’t know how long I’ll be gone or even if I’ll return. I don’t love you either, and I couldn’t bring myself to be married to a man that I don’t love. No matter how much money he has to buy me things, objects won’t fill my life.”


“Ariane, I want you to be my wife. You aren’t even of royal blood, but being the daughter of Decimus, I am sure the council…”


“Baran, I said no, so you can stop planning your actions around me saying yes. You’ll find someone to do all those things for you, and you’ll love her and she’ll love you in return.” She grinned sadly, “However, she won’t be me.”


“It’s that other paladin isn’t it? I can offer you a lot more then he can.”


“Other paladin? You mean Sir Theron?”


He nodded.


Ariane laughed, “Sir Theron is a dear friend of mine, but nothing more. Why does everyone think we are together?”


“Because of the way he looks at you. It’s like a man hiding his emotions, but when he looks at what he wants the most, you can see the truth.”


“I’m sure you are misreading his ‘eyes’. He is my guardian and nothing more. However, that is neither here nor there. My answer is still no.”


He sighed, “Then let me have one night with you, one night to remember you for ever.”


“Didn’t I tell you I have a vow of chastity?”


He chuckled, “Like that stopped you last year.”


Ariane sighed, “Baran, I think you have over stepped your boundaries. Now, leave my sight, immediately.”


Reaching out he grabbed her arm, “Ariane…”


“Ow, Baran, that hurts.” She tried to yank away, but he wouldn’t let her go.


“Hey!” Theron placed his hand on Baran’s wrist, “Let her go.” His said in a firm voice.


Baran let go, and Theron threw his hand back at him.


“You’ll look back one day, Ariane, and realize you made a big mistake. You could be so much more today then what you’ll be tomorrow.” Baran said and walked down the hall to his own room.


“Enjoy eavesdropping on my conversation?” Ariane rose an eyebrow.


Theron gave a shameful and curious look.


“I saw you sticking your head out of your door the whole time.”


“Hey, why are you upset with me, I just stopped a man from raping you.” He said disfesively.


“He wouldn’t of raped me. Go back to bed, we are leaving before he wakes up. I don’t want any more of his attempts to wed me. For all I know tomorrow he’ll wake me up with a priest at his side.”


Theron smiled, and walked back to his room. He had listened to the conversation, and the part about the two being together last year, came as particular interest to him.


Ariane awoke feeling as if she hadn’t slept at all, standing out of bed she put on her armor. Trying to keep quiet, she slipped down the hall to Theron’s room. After knocking a several times and getting no answer, she tried the knob, it was unlocked. Stepping into the room she looked over to the bed. 


Theron slept with the covers over his lower half, but was without a shirt. His left arm hung over the bed, and his whip scarred back was exposed to her. They were large welted scars that seemed to cover the majority of his back. She felt ashamed to be standing in the room with what she hoped was a half naked Theron. Creeping over to the bed, she placed her hands on his warm shoulders and pressed down once.


“Theron.” She whispered, he continued to sleep.


She sighed, she didn’t want to touch him to much, but she pressed down twice more.


“Theron.” Her voice stayed at a whisper, she wasn’t even sure if she could of spoken loudly if she wanted too. 


He moved his head where his face was turned towards her, but didn’t awake. Ariane crouched down and poked his nose. “Theron, wake up.” 


He didn’t awake but he did move his face a little, Ariane giggled. Grabbing his upper arm, she shook it as quickly. She didn’t want to wake him with a start and possibly cause any noise, but his deep sleep made it impossible any other way. His eyes shot up, and he jumped from the bed. Ariane looked down at the ground and shaded her eyes with her hand.


“What are you doing?” he asked.


“I came to wake you up, since you already knew we were sneaking out of here.” She said continuing to look down, she didn’t know if he was nude or not, but she didn’t want to find out.


“I have pants on.” He said noticing that she had covered her eyes.


Ariane seemed to peek over her hands to make sure he was telling the truth, he was shirtless, but did have his brown pants on. She was surprised to see three whip marks across his wonderfully sculpted chest, she blushed realizing she was staring at him. Popping up to her standing position, she smiled. “Well good, then you are almost dressed. I’ll go wake the others.”


“I’ll meet you in the hallway then.”


Ariane closed the door behind her as she left his room, and went to the door across from his. Forgetting to knock, she flung open the door. 


“Ariane!” Eryalith cried out.


Ariane looked at her elven friend who was completely clothed, she didn’t understand what she was upset about until she looked over and saw the naked Jabin covering himself with a the furs. His mouth and eyes wide open, he scurried like a frightened rat, that Ariane had forgotten that she should have been embarrassed. 


“We are leaving now, get dressed.” She chuckled and shut the door.


Eryalith looked over with wide eyes of embaressment at Jabin, “Oh no.” She said slowly.


He shrugged, “She’s seen me naked before.”


Ariane opened Mitsos’ door, and found him in a similar position as Theron had been. Mitsos, however, wore his shirt. She walked over and shoved down on his shoulders a couple of times, and he opened his eyes.


“What?” He grunted opening his eyes and looking at her.


“We have to sneak out, I’ll explain later.” As she turned to leave the room when he stood up, she saw the movement in the lump under the covers beside him. Mairi’s head appeared, she blushed and gave Ariane a gentle wave. She waved back at the servant woman, and Mitsos frowned at her. 


“Get out of here, Ariane.” He pushed her towards the door. “She lacks shame sometimes, sorry Mairi.” He said as he opened the door for Ariane, and watched her step out.


It was Wiralyn’s room that seemed the wrong one to enter, and she knocked trying to keep them light, hoping his elven ears would pick them up. The door slowly opened, and the tall elf looked down at her with his tired eyes.


“Yes, milady?”


“I didn’t mean to wake you, Wiralyn, but we are leaving. I was curious if you wanted to continue on or end your travels with us?”

He nodded, “I’ll get my things.”


She smiled, “We will be waiting in the hall.”


Eryalith was already in the hall when Ariane turned away from Wiralyn’s door. Her face held a deep red coloring, and Ariane realized then what exactly she had walked in upon. She smiled at Eryalith trying to brighten her mood.


“Ariane, what you saw, it wasn’t what you saw.” She said.


Ariane giggled, “It’s alright, don’t worry about it.”


“No, we aren’t in love or anything, we are just…”


“Eryalith, it’s ok. It’s none of my business, you are Jabin are adults and can do as you please. I have no claim to either of you.” Ariane leaned up against the wall in front of her.


“Can we keep this between us?”


Standing up straight Ariane changed her face to a firm stare, “Eryalith, I have no intent on saying anything to the others. This is between you and Jabin, and there is no reason I need to bring it up to anyone else in the group.”


The elf seemed relieved, “Ok, good.” 


“Besides, I’ve had my suspicions for a while.” Ariane winked.


She was quiet for a moment, “How have you seen Jabin naked before?”


She tried to hold in her the laughter, she knew would be loud, “We use to skinny dip in the lake near Moonglow, but that was years ago.”


Theron stepped into the hallway, adjusting his chest piece. He smiled at the two women, then took his spot in front of Ariane. “Everyone getting ready?”


“Yes.” Ariane smiled looking over at Eryalith, who blushed. It was more at the memory of Jabin’s face, but Theron smiled realizing there was a secret between them.


Mitsos stepped from his room at the same time Wiralyn did, they both stood near Ariane and Theron. Jabin stepped out and cleared his throat looking directly at Ariane.


“Ok, lets get out of here as quickly and quietly as possible.” She looked at Theron and Mitsos, “Should have had you two ogres wait to put on your armor, but that’s a little late now. Let’s go to the stables.”  


Both men looked at each other, realizing they had been insulted. Sneaking down the stairs, they got to the stables. The young boy that took Ariane’s horse stood up when they entered. There must have been at least forty stalls in the huge stable, and the loft above had rolled stacks of hay. There were no loose pieces of hay on the floor. Ariane was surprised not to smell the odious smell that horse stables normally had. Instead her nose was greeted by a strange sweet smell, she couldn’t place the fruity floral smell.


“Hello, milady.” He smiled at her.


“Good morning, we need our horses.”


He gave a confussed look and then looked at the long line of horse stalls. “I don’t know which horses are yours, milady.”


“We will find them.”


It took a good half hour to locate the horses, and the saddles, but after they were all set up, Ariane took off out of the court. The others followed behind her and she tried to hurry out of the city. For an early morning, the streets were a little more busy then most of the cities they had been in. Once outside the city gates, Ariane slowed her horse, and took a deep breath.


“I feel bad that we didn’t say goodbye.” Eryalith said after they had ridden for an hour.


“Had we spoken to Baran, he would of tried to keep us there longer. Trust me, Eryalith, this was the only way we could leave clean.” Ariane told her.


“He was nice to you, you should of said goodbye.” She scolded.


Ariane looked over at Mitsos and sighed, “Alright, well I was rude, so what?” She said looked back at Eryalith. “The man harasses me constantly to marry him, and then comes to my room late at night and attacks me. I am sorry if I don’t want to say goodbye and thanks for dinner.” She snapped.


Mitsos’ frowned deepened, “He attacked you?”


“He grabbed my arm, luckily Theron was eavesdropping and stopped him before he did anything he would of regretted.”


Mitsos kept his deep frown, “Why was Theron eavesdropping?” He looked over at Theron.


“My room didn’t have a pot, and I was going to check the other rooms for one. I opened the door right when Baran came to her door.”


“So instead of saying to the lord of the house that you needed to piss, you decided to eavesdrop on what they were saying?” Mitsos questioned.


Ariane sighed when she saw Theron’s anger rise, “Ok, you two, that’s enough. Let’s just get out of here and back on the rode to Rundalfelt. We’ve wasted enough time.”


After riding for over twelve hours, they stopped to make camp. Dinner was nothing more then bread and some berries that Wiralyn found. The night fell into a starless sky, and every eye was soon closed. The forest was silent that evening, a silence that kept Ariane awake. Of course, it was more then the silence, it was the darkness that engulfed the camp. It was the nightmares that had started to appear every night as she slept, it was beginning to feel strange to wake up without the memory of one lingering in her mind. Every dream seemed to command her to kill her companions, break off the emotional bonds she had with the mortal beings. 

Ariane rolled over to face the fire in time to see Wiralyn scurry away from the camp. Propping herself up on her elbows she looked past Mitsos and Theron to where the high elf had disappeared. She whispered his name, but it was to low for her to even hear herself. Standing up she walked over to the spot where he had been laying, and again whispered his name. Stepping forward, she was afraid to walk to far away from the campsite. The darkness engulfed everything in the area and she didn’t want to be one of the things that disappeared in it. 


Looking to her right, she whispered Wiralyn’s name again. She was about to head back and wake up the others when he appeared, his bow drawn, and ready to fire. He was only ten feet away from her, she stood to face him, her eyes wide open holding her fear. There was nothing she could do but hope that someone would save her. He left the arrow go, it was like the world had gone slow, as the arrow shot towards her. She waited for the pain, but instead she felt the wind of the arrow brush past her cheek. Turning around she watch it land in the neck of a man with a dagger, that stood behind her. Dropping his dagger, he ran his hand to the arrow in his neck. He was without strength to pull it out, instead he held it as his life left him. His own blood drowning him, he fell to the ground with a weightless thud.


Wiralyn walked next to her, pressing his chest against her right shoulder, placing his lips next to her ear, she could feel his breath against her lobe. “Assassins.” he whispered grabbing her arms and pulling her back to camp to start waking the others.


He placed his foot on Mitsos’ shoulder and shoved him over. Mitsos’ snore stopped and he sat up with a most unpleased look that he targeted Wiralyn with.


“We have company.” Wiralyn told him, “I couldn’t tell exactly how many, but it sounded like thirteen.”


Mitsos anger left him, and he turned over slamming his hand into Theron’s side, “Get up.” He told Theron as he stood up and walked over to Jabin. He grabbed Jabin’s collar and pulled him to a sitting position.


“What are you doing?” Jabin snapped waking up Eryalith.


“Shh.” Wiralyn put his index finger over his mouth. “The way they move is like assassins.” He told Mitsos, he stood with his back to Ariane’s and looking into the dark.


Eryalith and Wiralyn’s eyes and ears would be more helpful then that of their human counterparts. Everyone, but Ariane drew their weapons, she could tell that there was no sibling around her. The only thing she had to do was stay away from any blades’ edges. 

Pulling back her bow, Eryalith let an arrow fly, the only way they knew she hit anything was the sound of a man crying out. Wiralyn gave her a wink of approval, then turned his attention back to the darkness. Another arrow was released but none of the humans saw who shot it or where they sent it, as looking back at the two elves they both had their bows loaded again. Another man cried out in the dark, it was then that the voice of one of the men shouted out for a full out attack.


The men wearing dark clothing appeared in the fire light, launching forth at those who surrounded Ariane. The assassins moves were almost to quick to counteract, and Theron and Mitsos were put on the defensive. Eryalith and Wiralyn found they would pick off the ones that attacked them head on, but since they were trying to keep Ariane surrounded they couldn’t move to help anyone but themselves. 


Jabin took the opportunity to use his rapier in real combat for the first time, he stepped forward, leaving the others to protect Ariane. The first slice with his repair sliced into the arm and stomach of one of the attackers. His movements matched the speed of the assassins, picking them off as quickly as the elves seemed to find them. 


Theron and Mitsos were able to hold off the attacks, and took down a couple of the assassins each. Out of the corner of his eye, Jabin saw one of the assassins coming at Eryalith from her right side, her eyes facing to the left at the man running towards Theron. He rolled forward quickly over to stand on her right side, with a quick movement he sliced the man from his right shoulder down to his left hip. 

“Report to Kistur.” One of the men shouted out. 


Wiralyn saw one of the men run away back into the darkness from which he came. Taking his eyes of from his attackers to watch the direction the man was running, opened up opportunity for the man in front of him. He slide in, all Wiralyn felt was a cold, hard object hit his head and he fell to the ground. The man in dark clothing reached in, grabbing Ariane’s arm, and yanking her to him. She let out a scream and pulled back her hand sending her fist into the middle of the man’s face. Cussing, he let her go to check his nose, realizing she was getting away, he chased after her. 


No one from the group realized that she wasn’t in the center, until Jabin turned around looking at the empty space and Wiralyn’s motionless body. “Ariane is gone.” he said, alerting more then his comrades but the assassins themselves. 


The group turned and then checked the darkness, “There!” Theron pointed out now being able to see with the slight light that was beginning to show from the sunrise. 


Everyone watched Ariane slip, and the man grab her legs, she kicked him in the face. Standing up she started to run again, “Go help her!” Mitsos yelled at Theron and Jabin. “The elf and I can take care of the rest.”


Theron took off, while Mitsos and Eryalith finished off the last four assassins who had wanted to follow Ariane. Jabin wanted to stay and help, but Mitsos yelled at him to follow the paladins.


Getting to the river, Ariane stopped and looked behind her at the man in black making his way to her. She was in plate armor, and was pretty sure it would be a bad idea to jump into the water. Her attacker didn’t have any armor on and would be faster swimmer then her. The man must of realized the advantage as he shoved her into the water, she sunk to the bottom. 

He laughed trying to catch his breath, “That was easy.”   


His smile faded into pain, and looking down he saw the tip of the sword that had pierced his chest. Theron yanked his sword from the man and watched him fall into the river.


“Where’s Ariane?” Jabin said running up next to him.


They looked around, unable to see her. “Ariane!” Theron called out, his thoughts turned to the man staring at the river. He turned his eyes to see the silver flash of her armor at the bottom of the clear river. “Jabin, there!” 


His eyes turned and Jabin being the only one without armor jumped in. He swam to the bottom and wrapped his arms around her waist. Her heavy armor made it all the harder to pull her up, but he managed to swim her up far enough where Theron could help pull her out.


Upon her head reaching the air, she spit out water and inhaled loudly. Theron fell onto the ground pulling her up, and she crawled on the bank beside him. Jabin walked up and took a seat next to her. Ariane took the moment to catch her breath, laying her head down in the dirt. 


“You ok?” Theron patted her back.


She nodded, still catching her breath. Her cheeks rubbed the twigs that laid in the dirt, and when she looked up, he brushed them off her face. “Is everyone else ok?”


“I don’t know, Wiralyn was down last I saw him.” Jabin said, standing up then offering his hand to help her up.


Mitsos smiled at his two wet comrades, more happy that they were alive then amused that they were wet. He had Wiralyn on his back, and Eryalith wasn’t anywhere near the camp. 


“Is he ok?” Ariane asked.


He nodded, “Just took a hit to the head.”


She kneeled down beside him, “He saved my life.” She said looking into Mitsos’ eyes.


“Didn’t I just save your life?” Jabin asked in a jealous tone.


Ariane smiled up at him, “Yes, thank you. I saw him get up and I went to see what he was doing, and one of those assassins was behind me. He killed him.” She brushed the back of her fingers against Wiralyn’s cheeks.


“It was Kistur again.” Mitsos said looking up at Theron, who nodded in agreement. “Why are you wet?” He asked Jabin.


“Ariane fell into the water, and I had to go in and save her.”


Ariane gave a faint smile, “I sunk like a rock, and couldn’t get my armor off.” She looked around, “Where is Eryalith?”


“She went to check on you guys, I stayed to make sure none of them came back and finished off Wiralyn.” He told her.


Wiralyn groaned and put his hand on his left temple.


“Easy now.” Mitsos told him and pushed him back down when he tried to sit up. “Took a hard blow to the head, shouldn’t stand so soon after.”


“They went to inform Kistur, we need to move.” Wiralyn mumbled.


“When Eryalith gets back.” Mitsos said trying to get him to relax.


“What?” Eryalith said stepping into the camp.


Mitsos stood up and looked at his group, “Go prepare the horses, but do it slowly so Wiralyn can get his barring.”


Everyone nodded understanding, and ran to gather up the horses. After a few more moments, Mitsos helped the elf to his feet, seeing if he could keep on his feet. He seemed to catch his balance as Theron walked up the three horses. Ariane was already mounted, and she rode up beside the three horses. Mitsos helped Wiralyn onto his horse, and kept his hands on the elf’s legs to make sure he didn’t tip over. 

Theron tried to hand him the reins, but Wiralyn held up his hand. “I think it would be best if someone else led my horse for a little while.”


He nodded, then looked over to Mitsos who had already walked away and was trying to mount his own horse. Ariane reached out and took Wiralyn’s reins, she smiled at Theron, who gave a short nod in agreement for her to lead him.


Everyone was ready and they head down the river, knowing that Kistur probably knew where they were heading. 


“We are going to have to keep watch from now on.” Mitsos said, “At all times someone is awake, there are five of us that can keep watch, that’s about an hour and half each.”


“There are six of us.” Ariane chirped from behind the group.


He turned his head slightly to look at her, but she was to far behind, “And what could you do, throw yourself in the river and make them think you were drowning?”


Ariane sighed, “I could wake you up.”


Theron chuckled, “Like you did at the duke’s house?”


She frowned, “Well, I’ll kick you.” She snarled, and looked back to Mitsos, “I am just as much part of this group as anyone else, and I want to do my part.”


Mitsos nodded, “Very well, Ariane.”


Theron, who was riding next to Mitsos, leaned in and whispered to him, “You can’t be serious.”


“We’ll give her the first shift, they won’t attack right away.” He winked. “Besides, she feels left out not being able to fight any of our battles, and then having to fight hers alone.”


Theron nodded, “I suppose, I can understand that.”


“You two can stop whispering about me.” Ariane said, “Your deep voice carry well.” 

Both the men smiled at each other, then shrugged. Mitsos pulled on his reins causing his horse to stop, “There they are.” He pointed to the forest ahead, “Tregulyn Woods, wood elf territory.”


Everyone stopped to take in the large forest, they would not be passing through it as humans were unwelcome. However, they would be riding around it, and had to make sure they kept a safe distance from it’s edge. The wood elves were not tolerant of anyone other then there own kind in the land of the god, as they called it. 


“After this it’s only another three days to Rundalfelt.” Mitsos told them.


“How long to go around?” Eryalith asked.


He looked over to the girl who was resting her head on the back of Jabin’s back, “Two, one if we hurry.” 


Wiralyn’s hand rook his reins from Ariane, he gave a her a smile to show he was grateful, “I think I can take it from here.”


Morning fell into noon, and everything seemed quiet around the forest. Mitsos wanted to stay in eyesight of the forest to make sure they were going in the accurate direction, but far enough away so that the wood elves wouldn’t think they were planning on entering. It seemed the entire group was lost in their own thoughts, as no one spoke to each other. Wiralyn was still nursing his temple with his fingers, a small dark purple welt had appeared. He smiled at Ariane whenever she looked over to check on him, then continued massaging it. 

“Halt!” A voice called out, and a short elf appeared.


He had similar features to Wiralyn, but he was much shorter. Holding up his hand, he brought them to a stop and several of his comrades stepped out behind him.


“This is elven territory, your kind isn’t welcomed here.” He said to Mitsos.


“I believe that we are clearly out of your territory, and it would seem more likely that you are in human territory.” Mitsos said to him trying to sound rational and calm.


The elf laughed, “We have decided we want this land, and if your people want to fight for it, then let them come.”


Wiralyn rode forward slightly, “You can’t just decide someone else’s land is your own, forest dweller.”


“Your kind aren’t welcome here, so do not think your words mean anymore to us then that of your human companions.” The elf looked back at his friends, “Trespassing is punishable by death.” The elf placed his hand on his short sword.

Mitsos bowed his head, “If you wish to die today, pull your weapon.”


“Tyraolan, what is going on here?” another wood elf stepped out.


“Humans have trespassed, they claim that we have no say over this land.”


The elf came to stand next to his companion, Tyraolan. He looked up at Mitsos, “We have claimed this land, and you shall not take leave alive.”


Ariane pushed through Wiralyn and Mitsos, “This is insane, this is human territory, we are not trespassing. If you want to claim the land then you need to send word to a human noble, so we can be aware that the land is a warground.”


The elf’s eyes widened as he looked up at Ariane, he stared at her in fright for a good minute, before he finally spoke, “Back, evil!” He barked, “I am a priest of Selaolyth, goddess of life, you can not defeat me!” He pulled his short sword, “Stay back, this is between me and the spawn of Naaram!” He said to his men.


He lunged forward, Ariane quickled pull her horse back, “What are you doing, you crazed little elf?”


“Fight Naaram child, do not try to deny your heritage to me! I can feel his evil presence within, Selaolyth shall protect me from any harm!” He lunged again.


Ariane looked up to her group, no one seemed to move. Everyone looked on in shock for one reason or another. Eryalith covered her mouth with her hands as if unsure what had just occurred. Wiralyn pulled his bow ready to fire as soon as she gave the word. Theron, however, seemed to be angry as well as confused. His lips were pressed together tightly, his eyes trying to decipher what the elf had just called her.  Jabin and Mitsos were surprised that the elf had known.

“Are you guys going to help me or not?” She shouted, knowing she couldn’t kill this man.


“Ask not for their assistance, this is between you and me!”


Ariane leapt from her horse, when she saw the other elves attack her group. She pulled her sword from it’s sheath on her back. She blocked his blows, “I don’t want to kill you, elf, just please remain calm and let me explain.”


He continued his attacks, all Ariane could do was block.


“Listen, I am a good child of Naaram. I am sent to destroy the others to stop the god from being reborn.”


The elf’s sword was swift and it cut across her shoulder.


Ariane yelled out in pain, “That hurt!” Her impatience had been tried, and she lunged forth as the agressor. Trying the best she could to disarm the man, she nicked his hand as their blades danced. Dropping his sword, he looked up realizing he had lost the battle. The other elves that had been attacking her group, stopped to watch their leaders fate be carried out.


The elf fell to his knees and closed his eyes, “You may take my life, but you are marked evil child.”


Reaching over she picked up his short sword, and put it into her belt. “I said I didn’t want to kill you and I meant it. Now, stand up.” She wrapped her arm around his upper arm, and pulled him to a standing position. 


Walking him over to the rest of his group, she thrusted him into them. Mitsos had ordered them not to kill the elves, as they didn’t was to start a war among the two races. 

“Why does the Naaram child not wish to spill the bloods of those who worship Selaolyth?” The priest asked.



“Ok first thing, don’t call me Naaram child, my name is Ariane. Second of all, I just told you why, and had you let me talk we could of just skipped that whole scene.” She put her hand on the wound on her shoulder.


“What is this good child that you speak of?” he asked.


Ariane looked up to Theron, whose eyes held the anger she knew she would find, “There are prophecies stating that there is a good child of Naaram that will destroy the evils of it’s siblings, stopping the world from breaking into war and the rebirth of Naaram.”


“And you believe you are this child?”


She shrugged, causing her to remember her wound, “I have been told that is what I am. I can’t kill people that aren’t my siblings though, least my heritage active causing me to be nothing more then what my siblings have become.”


“I have not heard of such a prophecy, but I know that Selaolyth said that any child of Naaram would kill us to quench their blood lust if we lost the battle. I still remain alive after losing to you.” He looked down at short sword, “May I have that back? It belongs to the temple.”


Ariane nodded, and pulled it from her belt, then handed the hilt over to him.


“Thank you.”


Ariane bowed her head, “Is it safe to presume that we may finish passing around your forest?”


He nodded, “Spare my life, I can only repay the favor with the same.”


She called over her horse and mounted, “Thank you… I did not catch your name.”


“Ulelath, thank you Naar… Ariane for showing me there is much I do not yet know about the archenemy of our goddess and his children.” 

Ariane thought the whole incident seemed to play out like a badly written theater production. It was however the speed at which the elves came to understand things, their high intelligence could never be match by a human, and her comprehension seemed to tell her that these elves were waiting for her to turn her back.


“Upon feeling the presence of Naaram, I neglected to take in the feeling of your goddess. I sense Placidia’s hand guiding your path, am I correct?”


Ariane nodded, “I am a paladin.”


Ulelath contemplated her statement for a moment, “It is strange that Placidia would give someone such power, perhaps your prophecies speak truth. Where would I find such prophecies?”


“Several temples in the human cities seem to have much information on the matter, you could try there if you wish to learn more.”


“Thank you, please hurry through. I do not wish more of my people to find you, and deem you trespassers.” he stepped aside, as did the men.


Ariane felt the eyes on her back after an hour of riding, Mitsos was the only one to approach her and tell her she handled the situation like a follower of Placidia should. It was no concelation to her, knowing that her companions now knew. Where they ready for the information? Ready to make their decision on the matter.


They made it out of the elven territory by night fall, and besides Mitsos no one had spoken a word to her. Camp was made, and everyone sat around looking into the fire. Ariane knew she had to break the silence, and that whatever would be spoken would probably be words of pain.


“Are we going to talk?” She said to no one in particular.


Theron said nothing, just grunted. He must have been running much through his mind, swearing an oath to kill children of Naaram. No paladin of Tevona ever expected to run into one.


“I can’t believe that it’s true. Naaram was such a horrible god, I remember when he ruled, how everyone lived in fear of him.” Eryalith spoke, her voice cracked.


Wiralyn nodded, “Yes, you never knew when Naaram would randomly choose your city, your people, for his next amusement. I remember clearly him attacking my city, when I was only sixty years old.”


“Ariane isn’t like that though.” She said to him, then turned to look at Ariane, “You aren’t right, you are the good child? That’s why you don’t kill when we are attacked, you don’t want to be evil, or powerful. You want to stop the prophecies, right, Ariane?” Eryalith was nearing tears, and seeming to beg her for the answers.


“Everything I said to the elven priest was true.” Ariane looked down at her hands.


“There is no good child of Naaram, nothing good could come from that god’s seed. Whatever you are, you are but a mirage. Making us believe you are really what was see, and then when we are upon you, you are nothing but the hot sun of the desert, there to take our very lives.” Theron hissed.


“Theron!” Eryalith cried, “Ariane is not like that at all, right, Ariane?”


Jabin sighed, “Mitsos and I were both there when Vidan told her what she is, and he was convinced that she is a good child of Naaram.”


“We met with a priest of Adrik, who is an expert in the children of Naaram, and he told her she was as well.” Mitsos added.


“She is the offspring of the most evil god in Arywan’s history!” Theron yelled standing up.


Mitsos matched his voice, “Do not get into blood lines here boy! Your grandfather was a murderous man, who raped and killed several women. Your own father was the product of such rapes, perhaps you have his evil within you because you share his blood.”


It was true his uncle and father were half brothers, the only reason his mother lived was because her husband came home, and killed the man. This was different, his grandfather was at least human, and Mitsos knew it. “This is nothing alike, she actually can be turned just by killing an innocent.”


“And perhaps you can be turned just by raping a woman once?” He snarled back. 


“I would never in my life, harm a woman in such a way.”


Mitsos stood to match Theron in height, “So you say! Ariane says she will never kill anyone other then her siblings.”


“That doesn’t mean she won’t! There may come a time where she has no other option, there will never come a time where I would have to hurt a woman in the manner you suggest!”


“I believe Ariane, she has been nothing but kind to everyone she meets. Any other child of Naaram would of allowed the bloodbath in Cefrian to happen, she stopped it.” Wiralyn said, “You can not condemn someone for a crime they have yet to commit, Theron.”


“Children of Naaram deserve death, there crime is carrying the blood of that murderous being!”


“One then could say the same for you, Sir Theron.” Wiralyn said calmly. “Perhaps, you should do as the elven priest did and discover the truth, before you judge.”


“How would you know anything of this, elf?”


“Because, human, not only in the two hundred and forty eight years that I have lived have I come across several books. I, also, spend much of my time in boring temples with nothing to read but their manuscripts. I have often come across the writings of prophets and wizards who have the power of clairvoyance, and they do tell of a child of Naaram that will stop the others.”


“My goddess demands any child of Naaram be put to death!”


“Perhaps it is not your goddess, that may be why you have never heard the truth behind the prophecies, milord. If they do indeed have the manuscripts, then maybe you should of spent more time in the library and not in the battle field.”


Theron snorted, “I spent the first three years of my squireship memorizing the books in the library of our temple, there were no such prophecies.”


“Then maybe your priests wanted to keep the truth from it’s followers, Theron.” Eryalith spoke up.


“They deserve death!” He said again, “That is all I need to know!”


“Then what, Sir Theron, will you attack the Lady Ariane right here, in front of her guardians. Can you look into the eyes of the one you may call a friend and say you will take her life? Can a guardian attack the one he protects without being called a traitor? Are you even her guardian now?” Wiralyn stood up behind Mitsos.


Theron was left without answers to any of his questions, and turned his back on them all. Walking into the darkness to think about what he had learned that day, and what he should do as a paladin of Tevona. He needed to get away from their opinions, and find the truth of it all for himself. He was left with many choices, and all were whether he would betray his goddess or his companions.


He found himself by the river leaning up against a tree, sighing to himself he thought of all the signs. It should have been so obvious to him of what she was, of course it was not like they force it into your mind to look for Naaram children. No Tevona paladin had ever killed one to his knowledge, but what about Ariane. She admitted to being a child, but she couldn’t be, she was nothing like what he was taught. A being that enjoyed watching the suffering and death of others, he then remembered Bodil’s death. How she had tried to torture him by slamming her metal boot into his head. He, at the time, couldn’t of said he would of reacted any differently, had someone been threatening to rape his comrade and the kill the others. Now, however, it was different he saw the virtuous woman she was, he could look into her eyes and see her soul. Standing next to her, he had always felt evil like any paladin would have, but it was nothing more then some other beings he had met. 


He had battled with the orcs and drow and some of them carried far more evil, then what he felt brewing within her. He had even felt more within fellow paladins, and sometimes he felt more within himself. Like whenever he thought about his betrothed or the men that had been with her, he felt the murderous rage enter his heart. It had taken all his strength to not kill her and every lover he knew about. 


Ariane, though was so giving, and whenever she got angry it seemed out of character for her, like she was only acting. It was why he could never take her anger seriously, and what if he went back there and continued to journey with her, she had done nothing wrong. If anything she had empowered him to do right more often. In Quadela he had even given an old homeless man a couple coins, something he had never done before. He just knew that Ariane would of wanted it to be that way.


Though, she was the child of a god that terrorized humanoids for thousands of years. His death was a comfort to every race in Arywan, and for a short time after his death, the races were more friendly and willing to open their lives to each other. Celebration went on for nearly a decade, because people knew he wouldn’t be in the heavens waiting to destroy another city with his companion, Dorius, the god of war. 


“Sir Theron?” Wiralyn came to stand next to him.


“I’m not in the mood, elf.” He folded his arms and turned his back to him.


“They explained to me of the vows you took to become a paladin of your goddess. I do see the dilema that you face right now. However, I wanted to make a deal with you, milord, if I could.”


Theron turned around to look at the tall elf, “A deal?”


He nodded, “Yes, milord. I know I have not traveled with the Lady Ariane as long as you have, nor have I been witness to her fighting. However, in my heart when I look at her, I see a good woman who wants to follow her goddess and stop the evil of her siblings from spreading.”


“Is this going to lead to a deal?” Theron kept his arms folded.


Wiralyn grinned, “Yes, of course. I would like to know how you felt about the evil within the paladin in question?”


“How I felt?”


He nodded, “Milord, if you can say the Lady Ariane is an evil being, then I will stand beside you in whatever decision you make.”


Theron swallowed, “Stand beside me?”


“Yes, if you go back there to kill her, I will stand at your side, and fight until she is dead or until I fall. You must say the words ‘Lady Ariane is evil’ though.” He looked into Theron’s dark eyes.


“I wouldn’t attack Ariane alone.”


“You wouldn’t be alone, milord. I could send arrows into all of them before they even realized they were being attacked, so now the words.”


Theron looked into his eyes, wondering is the elf was trying to get an ally in Ariane’s death or prove a point. The words wouldn’t fathom on his lips, and he wasn’t ready to make such a decision. 


Wiralyn nodded, “I didn’t think you could say such words about the woman you have grown so fond of. You do know the truth, all you must do is next time we are in a city go look at the prophecies. I can not tell you how many times I have found at least one book mentioning the good child. It is truly a pity that your temple never allowed you access to such knowledge.” He stopped to see if Theron wanted to speak and then continued, “Perhaps, they did not want you questioning whether or not the being was the good child.”


He turned to walk back to camp, Theron reached out and grabbed his arm, “I will do as you advise, perhaps I should know more before I do something I may regret.”


The elf smiled, “You are wise to do so, milord.” He started to take a step and then turned to him, “You have scared the Lady Ariane with your threats of death, and I feel that you may have severed the bond you worked so hard to create.”


Theron nodded his head, “My anger can be uncontrollable at times, and I say things that I don’t really mean. I knew better then to speak tonight, and yet my mind was unable to control my lips.”


“It is sad that you were unable to control them in anger instead of in a kiss, however it is not I that you should be telling this to, milord.” Wiralyn said and then disappeared into the darkness.


“I don’t feel for her like that.” Theron called out hoping Wiralyn had heard him.


He sighed and began followed the bank of the river down, walking helped clear his head. The elf had spoken the truth, he needed to find out what had been written before he told his temple what she was. It was his duty to report her, and it was what pained his heart. If he reported her then they would come for her, Ariane had assassins after her already, and now she would have to deal with other paladins. 


Stopping he watched Ariane walk down to the river, she crouched down on the bank and took off her gloves. He stayed in the darkness unsure if it was the right moment to speak to her. Cupping her hands she splashed the cold river water upon her face, and took a deep breath, leaving her hands over her eyes and mouth. She began crying into her hands, falling back onto her buttocks she kicked some dirt into the river.


She screamed, but low so that the others in the camp couldn’t hear her. “This is so unfair!” She said looking into the river, then fell onto her back.


Kicking again she sent one of her gloves into the water, she had felt herself kick it and sat back up. Reaching into the water she pulled it out, and dropped it at her side. “Father, I am so lost right now. I need your guidance, but you’re not here, you’ll never be here. I keep expecting you to show up, and tell me this has all been one long cruel joke! But it’s not is it?” She sniffled. “You’re really dead, dead because of me.” 


She splashed her face with water again, and continued to cry. Theron wasn’t sure if he should leave her to her private moment, or go comfort her. Deciding on to comfort her, he stepped forward only in time to see Jabin appear. He walked up behind her, crouching down her rubbed her back. 

“Ariane, I heard you scream are you ok?”


“No, I am so frustrated with all this, with everything. Jabin, I just want to go home.” She cried. 


He continued to rub her back, “I know, and we will I promise you. As soon as this is all over, you and me will go back to Moonglow. Sneak away from the rest of these idiots, and just go home.”


“I don’t want to finish any of this, I just want it all gone. I wish someone would just come and take this burden from me.”


Leaning over he kissed the top of her head, “If I could, I would take it in an instant, then send you home. You don’t know how much it’s hurt me to watch you change this past month. Watching your innocence become corrupted by the death of your siblings. Damn it, Ariane, I wish we could just sneak away and go hide in a cave somewhere and just let this all play out the way it will.”


She sniffled, “I can’t do that. The Adrik Priest told me that I am the one that will save Arywan from a full out war, I couldn’t have thousands of deaths on my hands. I think Mitsos and Vidan believe it too, and I couldn’t let them down.” 

He ran his hand down her hair, “I know.” Sighing he looked over at the river, “Ariane, you and I are best friends right?”


“Of course, always have been.”


“And what I say to you, you believe, right?”


She nodded, “You’ve never lied to me, Jabin, and I don’t believe you would start now.”


“I think it was a mistake to bring Theron. I don’t know why but from the moment I saw him, I knew he would be a problem, and he has proven me right at every turn. And now, after hearing everything he just said, I’m afraid he’ll try to uphold his oath and kill you.” He looked back at her, “I think he just might too, I saw his eyes, and…”


“Shh.” She covered his mouth with her fingers, “Vidan said to bring him, and I trust the wizard. I also trust Theron, despite what he said, and he will do what he thinks is right. We can not condemn the man for following the oaths he took, and if he does try then we will do what we must. I won’t throw him from this group because of words, Jabin. If he decided to leave then he can.”


“That, and you like him.” Jabin grumbled.


She giggled, “Like him? We are talking about the man that can’t control his temper, who has never shown me a soft side. The same man who thinks being a paladin is suffering all the time for everyone around him, and never to live life. A man who was going to marry a woman because she met standards, and he didn’t really love her, that man, Jabin?” 

He chuckled, “Ok, he’s not the kind you go for, I got it. So from what I hear a whore meets a paladins high standards?” His smile widened, “Then, hey, I meet those standards.”


Ariane frowned at him.


“Hey, I sleep with anyone too.”


“Perhaps, then you should go speak to Theron about marriage.”


Jabin laughed loudly and wrapped his armed around Ariane, her head came over his shoulders and her eyes fell directly onto Theron. He stood in shock for a moment and then walked away as quickly as he could. Ariane just grinned, and kept silent about his presence.


Walking back to his tree he leaned against it, and took a deep breath. It wasn’t possible in his mind that she could carry the evil god’s blood. He wanted there to have been a mistake, but he remembered the arrow unable to pierce the Bodil’s skin. Ariane had been able to cut him, and they could do nothing but stand there. Whatever she was there was a power at work within her. 


Taking a deep breath again, he felt cold fingers wrap around his forearm. Looking down he looking into Ariane’s eyes, she kept her face firm and looked into the river. He looked back at the waters ripples.


“What do you want?” He asked.


“I just wanted to say that now there are no more secrets, you know the truth now. There is no reason for me to hide anything else, and you will always come with me at anytime.”


“Is that suppose to make me feel better?”


She shrugged, “I don’t know what it is suppose to do, but I know that it had to be said.”


He took a deep breath and pulled his arm from her grasp.


“Am I evil, Sir Theron?” She looked up at his face.


Looking down into her eyes, he thought of her question. “No.” He shook his head gently.


She nodded, and turned to leave him in the dark.


The man in dark clothing ran into the large isolated castle, it had been a long walk up the mountian. He knew his friends had failed to kill the Naaram child, otherwise they would of caught up to him long ago. Using the wizard’s portal he was transported to the bottom of the mountain, he knew the wizard could of placed him inside the castle. However the magical being didn’t care much for ‘his kind’ as he had often put it. 


Stepping into the throne room, he looked around it’s empty corridor. If his master wasn’t here then he would be in the courtyard sparring with some of the others. Running out into the morning sun, he found him. Standing off to the side as the other men sparred, he clapped when the large man killed the other. His armor black and a helmet that covered all of his face but his mouth. He was a large man both in height and width, like a tower among trees. 


Beside him was the mistress, she was adorn in a black dress, when the light hit it correctly one could see the silhouette of her entire body. Her hair matched it’s color, and her skin was fair. When she looked upon him, she spread her dark red lips in a smile.


“Kistur, they have returned.” Her dark voice whispered to her master.


The dark knight turned to look at the man who had entered the courtyard. By the frown upon his lips, the man already knew that Kistur had knowledge of their failure.


“Name?” Kistur deep threatening voice asked him.


“Reshad.” the man fell to one knee before him.


“I hope that you have come to tell me that though you were the only survivor, that my sister did not make it through the night.” Reaching down he grabbed Reshad’s hair and yanked his head up to look at him.

“They had two elves that shot arrows so precisely, milord. Most of us were down before we were able to attack.” He could fill Kistur’s hand tighten on his hair, “They sent me away to report back to you, before it was over. They could have killed her, milord.”

“I don’t like failures, and anyone who fails me shall see their end.” Kistur growled. 
The woman in the black dress came up from behind him, running her hands up his chest to his shoulders, she smiled. “Kill him, Kistur, please.” She spoke in a deep throaty voice.


Kistur’s other hand fell to her thigh and slide up to her hip, he turned his head to look at her. Bringing her lips closer to his own, she flicked her tongue across his lips. Kistur licked his own lips, and grinned.


“My love asks for your death.” He told the messanger, yanking him up by his hair.


“No, milord, I’ll go back. I’ll kill her, I swear.”


He laughed, “And what do you think you could do against a Naaram child, you pathetic mortal.” 


He pulled the dagger from the messanger’s belt and slide it across his abdomen, the man could only let out a breath. Bringing the dagger up to his chest, he slammed it in just below his right clavical. Sliding his hand down to the wound on the man’s abdomen, he reached his hand in and pulled out some of his intestines, then threw them around the man’s neck. Pushing the man back, he smiled down at his handy work. 


Kistur pulled off his bloodied glove and threw it to the floor. “You there.” He pointed at one of the men, “Tell Cuthira he can go after the girl, tell him to not return if he fails.” The man bowed and ran off to fulfill his master’s orders.


 Turning to the woman, she smiled while she sucked on her index finger. “Wonderfully done, I am most pleased, my love.”


He grinned, “My turn to be pleased.” Grabbed her arm, he led her away from the rest of the men and into the depth of his castle.


Morning came quickly, no one spoke during the small breakfast of apples that Mitsos passed out. Theron didn’t return to camp until it was his turn to take watch over the camp. He seemed to still be sleepy eyed as everyone mounted their horses and prepared for another day of riding. Ariane hadn’t slept well either, waking up several times from one sort of nightmare or another. Every time she closed her eyes there was nothing but blood, the blood of the people that she loved or had come to care about. The voice implored her to take their lives, and when she wouldn’t they would always turn on her. (As it gets colder, apples should be less predominate, you should also bring up the fact that it is getting colder as they travel farther)


However, in the sunlight, knowing that her nightmares couldn’t bother her here, she was happy to be among the friends that stood by her. Even though they had recently learned of her heritage. Theron worried her, but he remained quiet trying to figure out whether he wanted to follow down the path he had been shown. Ariane knew he had a hard decision to make, and speaking about them would only bring him more confusion. 


The day continued on much like the morning, a thick layer of silence that seemed to be suffocating everyone in the group. Except for Wiralyn’s occasional comment about the storm clouds of winter coming, or Eryalith questioning him on his knowledge of her own people. The humans of the group remained quiet, some because they knew it would start arguments, others because of confusion. 


Nighttime fell upon them and camp was made just as quietly as the day had been. Wiralyn decided to take Jabin and Ariane fishing before the last ray of sun left the sky. He used his bow to kill the fish, the arrows sticking them to the bottom of the river. After Jabin couldn’t kill any with his rapier, he would dive into the water and fetch Wiralyn’s catch. 


Eryalith had come into a foul mood, and had decided not to come with them fishing. Instead she went for a walk alone, saying she needed to be with nature. She needed the guidance of the world around her, to make decisions she was sure was yet to come.


“Just us then.” Mitsos said while he cut up a small branch with his dagger.


“I don’t need any more advice from this group, especially from one of the people that lied to me to begin with.” Theron snapped.

“I don’t recall lying to you, with holding information, but I never lied.”


He snorted.


“Your uncle knows who she is, he was the one who learned about the prophecies to begin with.”


“I thought I said I didn’t want to talk with you, old man.”


Mitsos laughed in his throat, “You really like her, don’t you?” 


“Pardon?” He looked up from the wood shavings that Mitsos was making.


“Ariane, if you didn’t then you would of ridden off as soon as learning about it. Going to tell your temple members about what she was, so they could prepare for an attack.”


Theron shrugged, “I suppose that I enjoy her company, but I have traveled with her and I have seen…” He stopped speaking and looked down to his boots.


“I’ve known Ariane since she was an infant. When Decimus finally got her from Vidan, we had to walk all the way back from Githeth to Moonglow. It’s not a long walk with two full grown men, but we had a baby with us.” Mitsos smiled, “She refused to sleep next to Decimus, he finally gave in and let me take her. Her cries fell silent in my arms, she just looked at me and smiled.”


“Are you trying to tell me something or are you just rememising, old man?”


Mitsos grinned trying to hold back his annoyance, “When Decimus first wanted her, I thought he was insane to want a child of an evil god. He was a paladin of a good and virtuous god, and he wanted to raise a child made from that of her archenemy. I knew the child would bring nothing but chaos to our lives in Moonglow. Yet, when she smiled up at me, it all went away. I thought to myself ‘This is just a baby, just like my own daughter.’ I have not since then thought of Ariane as a child of Naaram.”

Theron looked up at him, “Denial doesn’t make it better, Mitsos.”


He nodded, “Just like speaking something doesn’t make it true. Ariane has won heart a hundred times over just by smiling at them. It’s a smile that goes down into your very soul.” He tapped his hand over his heart, “You can just tell right here, that she’ll bring happiness into your life. Everyone wants to be with something that brings contentment and peace to their lives.” Mitsos looked up at Theron who was looking directly at him, “Of course, I don’t need to tell you what her smile does. You’ve been witness to it, you’ve been captured by it.” He used his knife to point at Theron.


“Anyone can smile it doesn’t make them good, and it isn’t the way you can tell the person is going to cause deaths of hundreds.” Theron voice fell into a growl.


Continuing to cut his branch, he gave another nod, “That’s very true, Sir Theron. But I am not talking about the physical act of her smiling, I am talking about the emotions that stir within when it happens. I think Placidia gave her that smile, so people would know her and trust her. Of course, I can’t prove it, but I can feel it. Every smile she sends my way, it steals my heart all over again.”


Theron let out a deep sigh, “I am not sure if that is good advice or the rants of an old man.”


He smiled, “Well, think of it then, how you feel whenever she blesses you with one of her looks or smiles. The priests have said it a hundred times over that Placidia has blessed the girl with more then just the powers a paladin should have. She keeps a protective aura around her, how else would a paladin get so many suitors? Not many men want to be married to a woman who could out do them in combat or have to run away for years to fight in a war.”


“Men can fall for a pretty face without looking at what is behind it.” He shrugged.


Mitsos remained quiet for a moment, “Are we speaking of Ariane or your betrothed now?”


Theron gave him a harsh glare.


“I think you do know what I am talking about, Sir Theron. Actually, I think you know more then what I do. You are the only man to come into her life and not constantly hound her with bad poetry and vows of love. I think she likes that about you, and I think Decimus would approve of you.”


His voice fell to a hiss, “Why does everything think that I want anything to do with that arrogant woman romantically?”


He was humored by how the man took it as an insult, “Because, Sir Theron, even though you know what she is. You still look at her with the same look you have been giving her since you returned from your talk at the temple.”


Ariane laugh could be heard as she and the others stepped from the wooded area. She carried three of the fish on the arrows. 


“So then the guy comes running down the street screaming her name.” Jabin mimicked the man’s high pitched voice calling out her name, “And Ariane just stops and turns to look at the short man come running up to her. He doesn’t even see that she had stopped and rams right into her. Ariane braced herself for it, and so the man fall back into the puddle.”

Wiralyn chuckled.


“So then Jabin holds out his arm and say ‘May I be of service, milady’ to the man.” Ariane laughed. “He just splashed Jabin, and left.”


“Ariane couldn’t stop laughing at me, so I just chased her around the city threatening to hug her.”


The high elf laughed, “I wish I could have had such a close friend growing up.” He said sitting down next to Mitsos.


Without thinking Ariane took her seat next to Theron, and Jabin sat by himself. She laughed and smiled up at Theron, who kept his frown and scooted over.

“However, I do remember a time when a young elf. She had to be only seventy years old, was madly in love with me. Followed me everywhere I went, and of course my wife didn’t like it at all. Swore I was being unfaithful to her and our people.” Everyone remained quiet listening to the story. “The girl ended up being sent away until she was old enough to marry, came back and it was right back to her old antics. Went into my room one night to try and ‘be’ with me, I suppose. She laid down and slept in the bed all night long. Only problem was I was away for the month and no one had told her. She woke up next to my wife.”


Ariane smiled as did Jabin.


“My wife normally slept in another room, her and the girl had it out. The girl got outcasted, and my wife swore she would never have anything to do with her unfaithful husband.” He seemed to laugh at the memory, while the humans remains rather mortified.


“What happen to your wife?” Ariane asked.


“After a few years I caught her cheating on me, and had her and her lover put to death.” He laughed again preparing the fish to be cooked.


“Oh my.” She looked up at Theron with wide eyes, “I am sorry to hear that.”


“Ah, to be truthful I am thankful it ended early. I wasn’t able to do the things I had wanted to do all my life.”


“Ended early?”


He nodded, “Yes, you get married have two children right away and when they are both one hundred and twenty and married off, then the marriages ends. You can do whatever you please.”


“So, you have two children?” Jabin asked, “I don’t picture you as the fatherly type.”


Wiralyn laughed looking at Jabin, “I have two sons, both were taken from me to be raised by the temple until the time comes for them to be wed off. We already have the women picked out for them, very sweet family. They had two daughters, and we decided it would be best to marry both of our boys to both of their girls.” He looked up realizing what he was talking about, “I’m sorry, I bore you.”


“No, it’s most interesting culture you belong to, Wiralyn.” Ariane said, Jabin nodded his head in agreement.


“Thank you, milady. Interesting as it may be, I must say it’s much easier way to find a spouse. Humans have so many mixed emotions, and it seems they deny themselves their own feelings at times. Of course, dwarves are no betters. Though, their ways are a bit more barbaric. I have found myself most interested in the courting habits of humans these past two decades. Which is why you often find me speaking about such things.” He grinned, “I even tried to court a human female not to long back.”


Ariane giggled, “How did that work out?”


“It seems my eyes tell the truth of my feelings, and she didn’t feel that I returned the same emotions that she had given me.” He shrugged, “Humans are most perceptive when it comes to feelings.”


She smiled, “I suppose when you only live for sixty or so years, you have to be.”


Wiralyn nodded, “Yes, I suppose the time on this plane would explain much about culture. My people have eight hundred years to do what they want and experience whatever they want from life. Though around four hundred, most just give up and partake in the pleasures around them.” he chuckled.  


Eryalith walked up with her arms folded, she looked directly at Ariane and frowned.


“Is something wrong?” she asked.


“Ariane?”


“Yes?”


Her frown only deepened, “May I speak to you away from their ears?”


Ariane stood up, and walked over next to her. “Of course.”


Walking a good distance away from group Eryalith turned to her, she placed her hand on the elf’s shoulder and rubbed up and down her arm. “Is something the matter?”


“Ariane, I…” She closed her eyes, “I can’t stop thinking about that stupid human.” She snapped.


“Which one?” She looked back at the group.


“The stupid one.”


Ariane laughed, “You’ll have to be more specific then that, Eryalith, at times they all have qualified under that category.”


“Jabin, he’s in my dreams, in my every thought. I think about him and my chest gets all tight, and I feel like I won’t breath again.” Eryalith looked her in the eyes, “I think I’ve been possessed.”


She let out a loud laugh that caused the group to look at her, covering her mouth she just waved at them. “I’m sorry, Eryalith, I don’t mean to laugh at you. But it doesn’t sound like possession to me, it sounds like you’ve fallen in love.”


“I’m a snow elf, Ariane. I don’t feel those types of emotions, elves watch that silly…” 


“You know we were just talking about something similar with Wiralyn.” She pointed at the group.


“I am almost eighty years old. An elf and a human could never be, he will die by the time I am starting my life. I know this, and yet…”


“The heart does what it wants, but instead of thinking about what might happen, why don’t you think about what is happening. Elves like to experience life and what it has to offer right?”


She nodded.


“This is an experience that I am sure many of your elven friends will never get a chance to share.”


Eryalith smiled, “I never thought about it that way.” She fell silent for a moment, “You’re right, Ariane. I could experience something that most elves only wonder about, and then when they sit there with there ‘opinions’ about it, I can tell them all the truth.” She hugged her, “You can be so smart, Ariane.”


She returned the hug, “And hey, if you tell him how you feel, leave out that it’s an experience for you. He’ll want to feel like he is the center of your universe, not just research.”


Eryalith giggled, “Ok.”


They walked back to camp arms around each other.


“Everything alright?” Mitsos asked.


“Just wonderful!” Eryalith chirped and threw herself down beside Jabin.


Ariane took the empty side of the camp fire, and smiled at Mitsos. He returned the smile and looked over at Theron, who seemed to be ignoring what was going on.


Everyone but Ariane laid down for the evening to sleep until it was time to take their watch. Ariane waited her time, then woke Jabin up for his watch. Because of how the men fell asleep she had no other option but to sleep next to Eryalith, who was grabby in her sleep. A deep sleep did come over her, and she found herself in a dark, dreamless state.


The dark voice whispered her name, and Ariane’s eyes popped open. She sat up and looked at Wiralyn who was now on guard. Looking around into the darkness she could still hear the voice calling out her name.


“Something the matter, milady?” Wiralyn asked.


Throwing Eryalith’s arm off her waist, she stood up. “Someone is here.”


“I don’t hear anyone, it must have been another nightmare.” he said sympathetically, “Lay down and go back to sleep, everything is fine with me on watch.”


“No, someone is here.” Ariane said a little louder, which woke up Theron and Jabin.


“What’s going on?” Jabin asked.


The voice called her name again, and then a feminine voice came from the darkness. Slowly the dark figure came to stand before the group. Her body was covered in a tight black cloth, Ariane thought it could have been leather. Even her face was covered in the material, and it seemed impossible for her to breath or see through it.


“My dear little sister.” The woman said.


Jabin shoved Mitsos’ shoulders waking him up, he sat up and looked at the woman.


“There is no need to wake the party, you brainless fool, you can do nothing but watch her die.” She said to Jabin, then turned her head back to Ariane, “I told Kistur to send me to you first, but no he had to mess around with that ogre and that pathetic Bodil.” She laughed, “I knew that moron wouldn’t match you in power, I mean look at you. The power of two gods following through your body. Only I could match such a powerful being.”


“And you are?” Ariane asked.


She laughed again, “You may call me Cuthira, though I doubt you will find time in a coversation to use it. I am not here to become your friends, as I am sure you well know.” Throwing her head to the side her neck made a small cracking noise, “Do you even realize how truly powerful you could have been? I failed to beat Kistur to become the new leader of the circle, but you…you may have been able to beat him with you blood properly active.” (???)


“I already told Bodil that I didn’t want any part of his order.”


“You think I have come here to ask for your alliance, child? Don’t make me laugh. I have no reason to want your goodie little heart anywhere near me. At one point, yes, but you wouldn’t be the being you are today. Had I of worked more quickly, you would have been calling me mother. Decimus, that butcher…”


“I thought I remembered your name, Cuthira.” Mitsos said. “I’m surprised you can even function.”


“I don’t recall you, mortal.”


“I was there when Decimus showed you mercy.”


“Mercy! Mercy! He cut out my eyes and tore up my face, and body. He left me to bleed to death! If you call that mercy, I would love to know what you call torture.” She laughed, “However, the joke is on him. I am still able to see by the deaths I leave in my wake, empower my third eyes enough to see far better then you will ever.”


Ariane pulled her sword.


“Oh, here I was making conversation, and you have to go and interrupt me. You are a thorn in my side, sister, one that I am about to permanently remove for good.” 

“Cuthira, I have no interest in listening to you babble on. If you have come here to fight then fight.” Ariane snarled.


“As you wish, sister.” She looked at the group, “Stay out of this, you’re pathetic attacks will only cause me to bring you a more painful death.”


Ariane pounced forward towards her, however she disappeared as soon as she was in attacking distance. All she could hear was her laugh, “I see with my third eye, I know what you will do before you do it, sister.”


Something hit her hand causing her sword to slide off into the darkness. She turned to look for it, but the stars had vanished from the sky.


“Now, it’s a little more fair, don’t you think?”


She felt the woman’s fist hit her in the side of the face.


“I am blind and you are blind, however I can see you.” Cuthira laughed.


A kick to her abdomen and another punch to her face, made Ariane stumble back. She went to run forward to try and find the figure, but felt nothing in the engulfing darkness. She felt the kick in the small of her back sending her forward into the dirt. 


“Is this all you have, Ariane? Is this all it took to kill those two idiots?”



Ariane heard her beside her, reaching out her hand she felt a foot. She grabbed it and pulled it forward and with a thud Cuthira fell to the ground. Before Ariane could stand up to attack again, she disappeared.


“Well done, though it will be your only lucky attack.” She laughed, “I’m going to slowly choke the life from your body, and just when you think you are about to die, I’ll let you breath again. Over and over I shall do this, until I grow tired of you, then I’ll finish you off by shoving your own dagger down your throat. I’ll let you look upon me and your companions as you die, knowing they are next and knowing I take great pleasure in your death.”

Ariane stepped forward reaching out her hand, she grabbed the cloth on Cuthira’s chest, yanking her forward she sent her fist into the middle of her face. Curthira’s hand reached out and reach to rip into her eyes, Ariane let her go.


“For that I’ll kill you now.”


Ariane didn’t fell her arm around her neck until she was already suffocating, falling to her knees she felt the blood in her face. Cuthira fell to her knees with her, laughing.


“Feel your life leaving you? Next to burning I think this is the worst way to die, what do you think, sister?”


Ariane wrapped her hands around Cuthira’s arms, then attempted to stand, when she was high enough she thrusted herself forward. Cuthira’s body rolled over her own and onto the ground. Quickly Ariane fell forward on one knee, pinning the woman’s head between the ground and the dirt. She started to scratch at Ariane’s metal covered leg.


“Feel your life leaving you?” Ariane asked, reaching to the dagger in her belt. “You should.” She slammed the dagger in the center of the woman’s chest, then twisted it. “If you like pain so much, your own should make you especially happy.” Taking her knee off the woman’s head she looked down at her limp body, the stars had reappeared. 


Mitsos walked up behind her and placed his hands on her shoulders, looking over at the body in front of her. “Well done.” He said, knowing she hadn’t let the woman’s taunts get to her.


She walked back to camp with Mitsos, the others stood next to the fire staring into the darkness. 


“Ariane!” Eryalith cried and threw her arms around her, “Your eye.”


Reaching her hand up Ariane felt the cuts under her left eye. Pulling her finger back she saw the blood on them.


“Don’t worry they aren’t that big though.” Eryalith said reassuringly.


Mitsos handed her a wet cloth, and smiled.


“What was that?” Ariane pointed with her thumb behind her.


“That was one of your siblings, she tried to get you from your father when you were an infant. He couldn’t kill her because of her active blood, but he did find that this dagger that one of the priests blessed could hurt her. He cut out her eyes, and scratched up her face. I think he hoped that with her eyes gone she wouldn’t be much of a threat.”


She pulled the cloth off her eye and looked at the blood on it.


“Your lip too.” Eryalith said pointing to her own bottom lip.


Ariane looked over at Theron, who had been holding a concerned look on his face when she approached the camp. His looked had returned to that of irritation and he was no longer paying attention to the group.


“Well, I suppose we sleep now.” Ariane said.


Eryalith crawled over beside her, and laid down. It made Jabin look at Ariane questioning, she just shrugged at him and laid down next to her friend. Theron took watch, while everyone else settled into their sleep.


The morning sun awoke the group, again it remained quiet. Ariane was beginning to believe that it was Theron who kept the group voiceless, as whenever someone spoke he would glare at them until they finished. Riding off down their path made no difference either, Theron’s glare seemed to follow them no matter where they went.


Coming upon a small town, larger then Moonglow, but smaller then most. They entered as Eryalith said she needed to buy some more arrows. Ariane grinned at herself realizing that only a couple months ago she would of thought this little city to be rather large, having an entire two temples. She was thrilled to find out one of the temples was devoted to Placidia, and disappearing from the group she went to pray. 


Theron said he had his own things to do and went to the temple of Opadira, goddess of strength and courage. Everyone else went about doing whatever business that had to accomplish within the city. And when the time came for them to leave, Theron was no where to be found. They all waited patiencely taking the time to really speak to one another now that there were no enraged eyes upon them. Soon, however, the talks were not enough to quench their impatience. Six hours had past before Theron returned to the group, he apologized saying he hadn’t realized how long it had been.


Everyone remained quiet not wanting another out rage from him. They were meant to make it to Rundalfelt by the next day, and Ariane seemed to become more excited if not scared with each step her horse took. After another two hours of riding, they heard the gallops of other horses. Halting their journey to see who approached them, Theron grinned recognizing his friend right away.  (You should make the arriving to Rundalfelt seem like walking into a dark void, you can’t see whats ahead of you, you can merely stand strong with your sword and continue on)


“Karim, it is good to see you.” He said, letting the others he knew these men.


Karim bowed his head, “What are you doing out this way, Theron? Have you been told?”


“Told of what?”


“Rundalfelt is under attack from it’s own people. The duke has begun slaughtering the peasants, assassins and guards alike. It’s a war zone within the city walls. Placidia woshippers have discovered the ones that attacked Moonglow had come from here. Opadira paladins have come to assist them as well as Shandole.”


“I suppose the Tevona elders have decided that we should involve ourselves as well.” Theron snorted.


He nodded, “We rejected the pleas from the Placidia leaders, however we couldn’t allow the duke to continue with his onslaught. The other three have the city under siege with no way to get in or out. I’m afraid if you had any plans to enter the city they will not be met.” (reword)


“Why is the duke attacking his own people?”


“We do not know, there has been word of an assassination attempt made on him. However, I could not tell you more until I reached Rundalfelt.” Karim looked up into the sky. “Night is going to befall us soon, your group may rest in our camp if you like.”


Theron looked over at Ariane, who nodded. “We will follow you.”


“Very well.” He said turning his horse around.


The camp was full of noise from the clanging of swords practicing to the laughs of the Tevona Paladins. Tents were erected all over the flat land, and the smell of fire crept in every orifice. (have jeff explain camp more)

Karim joined the group around one of the campfire, sitting close to his friend. Theron, for the first time in days, laughed at several of the stories Karim told about others that the two knew. 


“How long have you known each other?” Eryalith asked seeing the closeness that the two men had shared.


“I met him when he first came to Githeth at twelve?” He looked at Theron who nodded, “So it’s been sixteen years.”


“He became a paladin when I started my squireship, he was a mentor to me in many ways.” Theron told her, he looked over at Ariane who stared into the fire. Her eyes told that her mind was no where in the vicinity. 


“Mentor, a honorable title to be given.” Wiralyn said to Karim.


Karim grinned and took a drink of water from the mug he held, looking over he saw Theron looking at the woman with the blank stare upon her face.


“Lady Ariane?” Karim said.


Pulling her eyes away from the fire almost frightened, she looked up at him, “Hmm? Sorry? What?”


He smiled, “You are the daughter of Decimus?”


She nodded, “Yes.”


“It must have been interesting growing up with such a famous man.”


Looking over to Mitsos she frowned then looked down at her own mug.


“Decimus was not a man to speak of his exploits to others.” Mitsos answered for her.


“Forgive me for prying.” Karim said to her as if she had spoken for herself.


The sound of a lone horse galloped into the camp next to the sight. A female figure dismounted and removed helmet to allow her thick dark red hair to fall on her shoulders. Her face familiar to most in the group, but loved by none. 


“Ariane, it has been so long. I am shocked to see you here.” She said walking up beside Ariane.


Jumping to her feet Ariane looked into the eyes of the woman who had wronged her father for many years. It was something her father never talked about, but the entire city knew. “Verita, it is good to see you again.” She said to the woman who was the closest thing she had to a mother growing up.


“I went to Moonglow after I heard of your father’s death, however it seemed you already left. I have to admit I was rather hurt that you did not expect me to come.”


Ariane looked over to Mitsos and then back to Verita, “To be honest I haven’t given you a thought since his passing.”


She nodded her head, “I suppose I can understand that, after all we haven’t seen each other for nearly four years.” She smiled reaching out she rubbed some of Ariane’s blonde hair between her fingers, “My, what a beautiful young woman you have become. Your father told me that you had, but I didn’t think to this extent.”


“Thank you, Verita.” Ariane said neither flattered or impressed by her statement.


“A goddess you could be, my dear.” She smiled again, then looked over to Karim. “Good day, milord. I came as soon as I heard I wish to join the battle if you will have me.”


Karim nodded his head, “Of course, Lady Verita, you are always welcomed among your comrades.”


Verita smiled, she was a paladin of Tevona like the rest of the camp. Her name famous for her many adventures with Decimus, and her name hated for the man deceits she had placed on him. Turning back to Ariane she smiled  again, “May I speak to you alone, then?” (???)


“Of course.” Ariane looked over again at Mitsos, letting him know she didn’t want to go.


Verita rushed her off to the side, away from the camps ears. Nervously she messed with her helmets, trying to think of what to say, “Ariane, I think I am partially to blame for your father’s death.”


“And how is that?”


She cleared her voice, “You see your father and I traveled with each other a week before he came back for the festival. He asked me to come, and well you know I never feel comfortable in temples.” Looking up from her helmet, she stared into Ariane’s eyes, “Ariane, your father was going to retire from the order. He planned on maybe becoming a priest or perhaps living a life as a farmer, he was undecided. Since he was going to retire anyway, he spent the night with me.”


Ariane’s eyes widened, “My father gave up all his strength that he got for being chaste?”


She nodded, “We never expected any of this to happen, he was going to tell you after the festival…”


Ariane took in a deep breath and stormed back to the camp.


“Ariane wait!” She followed behind her, and when they reached the camp she grabbed her arm, “Listen to me, Ariane, it…”


The party looked up, watching the anger brew in her face. “Hands off me, you swine.” Ariane yanked her arm from Verita, “You couldn’t wait a week when my father would still need his strength. You forced him to give it all up for you, a woman who threw herself at men like she was a homeless woman without food.”


Verita slapped her, “Do not speak to me like that.”


“You are nothing but a whore, Verita. I wash my hands of you!”


She stepped back, “I am a noble, virtous paladin of Tevona. What I did to your father was inexcusable, but he choose…”


“Lies! You had tortured his heart his entire life. You never felt comfortable in temples because no one wanted you there! Everyone prayed for your departure, and celebrated knowing you were far away.” Ariane growled, “Do not expect me to understand anything, you and your selfish ways. You just forced him to, so that you could be sure he would give it up, didn’t you, Verita?”


She stood in shock, “I did not do…”


“Shut up, you did. You are a vindictive beast, and my father may have killed creatures hundreds times more cunning then you, but you had his heart.”


“You know nothing, you puny little girl.”


“Leave my sight, Verita. Your prensence disturbs my stomach.”


Again Verita raised her hands to slap Ariane, but she caught it and shoved the woman into the dirt. “Do not think you can punish me like you did when I was a child. Because you were jealous of how much he cared for me.”


“You will pay for dishonoring me today, Ariane.” She stood up. “Do not think I will let you get away with any of this!”


“Do not think you will not be punished for all the pain you caused my father, Verita.” Ariane snarled.


“Do you threaten me, girl? In front of my own order, you stand there with a death threat?”


She laughed, “I do not have to punish you, the gods know what you have done. Placidia knows what you did to her hero, do not think such a deed will go unpunished.”


“Leave her alone, Verita.” Mitsos snapped.


“You stay out of this, dog.” She growled back, “Your words hold nothing we all know how much you envied Decimus for winning me in the end.”


“Envied him? Envied the times you cheated on him? Envied the moments spent where you bad mouthed in taverns trying to hurt his fame? Envied the false love you proclaimed for him? I did not envy any of it, I pitied him.” Mitsos said.


Verita was without words and she walked away from the group in a huff. Ariane spun around and sat back down on the log that had placed as chairs around the camp fire. Looking up at Mitsos she expected him to be angry with her, instead she was met with the face of a man who looked like he was trying to hold back his laugh. She looked at the rest of the group, who also seemed to be sharing the same face. Ariane smiled, which forced everyone into laughter.


“I have never seen her so upset in all my life.” Mitsos said while he laughed.


Karim wiped the tears from his eyes, “She is such a horrible woman, you throwing her back like that, I almost started laughing right there.”


Once the laughter subsided, everyone returned to their normal conversations. Theron disappeared with Karim, leaving the others around the fire that they had claimed as their own. Stew had been past out to anyone willing to eat. 


“I don’t feel comfortable here.” Ariane said, “Not with Theron being gone and him knowing about me.”


Mitsos frowned, “You don’t think he would inform them, do you?”


“I don’t know what he would do, the way he has acted the past couple of days. I would think him capable of anything.”


Wiralyn interrupted their conversation, “It is a sad day when a companion goes untrusted away from the ears of his friends.”


Ariane sighed, “Yes, it is.”


“Theron wasted much time in the temples. We should get to Rundalfelt by tomorrow afternoon.” Mitsos changed the subject.


“But that paladin said there was no way in.”


“There is always a way in, Ariane. We just have to find it. It’s also easier for a small group to get in then an entire army, I assure you there is a way.”


Ariane pressed her lips together unbelieving. “We will leave first thing, before these men awake then?”


He nodded. “First thing.”


Ariane looked over to the tent she had seen Theron and Karim disappear into. Her thought wandered as to what they were speaking about, was he telling the man about her heritage. Upholding an oath was understand, and she wouldn’t hold anything against him if he did. He had vowed to bring the evil of the Naaram children to justice, and there he was helping one instead of destroying it. It had to weigh heavily on his heart, and try as she wanted to be angry with him for saying anything, she couldn’t. 


Even though she didn’t know if he was speaking of it, she felt betrayed. The way he had acted since finding out, told her that he never truly called her friend. The entire time he had been watching her waiting to jump to a negative conclusion about her, and here was his chance. Their talks, their time spent with each other, it all meant nothing in the light of an oath to your god. Ariane knew it very well, and she couldn’t blame him for not wanting to lose everything he had worked his whole life to achieve. 


Becoming a paladin was a long, arduous road. A god would test you beyond your limits before giving you any power at all. She could tell that Theron had been tested above and beyond from the scars on his body, and his heart. Much like Jabin, she pitied the man. Here she had her life just handed to her, everything she needed or wanted for she would receive. Both Jabin and he had to do it by any means necessary. Though his father and uncle were both paladins, they gave him no leeway. It was possible that the anger in his heart was the reason he had been tested in such a manner.

“Do not look so worried, milady.” Wiralyn said bringing Ariane’s eyes away from the tent, “I do not believe he is in there, giving you away. Instead talking to an old friend and adviser, yes?”


She smiled, “Perhaps.”


“Let us sleep then, and continue on in the morning light.” Wiralyn laid down on the blanket that he had been offered.


They followed his example, knowing in the day to come they would reach the place they had traveled for so long to be. The worry in Ariane’s heart made every movement seem like an approaching executioner. 


In the still of the morning, Ariane was awoken by Eryalith’s gently touch. She smiled down at her human friend who opened her eyes so slowly to the light. Standing up Ariane looked back over at the tent she had seen Theron disappear into. He hadn’t returned to the group that night, and she wondered yet again what had been discussed. 


“Should I go get him?” Mitsos asked.


She shrugged, “I suppose we should give him the option to continue on.” In her heart she knew he wouldn’t want to follow her.


Mitsos walked towards the tent and flung the it’s flap open. Theron laid sleeping on the ground wrapped in furs, his friend Karim slept on the other side in the same fashion. Walking in Mitsos crouched down beside Theron, and shook his shoulders. He managed to wake both the men, as Theron jumped up.


“What?” Theron still unaware of what was happening.


“We want to know if you are continuing on or remaining with your fellow paladins.” Mitsos looked down at him.


“I’m not going.” He said and turned over his back facing Mitsos.


Looking over at Karim, Mitsos jerked his head towards the door asking him to leave. Karim nodded and took his leave.


“So you are just going to not tell her how you feel? Just leave it like this for the rest of eternity?” Mtisos asked.


Theron sighed, “We aren’t going to do this again, are we?”


“Listen, Theron, I know things got a little more complicated. But you should at least let her know and say goodbye if you have to after you tell her the truth.”


He sat up and looked at Mitsos, “Listen I don’t know what you think I feel for her, and I don’t know what the rest of the group thinks, but I don’t care for Lady Ariane in such a manner. I do not appreciate the rest of you saying I do either, probably giving her ideas.”



Mitsos smiled, “No one has said anything to Ariane about you. However, I think your lying to yourself.”


“Look, even if I did feel anything for her, which I don’t. It wouldn’t make any sense to tell her now that I am leaving the group.”


He nodded his head, “Fine, have it your way then, Theron. But I still suggestion telling your group leader that you are not coming with.” Mitsos stood up and walked out of the tent. 


Theron stepped out and looked down over at Karim who was standing outside the tent. “I suppose I have to say goodbye.”


Karim nodded, “You are welcomed to come with us and fight for Rundalfelt.”


Stepping out of the tent he slowly made his way over to Ariane who was saddling her horse. He didn’t want to loose his goddess’ favor, and there seemed only one way to ensure he was doing the right thing.


“Ariane?” He said behind her, she startled and spun around. “I am sorry, I didn’t mean to frighten you.”


She smiled, “It’s alright.” Turning around she finished tightening the saddle.


“I don’t think I can come. I have a responsibility to my goddess and I made an oath, and I just couldn’t…”


“I understand, Theron.” Her words carried a heartbroken tone.


“I would hope you would. I am sincerely sorry that I have come this far only to leave you when you’ll probably most need my assistance.”


She gave a gloomy smile, then looked over to her group that were mounting or preparing their horses. “Vidan said we would only have five, so I think we will be alright.”


“Goodbye then.”


Ariane reached out her hand and brushed the coarse hairs of his beard with her fingers. She smiled into his eyes, then turned and mounted her horse. Looking down again she smiled, “You need to shave a little.”


Theron reached out and took her hand, bringing it to his face he kissed her palm. “I will.”


Ariane kissed her index finger and middle finger then pressed it against the tip of his nose, “Farewell, Theron.”


He smiled hearing her say his name informally, “Take care, Ariane.” 

Nudging the horse forward to she rode into the group that awaited her ahead.


“He’s not coming?” Theron heard Eryalith say.


Nothing else was said, at least not that Theron could hear as he watched his group ride over the horizon and out of sight. 


“Was that just me or was that goodbye more then two comrades of battles saying goodbye?” Karim asked.


“It was two friends knowing they have separate roads to travel.” He looked over at Karim, “I have to tell you something in private, Karim.”


Walking into the tent, Karim took his seat behind his letter filled desk. Theron didn’t even want to know how they managed to drag a desk all the way out here. Taking his seat across from Karim, he cleared his throat. He swore an oath to tell his priesthood of any Naaram children, it hurt his heart to know now that he had to complete it.


“I found out the truth about Ariane.” He said.


Karim dropped a letter he had been reading while waiting for Theron to compose his thoughts, “Oh, and do you want to tell me?”


“I have to tell you.”


He leaned forward seeming interested, “Then continue.”


“I found out that Ariane is a child of the dead god of murder.” After saying the words he felt like a traitor, after all the kindness and understand she had showed him, he told someone that would surely try to kill her. 

“Naaram?”


“That’s the only dead god of murder I know of.”


Karim sat back in his seat for a moment, “Then I suppose I should send word to our elders and have her stopped. Though do you think the amount of men we have now would stop her?”


“Stop her?”


He nodded, “Yes, kill her. I have to say I am somewhat shocked to hear you say that she is one, after all she seemed to timid and charming. If what you say is true, and it is true, right Theron?”


“Yes, but wait before you do anything. I read these manuscripts in the Placidia and Opadira temples, and they spoke of a good child. I think she’s that child, Karim. If we kill her we may destroy our only hope of saving the rest of the world from her siblings’ evil.”


Karim rose an eyebrow, “I have never heard of any of this, and like you I spent the first three years in our temple library.”


“That’s because it’s not in there, they don’t show it to us. I think that way we won’t think about it, we will just try to kill them. Yet, isn’t that like slaughtering an innocent. She hasn’t killed anyone but her own siblings, I know, Karim, I watched every battle she had fought.”


His friend stood up, and headed towards the tent door.


“Where are you going?” Theron jumped up and grabbed his arm.


“We have a child of Naaram to kill, despite your rants, and a city to save.”


Theron’s anger rose, “Karim, if you leave with the intent to harm Ariane, I will kill you myself do you understand me?”


“Are you threatening me, Theron?”


“I swear to Tevona, I will run you through with my sword.”


Karim’s voice lowered, “If you didn’t want me to do anything about it, then why did you tell me?”


“I felt it was my duty, I want you to read and follow up on it. If you find that it’s wrong then I’ll stand beside you when they kill her. There are wizards and prophets and even Naaram, himself, wrote about her coming. I even found a book by a wizard with a roughly done drawing that looked an awful lot like her.”


“You can’t be serious!” Karim rose his voice.


“I am damn serious, Karim, you can’t just kill this woman blindly. If she dies then all of Arywan will crumble, do you understand me?” He shouted back.


“Why are you trying to protect this beast, Theron?”


“Because I love her!” Theron screamed, then let go of his friends arm, stepping back. The words came as much of a shock to himself as it did his friend. He sat down in his chair holding his head.


“Did you say you loved her?”


“I think I did, did I?”


Karim nodded, “I never even heard you say that about Fiala.” He fell silent for a moment, “Alright, Theron, if you can find room in your heart for her, then perhaps I can do as you ask. I won’t tell anyone of this, until I have time to read up on these prophecies and speak to our elders on them. Don’t worry I won’t tell them her name, until I am sure that she is just another child of Naaram.”


“Thank you, Karim.”


He smiled, “Anything for my old friend. Out of curiosity, Theron, why did you just tell the woman you love that you didn’t want to be at her side anymore?”


He shrugged, “I had this burden about telling my order about her, and I just didn’t want Tevona to look down on me and think I am betraying her. Besides, what does Ariane care, she doesn’t feel the same I heard her speaking to the thief about it.”


“Seems to me she felt something, watching her say goodbye to you. Sounds like you got scared of feeling any deeper and you wanted to get away. So you used the goddess card.”


“Fiala hurt me.”


“You never loved Fiala, either. She just seemed to be a good candidate, and she wasn’t. This isn’t another rich man’s daughter, Theron. It’s another paladin, a paladin whose goddess is in pretty good standing with our own.” Karim crumbled his nose, “What am I doing, convincing you to go be with a Naaram child?”


Theron laughed. 


He sighed, “I suppose I worry much about you friend, I know who you were before Fiala took it away. Now you seem to be an emotionless man, who a heart of stone and gaze to match. If someone can break that then it doesn’t matter who their father is.”


“So, you think if she is the good child of Naaram that…”


“Yeah, well we’ll cross that bridge when we find out, but I would suggest you be her guardian again. You can’t make someone love you hundred leagues away.”


He smiled, “You are a strange man, Karim. You want to kill her, and now you want me to be with her.”


“I suppose, I never really wanted to kill her. I don’t know her well, but something just doesn’t seem right in her being a child of Naaram. However, that is something that will come in time. Right now, we have to pack up the camp and head to Rundalfelt.” He walked over to the tent flap, “Perhaps, we’ll find them near the city.”


It had been three hours since Ariane and her group had left the Tevona Paladin’s camp. An hour of it had been spent washing themselves after Mitsos had convinced them to cross the large slide of mud. She knew it was a bad idea but he was convinced it would save them on time. Falling forward into the mud, they were left with no option but to stop by the river and wash their armor, horses, and Ariane had taken the opportunity to wash herself as well. 

She stood at distance from the river but in eye sight of the others, wearing Mitsos’ shirt, the pants she wore under her armor, and wet hair. Folding her arms against her chest she rubbed her cold arms, and continuly shifted which foot she stood on. Whichever foot was up, would stand on top of the other to keep it warm. The cold breeze of winter was blowing and the river water had been freezing. 


“You alright?” Mitsos tried not to laugh at her.


“I’m freezing.” She said with her teeth clenched.


He laughed, “I’m sorry, Ariane, I had no idea that the horse would push you forward.”


The familiar sounds of horses galloping were heard, and she looked in front of her to see the Tevona Paladin’s galloping towards Rundalfelt. Theron and Karim had noticed them and came over to make sure everything was alright.


“Hello.” Ariane said as soon as she recognized them, giving a quick wave she placed her hand back on her upper arm.


Theron rose his eyebrow, “What happened you…”


“Look like a drowned rat?” She said as she glared over at Mitsos, “You know that large mud like river not to far back?” Her words began to tamper off when she saw their horses nor they weren’t muddy, “Why aren’t you muddy?”


“Just have to head north about fifteen minutes and it ends.” Karim said.


Ariane shot a look of annoyance to Mitsos, who began laughing.


“I’m sorry, Ariane. I thought this way would be faster.”


“They have caught up with us, and now my armor is all muddy, and I think I missed some spots in my hair.” She put out her bottom lip.


“Aww, is the baby upset?” Mitsos teased.


“Don’t start, old man.” She frowned.


Walking up behind her he squeezed her sides, causing her to jump forward letting out a yelp. He charged her, throwing her over his shoulder spinning around while she punched his back.


“Put me down now, you ogre!” She yelled as he set her down laughing. “You are acting strange, go back to being the boring know-it-all.” Pushing him away she kept her frown. 

“Baby still mad?” He stuck out his lower lip to match her own.


Theron smiled never seeing the two of them act in such a manner, of course he had never seen Ariane upset with Mitsos before. Not like the way she was now anyway.


“Go see how Jabin’s doing with my armor please.” She looked back over to the paladins as Mitsos walked away, “I’m sorry you had to see that.”


They both smiled at her.


“On your way to Rundalfelt?”


Theron nodded, “We have to try to get in the wall.”


“Mitsos seems sure there is a way in, if we find it we will try to open the gates.” She changed feet.


“Do you want a blanket, milady?” Karim asked.


She shook her head, “No, soon I’ll be in my cold armor. I don’t want to have any memories of a nice warm blanket.” She was merely jesting but Karim seemed to take it with all seriousness.


“So what happened with the mud?” Theron asked.


“Mitsos decided to go through the mud, and Soja pushed me with his nose and I fell face first into it. Eryalith was upset about her legs being muddy, and well I had mud everywhere.” Her teeth remained clentched to prevent them from chattering, “I don’t think Wiralyn was to happy about it either, so we stopped.”


Mitsos walked up again, “It’s almost done, Ariane.” Reaching out he pulled the shoulder of his shirt, “Don’t stretch it out.”


“It smells.” She frowned.


“Smells like what?”


“Like mean old man.” 


He laughed, “Heading to Rundalfelt now?” He asked Theron who nodded.


At that moment Karim elbowed Theron, “Don’t you want to talk to Lady Ariane about something, Theron?”


He sighed at his friends not so clever assertion, then looked down at Ariane, “Can I speak to you, privately?” 

She nodded, and watched him dismount. Leading her over to the side with his hand on her upper arm, he stopped when he thought he was out of ear shot.


“Your hand is warm.” She said.


Laughing he rubbed her arm, then dropped his hand to his side, “Ariane, I want to ask to be your guardian again.”


“What? Didn’t a couple hours ago, you tell me you didn’t want to be one anymore? What could change your mind in such a short time?” Her voice held her suspicions and he heard them well.


“I thought about it and talked it over with Karim…”


“You told Karim?”


“Relax, Ariane. He said he is going to look into the prophecies and find out the truth before he does anything.”


Her cold frown turned into an angry one.


“I just want to be your guardian again, will you accept me back?”


Staring up into her dark eyes she took a moment to try and find his intent, “I suppose it couldn’t cause anymore harm then it already has.”


He smiled, “Good, then after Rundalfelt is safely in hand, I’ll rejoin your group. It’s alright with you that I continue on with Karim until then?”


“Of course, you are a paladin first and your goddess calls upon you.”


Again he smiled, walking her back to his horse. “Well, I’ll see you then. Don’t leave without me.” 


Turning to mount his horse, he looked at Mitsos who folded his arms and rose his eyebrow in a suspicious way. Karim gave him the same look. “Oh hell.” Theron turned around to look at Ariane, he reached out his hands and cupped her face, bringing her lips to his own he gave her a rough and quick kiss, leaving her with a look of shock on her face. He mounted his horse and rode off.


Covering her lips to looked up at Karim who just laughed, then rode off after his friend. Her eyes turned to Mitsos, who also was laughing at her. 


“What was that?”


He shrugged his shoulders and went to check on her armor.


Rundalfelt was spread out next to the lake, and blocked in by it’s great walls. Around the area were farms, as Rundalfelt supplied several of its surrounding cities with food, year round. If the city wasn’t properly running then not only did those that lived in the city suffer, but those that relied on it as well. Ariane knew there was more at stake then just the peasants as she looked at the burning city from atop of the hill. Temples and homes were blazing and a large smoke cloud seemed to be suspended over the city. The armies had gathered around in camps far enough away to protect themselves from arrows. Catapults were being created on the sights, but if it was all possible they would prefer to leave the walls up.


The walls were built by the city’s founder, Lord Rundal, who was believed to of made a deal with a demon for power. It was said that upon the day he was to pay the demon back, he felt that the demon would want much more then the souls of half the population of the city. He felt that his own time had drawn near, knowing that the deal couldn’t be fulfilled if he was dead, as the contract stated he would live until he was seventy. Rundal threw himself into the upset waves of the lake and drowned, after that day neither the river nor the lake had overflowed or become violent during a storm. He saved the city from the demon’s destruction, his feeling had proven accurate and the demon, which many prophets sensed lingering around the city, vanished. 


Ariane didn’t know if the story was true or not, but it was how they believed the city got it’s name. What the man had built was considered sacred, and no one wished to damage them. It almost seemed hopeless, as Ariane watched the fires of the city burn. Riding down into the camps, they found the Placidia encampment. Ariane had to let them know she was here, as it was her duty as a paladin.


Dismounting Soja in front of the large tent, she looked around for any of the older paladins. There was none to be found, so she went inside knowing that this was most likely the command tent. Inside six paladins stood around a table with a map of the city, Ariane looked down at the map before she was acknowledged and noticed a small black line leading from the lake into the city. Before she could get a better look the map was thrown in half, and the men were glaring at her.


“Oh, I’m sorry, I needed to check in.” She said.


“With who?” The man in the gold colored armor asked.


“The Chief Placidia Paladin.” 


“And you are?” The man standing across the table from him in the bronze shade with the Placidia symbol pressed into the chest asked.


“I’m Lady Ariane Kafele.”


He nodded, “Decimus’s daughter, I’ve heard of you. Aren’t you a studious paladin, what are you doing here?”


“I need to get into the city, I have my own investigation I need to complete.”


The man raised his gray eyebrow, “And your own investigation preceeds saving the city?”


“No, I didn’t mean it like that. I am merely stating that I must get in, and when inside I’ll attempt to open the gate.”


The men laughed, “You won’t be able to get inside unless we break down the wall or the duke gives up.” said the gold armored man.


Ariane reached forward and snatched the map from his hand, laying it flat again, “What’s this?” She pointed to the black line.


“That’s the sewer, it leads out into the lake.” He chuckled, “You won’t be able to get close enough, anyone who gets near the walls are waylaid by arrows.”


Ariane gave him a smug look, “We’ll see. I just wanted to report I was here as procedure dictates I should, and unless you need me for anything, I’ll take my leave.”


He shrugged, “I have nothing for you to read.” The others laughed.


“Very well.” She ignored the comment and left the tent.


Her group remained mounted as she came out of the tent, looking upon her waiting for their directions. She mounted Soja, and looked over at Mitsos.


“There is a sewer line that goes from the lake into the city, perhaps that is a way in. I was told that we have to be careful because they are shooting arrows at anyone who comes near the walls.”


He nodded, “That makes things a little more difficult, but sewers are the best entrance. They couldn’t get an army through, but I think we can manage to sneak the five of us in.”


“How?”


He shrugged, “We’ll have to get closer and take a look. I doubt they have archers stationed facing the lake, as all the paladins are out this way.” Looking down at his own armor and then back up at Ariane’s. “I think we will have to find clothing to wear, we can’t swim in this.”


Going to the mobile armory, Mitsos and Ariane exchanged their own armor for some leather clothing. They had the man hold their old armor for them, saying not to give it to anyone else but them. Lining his pockets with a few gold coins he complied with their request. 


“That was easy enough.” Ariane said pulling on her armor, it was feminine but not made specifically for her. She had a choice between too tight and too loose, she has chosen loose.


He nodded, “Now, we’ll have to swim in.”


The city was positioned on the west side of the lake and the armies were to the south. So they rode to where they suspected would be less guards at the northern end of the lake. Tying their horses up, Ariane prepared herself for the cold that awaited her.


“Try to swim as far as you can under water, we don’t want to give them many opportunities to see us.” Mitsos warned. “Keep silent, and when we get to the sewer prepare for the battle within.”


Eryalith and Wiralyn tied their bows securely to their backs. Ariane liked the idea enough she managed to tie the hilt of her sword to the sheath’s straps. She didn’t know how well she would manage swimming with the large weight on her back, but it was her only weapon besides her dagger. Stepping into the water, everyone slow adjusted to the temperature, except Eryalith who felt right at home in what she refered to as it’s ‘refreshing cool.’ 


Walking out to neck level, they dived under and swam towards the city wall. Wiralyn and Eryalith held their breathes the longest, and got to the wall only on surfacing twice each. When Ariane reached the wall, her teeth began to chatter.


“If I had known I would be bathing now, I wouldn’t of frozen myself earlier.” She said to Eryalith, when Jabin appeared beside her.


His teeth also chattered, “It’s freezing.”


Mitsos made it, and slowly they tried to find the entrance that was near the center of the city. There was no visibly entrance on the wall, so Wiralyn offered to check under the water. Swimming down he followed the wall down until it turned into dirt, sliding across the wall he found what looked to be more of a crack in the wall then a sewer exit. Entering it, he saw an opening and pulled himself up to look into the molded narrow passage. This was definitely it, he decided, and then dived back into the water. After what seemed like an eternity to the group he resurfaced. 

“It’s pretty far down there, I don’t know if humans will be able to hold their breath long enough.” He pressed his lips together, “Maybe you guys should go back and Eryalith and I will try to open the gates.”


Mitsos nodded, “Let me try, show me where it is.”


Taking Mitsos’ upper arm, they both went under water, in half the time Wiralyn had been gone before they resurfaced.


“As I said it’s a long way down.” He told Mitsos, who face was red from lack of breath or the cold, Ariane wasn’t sure.


Ariane looked down at her bubbled armor, “I wonder if we fill the leather with air, if it will hold us until we get down there.” She poked her armor, and looked over at Mitsos, who was examining his own bubbled chest.


“It might work, the elves would have to lead us down there.” He said to her.


“What about me, I don’t have any armor on?” Jabin asked.


“When we get into the open area, I’ll send Wiralyn or Eryalith back with my chest piece.” Mitsos told him, “Just stay here and remain quiet.” He looked over at Ariane’s chest piece, “I don’t think yours will work, Ariane. Stay here with Jabin, you’ll have to use mine too.”


Mitsos pulled off his leather chest piece, and tried to figure out a way to hold the air in. 


“If it were a bag it would work.” Eryalith said watching him try to figure it out.


“Well it’s not a bag, so we will have to try to think of something else.”


“Think faster, I’m freezing.” Jabin whined.


Mitsos rolled his eyes, “It‘s not that bad.”


“Easy for you to say, much longer in here and I won’t be able to have children.”


“That’s a blessing for the rest of the world.” Mitsos jested, but his face kept a serious stare.


“I have a leather bag on my horse.” Wiralyn said, “I’ll go get it, won’t take long.”


Before Mitsos could object, Wiralyn had disappeared under the water. “I could of figured it out.” he told Eryalith.


Wiralyn reappeared, after ten minutes, with the two leather bags that held their food. Ariane didn’t even want to ask where he had put the dry bread. Handing one each to Ariane and Mitsos, he nodded at Eryalith. 

“I checked them both, they work well enough.” He grabbed Mitsos arm, and gave a slight chuckle when he watch the giant man put a bag over his head.


The group left Jabin alone as they decended into the darkness of the lake. He looked up to see if there were any passing guards, but no one seemed to be interested in what the lake was doing. Sighing, he looked back down at the water, as his heart raced. Again he checked the wall for anyone, and he was met with emptiness.


“Your turn.” Wiralyn popped out of the water causing Jabin to yelp.


Throwing the bag over his head he pulled him under knowing that his call might bring guards to the edge of the wall. He pulled the human by his leg down into the water, and up into the entrance. A small square entrance appeared in the sewer allowing them access. Jabin took the back off his head and found Ariane pressed up against Mitsos with her teeth chattering, he was rubbing her back trying to warm her.


The sound of the battle being fought within the city was heard overhead. The seven temples against the guards and assassins temple, trying to protect the residents of the great city. 


“So, what exactly are we looking for? We already know that your father was murdered by the temple here, so what are we doing exactly?” Jabin asked pulling himself from the water after Wiralyn stepped out.


“We need to find another lead to find Kistur, and we can’t do that while the city is at war.” Ariane told him.


“Another lead? And just how are you going to find that?”


She shrugged, “I don’t know maybe the temple has information we could use.”


“Yeah, I am sure the temple has the location of their leader just laying around.” He rolled his eyes, before realizing how disrespectful he was being.


Mitsos frowned at him then returned to the matter at hand, “Let’s find an exit to the surface.” 


They began walking through the narrow passageway. Wiralyn reached up and pulled the cloth that attached Ariane’s sword to her sheath off.


“In case you need it, milady.” He said when she gave him a questioning look.


“There.” Mitsos pointed above them to a grate as someone ran over it, “Jabin come here, I’ll help you up there and you can…”


“I’m not sticking my head out there first.” Jabin stepped away from him.


“I’ll do it.” Ariane said walking over to Mitsos, who gave her no argument.


Kneeling down, she climbed onto his shoulders then stood up. Ariane pushed the grate up and looked over at the rather motionless alley. She pulled herself up, and used Mitsos’ shoulders to push herself up. Standing up she looked around, and then went back to the opening. 


“It’s an empty alley.” She told them. 


Mitsos helped them each up, and then Jabin and Wiralyn helped pull the large man up.


“Loose some weight.” Jabin teased, massaging the arm he helped pull the man up with.


“Now what?” Eryalith asked.


Ariane shrugged and looked over to Mitsos for advice.


“Well, we are in and we did say we would try to open the gate first thing.” He told her, “You won’t be able to help us with that, so why don’t you just wait here, Ariane.”


Her mouth dropped, “Why did I even come to begin with then?”


“To open the grate.” He smiled and rushed out of the alley with his weapon drawn, the rest of the group followed him. 


After a few moment’s Ariane grew curious, and looked around the end of the alley. She could see a group of paladins helping three children get into the temple for safety. Looking to the other side, she saw a large man walking around as if he lost something. Stepping closer to her alley, the paladins didn’t seem bothered by him, so she suspected he was known to them. Upon closer expection of the man, she recognized him.


“Frayne.” She called out.


His head jerked over to her, and he gave a look that told her he had no idea who she was, but he came closer. She didn’t know why she called him over, it wasn’t like he could fill her in. It was curious to her that Oriana wasn’t with him, and her heart tighten thinking that she had fallen.


Frayne’s great form came to stand in front of her, he held his wrapped arm and gave her a frown.


“Frayne, it’s Ariane.”


He smiled and nodded, letting her know he remembered.


“Where’s Oriana and Mikal?”


His frowned deepened, and then the voice in her head spoke. It wasn’t the deep dark voice that told her of a coming siblings. The voice was a friendly man’s voice, she knew it was Frayne’s, almost immediately.


“The duke has Oriana, he is trying to get us to come back using her as bait.” The voice echoed in her mind.


“Why does he want you two?” She asked looking up into his eyes, he seemed rather surprise that she wasn’t upset or caught off guard.


“We were sent here to assassinate him, so the city could be under better rule. That’s what started this whole war, he just got angry when he couldn’t get us to come. He started killing everyone.” He rubbed his eye, “Ariane, he has my wife.”


Reaching out she rubbed his arm, “Don’t worry, we’ll get her back, I promise.”


“After we got away, Mikal was very weak and he just disappeared from my side a couple days ago. I haven’t been able to find him, I am very worried.”


“Weak? Was he hurt in the battle?”


Frayne looked up for a moment trying to think of what to say, “Ariane, if I tell you something it has to be in confidence that you will never tell anyone.”


“Alright.”


“You, of course, know by now that Mikal is a fourth drow, and that his grandfather has been trying to kill him.”


She nodded.


“His grandfather had a curse put on his mother, one that wouldn’t allow her to leave unless she took the life force of another being. It has to be a humanoid, some animal won’t work. She died, and when Mikal came of age, the curse was placed on him.”


Ariane took a moment to look shocked, “Which is why he ‘uses’ all those women.”


He nodded, “He doesn’t want to kill them, so he only takes a year of their life. Already, he killed a woman on accident when it first happened, he isn’t like that, Ariane.”


“I know, and now you think Mikal is weak cause he hasn’t done this?”


“I have to find him, give him some of my own life if I have to. You have to help me find him. I can’t loose my best friend and my wife in the same day, Ariane.”


She looked up into the giant man’s worried eyes, “Where do you think he would be?”


“I don’t know, I can hardly move in this city without being attacked. He could have found someone already, and unable to find me.”


“Ok, well, we will split up. I’ll start checking around, go over to the temple and see if you can get your wound healed a little though.” 

“Thank you, Ariane. You are a very understanding woman, I now understand what Mikal sees in you.” He turned around leaving Ariane startled by his comment.


Looking around she headed the way that seem to have the least noise of battle coming from it. Carefully she searched the area, after what seemed like only a half hour, she heard the front gates fall. Knowing her companions would return for her, she wanted to go back. It took a moment, but she decided it would be best to make sure they knew she was alright. Walking by a dark crevice between two building, she saw a glow of eyes. Taking one step back she looked again, they were gone, but she continued to look on. The eyes opened and looked upon her.

“Ariane.” The voice of the eyes spoke.


“Mikal?” She lowered her head and walked down to the end of the crevice, getting close enough she could see his outline. “Frayne is worried sick about you, can you walk?”


“No, I used up my strength to climb into here. Not very smart, huh?”


It was meant to be funny, but she couldn’t find the humor in his weakness. “What should I do?”


“I need to tell you something…”


“If this is about your curse, Frayne already filled me in.”


The dark outline of his face nodded, “Then I need you to go find me someone I can use, anyone will do.”


“And just how I am suppose to convince them to come down this dark hole?”


He laughed, “I don’t know you can be persuasive if you want to be.”

“I couldn’t bring someone to their death, Mikal, you know that.”


“I won’t kill them, I’ll only take a year or two of their lives. That is all I need to get me walking again, and then I find someone else.” He then coughed, she could hear the fluid in his breath.


“It’s the same thing, Mikal.”


“I understand, tell Frayne where he can find me then, will you?”


She nodded, then turned to leave. “I can’t leave you here like this, what do you have to do to take the life?”


“I just have to use my fingers, but it can be a little painful, that’s why I use sex to distract them.”


“How painful?”


He tried to shrug, “Painful enough to not want to endure it without the pleasure.”


She sighed, “Alright, well you can take a year or two from me.”


“What? No.”


“Mikal, I can’t just leave you here, so just do it before I change my mind.” She fell to her knees in front of him, “What do you have to do?”


Reaching out his hands he placed them on her temples then dragged them down her face, gently over her neck and shoulders, then back up. Ariane could fell at first a trail of heat left behind, and as he made his second pass the trail became hotter. Each time the heat became more and more, until his very fingers felt like they were burning her. She wanted to jump back, cry, and run away, instead she closed her eyes, as a tears dripped from her eyes. She felt Mikal shift in front of her, and then the warmth of his breath against her lips. 


For some reason, Mikal wasn’t getting much life force from her. He had the same trouble with Oriana when she knew what he was doing to her. Knowing he had to get her mind off the pain, he got to his knees having gotten enough to move, gently pressed his lips against hers. Continuing his movement from her temple to her shoulder, he pressed his lips harder against her own. With his tongue, he pressed against her lips prying her mouth open, he tried to make the kiss more passionate. 


It was when she began kissing back, that it began to flow into his body with ease. Once he had taken two years, he tried to stop, but his fingers felt like their were welded to the skin of her neck. Her life was like a dam had been broken, and it all began to flow into him. He couldn’t break his touch or his kiss, and when all her life had entered his body, he felt the memories. 


Just like the first time he had taken life from the woman he loved, all her thoughts and emotions came into his own mind. Mikal began to panic knowing this meant he had just killed the woman, but he wouldn’t let go, yet her heart still beat. Her life rejected him, and pulled back into her taking his own essence. It flooded back into her body, and he felt the pain that he had afflected on so many. His memories rushed off into her as he felt the last of his life leave, and when he was about to fall into darkness, it was all shoved back. The weight on his heart seemed to vanish, as he was brought back to life. 

Mikal fingers became free of her skin, but his lips did not. He ran his hands behind her back, and pulled her closer to his body. Her own arms wrapped around his neck, and she kissed back fanatically. Her fingers ran into his hair, and brought his face closer to her own. Then, as if, gaining control of herself, she flung back. Wiping the wet kiss away with the back of her hand.


“Are you ok now?”


He had never felt better, since receiving the curse, “Fine, thank you.”


They crawled from the crevice, and Ariane told him that her group must have been waiting for her. Running back to the alley, she found them speaking to the group of paladins, Frayne standing beside them.


The giant man noticed them first, and ran up to Mikal, who assured him he was ok.


“Ariane!” Eryalith cried out, bringing their attention to her.

“Didn’t I tell you to stay in that alley?” Mitsos yelled.


“I had to help Frayne find Mikal.” She said a little surprised at his anger.


“Do you not understand this is a battle field, Ariane? You could be killed or worse yet, kill someone!”

Frayne didn’t understand why it would be worse to kill then be killed, but Mikal did. They had shared their memories together, and the truth was open to him. He knew everything from her fears, her victories, her nightmares, and her hopes. And she knew the same of him, there was no secrets between them. At the moment he didn’t understand what had just happened, but he did know the truth, which caused Mitsos’ words not to surprise him.


Ariane frowned, “What could of happened, didn’t. So lets not dwell on such things. Did you get the gate open, I thought I heard it?”


He nodded, “I can’t believe these paladins couldn’t force it opened, they only had seven men guarding it. Eryalith and Wiralyn were able to pick them off with their bows.” His eyes shifted to Mikal and then back to her, “The whole army is rushing in and we should have the city cleared by sun down.”


“The duke’s home is a fortress in itself, he has an entire army behind his walls.” Mikal told him, “The battle will not be won until we get inside and kill him.”


“Then that is what we will have to do.” Mitsos decided.


Night fell upon the city, the walls around the duke’s home were thicker then the city walls, and his archers were accurate. They needed reinforcements if they were going to hold what they had gotten of the city, and be able to get inside the duke’s home. So every order sent a messager with the request for more men, and they sent the same request to the surrounding cities that relied on food from Rundalfelt. The street was not a safe place to sleep, and they had planned on resting outside the city, until Jabin saw the red marked door. 

Walking over he knocked in the normal thieves guild fashion, the door opened with an abnormally large man guarding it. He frowned down at Jabin, and raised his eyebrow questioningly.


“The sweetest scent is another man’s gold.” Jabin whispered to him, and the man stepped aside, allowing his rather large group in. 


The thieves had held their own in the battle, trying to stay out of it mostly, but keeping what they did claim. They welcomed Jabin and his friends with suspicious but open arms, allowing them to eat their food and enjoy their wine. Pantol, the leader of this specific house, took an interest in them, and joined them in the dining hall. 


He was a dark man that seemed to spend more of his time in the sun then in the dark passages of the city. His black hair came just below his chin, and he seemed rather tall to be a thief. The dark clothing he wore caught Jabin’s attention, as it seemed to expensive for someone trying to pose as a thief to wear. 


Pantol began telling Jabin about some of his own adventures with Rufin, and how he became guild leader of the house in the largest city in Arywan. With that the conversation turned to the battle outside. The outlook he had on what was happening to the city around him was rather positive. Saying that it would be over soon enough, and there would be plenty of pockets to pick. 


Mikal had sat down next to Ariane that evening raising a couple eyebrows in the group, as he scooted his chair closer to her own. Jabin was interested in everything that Pantol had to say, and Mitsos added to the tales of Rufin. It was soon learned that Rufin had traveled with him and Decimus in their early years, before he became a leader among thieves. 


Eryalith seemed upset with the whole idea, and Jabin tried to assure her several times that nothing would occur. 


“We don’t hurt our own.” He told her.


Ariane only grinned knowing that Eryalith was jealous, that he was not giving his attention to her. Somehow within these walls the war outside wasn’t happening. The people seemed happy, and at times she nearly forgot she was among thieves. 


After some time of being ignored, Eryalith turned her affections to the other men. Enjoying flirting with the more handsome of them, while Wiralyn told riddles for their coins. The thieves seemed to love trying to answer them, but so far he had won every one. 


Pantol offered to show Mitsos and Jabin some items he had ‘accumulated’ over the years, and they went with him. Realizing that Frayne had long ago found himself a corner to be alone with his wine, she turned to looked at Mikal.


“Is he going to be alright?” She pointed at Frayne.


“His wife is being held hostage and we don’t know if she is alive.” He looked over at his friend, “I don’t know what he will do if she isn’t. She is the whole reason he joined Vere.”


Mikal’s thoughts danced in her mind, and she knew the truth of the giant man. He was from a group of barbarians that worshipped the god of death far to the south, being captured while on a solo hunt. Frayne had been made a gladiator to fight groups of monsters that were released. When Mikal saved him by brutally murdering his owners, they returned to his homeland, where his wife had remarried, and his people told him he was dead to them, no longer welcomed. He had expected as much being gone for seven years as he had been, but the entire time he was imprisoned he just wanted to go home. 


“It is sad the lives some people are forced to live.” She said looking at Mikal.


He nodded, “Oriana is the only thing that makes him happy. I had never seen him smile until she came into our lives, stalking us.” He said with a chuckle.


Ariane smiled only because Mikal did, she liked his face, all of his features. They were so rigid in an intimidating way, and yet with a single look or smile, she could see the gentleness in that same face. She didn’t understand it, but from the moment she had met him, she liked being in his presence. Hearing the silky sound of his voice, and the intimate looks that made her feel like she was center of the universe in those moments.


Mikal’s hand ran up to her hair and brushed a loose strand behind her ear, “Oriana can be overbearing at times, but I think he likes how passionate she can be over little things. I saw the fearful women in his own people, so it’s not surprising that he would want something different.”


“We’ll save her.” She said confidently.


“How do you even know she still lives?”


Ariane smiled up at him, “I can just feel it. She is suppose to be at his side for a long time.”


“You’re clairvoyant now, are you?”


“No, but my heart knows.” She nodded her head. “And that has never lead me down the wrong path. Dangerous and sometimes hopeless paths, but never the wrong one.”


“What a heart to possess then.” He took a drink of his wine.


“For me or for someone else?”


He laughed, “For you, but even more for someone else. A heart like that would be difficult to unlock.”


“Not so hard if they know where to look.” 


“Perhaps, I’ll take the time to find that key.” 


Ariane smiled, “Perhaps, you should.”


Mikal ran his finger down her cheek to her neck, “You are beautiful.”


She felt for a moment a pressure in her head, looking over to him, she frowned, “You try to use your powers on me?” Her voice carried the insult she felt.


“Sorry, milady, I didn’t mean to offend you.” He seemed surprised that she had known he was attempting to seduce her, “I just have had to do it all my life, and…” Covering his forehead with his hand, he took a deep breath.


“It’s alright, Mikal.” Ariane took his other hand in her own, “You don’t have to try to trick me into liking you, I already do.”


He looked over to her, bringing his lips closer to her own, and when all that was between them was their own breath, a loud bang came to the table. They both looked up, and Mitsos stood over them with a frown.


“Where is Jabin?” Ariane asked, trying to stop herself from blushing.


“He is with Pantol, they wanted to talk about some things he had done with Rufin while he was away.” Mitsos eyes shifted over to Mikal, “Don’t you need to be comforting your friend?”


He shook his head, “No, he prefers to drink alone.”


 Ariane yawned from the corner of the room, a halfling with black hair walk over to her. He had been staring at her all evening, she had taken notice of him, but just left it up to him being a strange halfling.


“Hello, milady. You be tired, yes?” he asked.


She nodded, “Yes, I think it’s almost time I went to sleep.”


“Master say ladies get private room, he say give purtty blonde his room and he sleep with us.”


“He would trust me in his room?” She asked, the way he spoke reminded her of Ledo from Cefrian.


He jerked his head, which Ariane assumed was a nod, “He trust lady paladin more then he trust drow.” he pointed at Eryalith.


“She’s an snow elf, not a drow.” Ariane smiled, then blushed at Mikal.


“Oh, I be mistaken then. I shows you to your room, and you sleeps now, yes?”


Standing up Ariane leaned across the table, waving Mitsos closer with her finger, she placed a kiss on his cheek. Then turning she placed another on Mikal’s cheek, he turned his head slightly and she caught part of his lips with her own.


“Goodnight.” She said as the halfling took her hand and led her out of the dinning room. Up to the fourth level of the building, he opened one of the double doors and stepped aside. When she entered he followed her in, and walked over to the chests.


“Master entertain many women.” He stopped and blush, “He not think he entertain you, I not mean that.”


“It’s ok, I understand.”


He grinned satisfied, “He have many sleeping gown, you wear, yes?”


Ariane smiled, “I’ll find something, you don’t have to look for me. Thank you very much.” She said as he left the room.


It was rather surprising to look upon the man’s room, he had a large canopy bed, and a large wooden wardrobe. In the corner of the room were pillows thrown on the ground, most likely for his entertaining of women. The sheets on his bed were a dark red satin, with a fur blankets for warmth. Walking over to the bed she pushed down on the down stuffed mattress, something of which she had never seen before. She smiled contently to herself, then walked over to the chest where she found herself a long sleeve gray sleeping gown. Tossing it on she crawled underneath the furs and closed her eyes. 


She was happy to be warm, after spending more then enough time that day in freezing water, she welcomed sweat. Her mind was about to doze away when a light tap came to the door. Throwing the blanket off her she went to the door and open it, revealing Mikal.


“May I speak to you?” he said before she could greet him.


“Of course.” Ariane stepped aside letting him in. 


She already knew what it was about, the same thing had happen to her when they exchanged. Every memory he had of his previous lovers, every thought, and every friendship was hers to own, and she was sure it was the same for him. Leaving against the door she looked at him.


“You are a child of Naaram?”


She nodded.


“I must admit some of your nightmares have my heart racing just… what am I doing? Remembering someone else’s thoughts?”


She smiled, “It’s the same for me, I know everything now. Why didn’t you just tell Theron she was pursuing you?” She frowned to herself, “I guess I know that too.”


“I purposely let Theron catch me in bed with her, I wanted him to know what kind of person she was.” He sighed, “He would of never believed me had I just said she was trying to sleep with me, I had to show him she would.”


Ariane nodded, “I am not sure if that is noble of you to give up your close friendship with him, or cruel of you to sleep with his betrothed.”


“Neither am I, if had I to do over again, I would of just found her with someone else and showed him. I just didn’t want him to marry her and then find out she was unfaithful.” Mikal looked down at the floor, he closed his eyes for a moment and they shot back open, “I can’t get your nightmares out of my head.” 

She frowned, “Neither can I. Mikal, I don’t know what to do anymore. They come almost every night now, telling me to kill my friends. I’m afraid to close my eyes anymore, if I am awake the images are there and if I am sleep…” 


He reached his hand up and touched her face, “The memory of my first… victim… haunts my dreams.” 


“I know, but you didn’t know what was happening to you or her, it wasn’t your fault.”


“It doesn’t matter I took her life, I absorbed everything about her, all her memories and thoughts, I took it all. She still lingers in my mind, crying out and begging me to stop.” 

Wrapping her hand around his hand that touched her face, she smile sympathetically at him. 


“Something strange happened to us today, something that has never happened to me before. I don’t understand any of this.”


“We both died.” Ariane told him, “That’s what happened, and everything was copied into the other.”


He ran his hand through his hair, “It’s gone.”


“What?”


“The weight on my heart that told me everyday I had to take the life from someone, it’s gone. I don’t think I am cursed anymore. Perhaps it lasts until you die, and maybe in some form I did.” He bit his lower lip, “I sound ridiculous right now.”


“You won’t tell anyone my secrets, will you?”


He shook his head, “Keep mine and I’ll keep yours, I promise.”


She smiled, “It’s strange how none of this is strange at all.”


Laughing he nodded, “It feels like its always been there, your memories. What will this do to us, you think?”


She shrugged, “Nothing I suppose. We are just kind of like soul mates now.”


He smiled, “Soul mates, I like that.”


“I think I like it too. No one else knows what my nightmares are about, I don’t want to scare my companions. Its nice having someone who has in a way experienced them.”


“The same for me.” He grinned. “What you said earlier about me being able to…“ He tried to find the right words.


“Win my heart?”


He nodded, “Yes, that was more then just playing jesting, right?”


“I wouldn’t say something like that to toy with you.”


He stepped closer to her pinning her against the door, his hand slide up her neck and laid on her cheek. “I do want to try, but I don’t know if we are following the same path in the world. We both have duties elsewhere and…” 


“We can worry about that later.” Ariane pushed up on her toes to bring her lips to his, she didn’t know why but she felt like she had wanted to kiss him again all evening long. Watching him sitting across the room speaking to Frayne, and he had looked over at her several times in the same longing manner.


His hands wrapped around her shoulders, pulling the kiss in deeper. His lips left her own, and kissed down her cheek to her neck, and then her shoulder. Ariane ran her hands up his back, as he kissed his way back up to her lips. Slowly he made his way over to the bed still kissing her, and when she fell onto the bed, he laid on top of her. 


“I can’t.” Ariane said.


He nodded, “I know, it’s alright.” 


Before she could say anything else his lips rushed down to her own again. They spent the night in each other’s brace, both afraid of what the dreams would bring them. Ariane kept her vow of chastity, but enjoyed the passion that Mikal had to offer her. They both had been bottled up for so long, that the evening begged them to allow each other to be more. Knowing that in the morning their paths would separate once again.


Theron placed the mutton in his mouth looking over at the still burning city. He had been guarding the gates of the city, since they had sent the guards back into the walls of the duke’s manor. He hadn’t seen Ariane or anyone from his group leave the city, after he had been relieved from his position, he had walked around to check for them. Worry filled his heart, and Karim saw it all over his face as he sat down beside him.


“You doing alright?” Karim asked him, looking at the bandage around Theron’s upper arm.


“I’m worried about them, I didn’t see them leave the city. They can’t possibly be sleeping in there, it’s far to dangerous.” He sighed.


“I am sure she is alright, Theron.”


He looked up at Karim and frowned, “Obvious, huh?”


He nodded, “Yeah, but it’s alright. Though I don’t think forcing her to kiss you was the most romantic gesture or even the best way of letting her know how you feel.”


Theron laughed, “As soon as this is all over, I’ll have a talk with her about everything.”


He kept silent for a moment, “We should get some reinforcements by tomorrow, hopefully enough to take care of the duke. After that Placidia paladins will probably stick around and help get the city back on it’s feet.”


“Ariane will probably want to help then.” 


“What are you doing here, anyway, Theron?”


He shrugged, “To be honest I am not sure, the most I know is one of the other children of Naaram are hunting Ariane. We’ve been attacked by her other siblings that seem to work from him.”


“What’s the name?”


“Kistur.”


He nodded, “I’ll see if I can find anything about him.”


“Why are you being so helpful?”


Karim took a minute to think it over, “Not sure, I guess I don’t like being told to kill someone for no reason, and by making us take that oath, they were condemning people for who their father was. I know you always look for the best in people, even when you are trying to find the worse.” He stopped realizing he hadn’t answered the question, “But I don’t know why I am helping.”


He smiled at his old friend, “Thank you, Karim.”


He nodded his head, “So, what happens when she finishes this?”


“Finishes this?”


“Yes, when the prophecies are over and she has slain her evil sibling, what happens?”


Theron looked over to the fire think on it for a moment, “I don’t know.”


“Be a good answer to find out, wouldn’t it?” 


The sound of the camp the night before was a distance memory, as most of the men were nursing wounds or mourning the loss of their fallen comrades. Despite the fact that there were hundreds of men spread out over the area, it seemed that Theron and Karim were the only one’s speaking. He rather missed the conversation that his group enjoyed each night, rumbling on about nonsense that wasn’t important. 


Karim patted his shoulder, “We’ll get this over with and you back to where you belong.”


He stood up and walked away from his friend, heading back into his tent. Theron looked back over the burning city and sighed again, then laid his head down upon his blanket. In his head he prayed for his companions’ safety, and in his heart he for Ariane’s love.


Lord Enver paced back and forth in the throne room, rubbing his hands fiercely together. He knew that he wouldn’t be able to get out of here without the help of his allies. Taking a deep breath, he looked at each guard in the room standing against each pillar of the great hall. There was a darkness about the hall that had seem to fall upon it as soon as the three fools had entered his home. 


He looked over to the chained and beaten girl, next to his throne. She hadn’t been of any use in finding her companions, but he just knew they would come back for her. Stupid mortals trying to kill him, how dare they think they could prance in here and destroy everything he had worked for. In some ways however they had succeeded, for now their was an army waiting outside his walls. The thought on every soliders mind was to kill him, even though they would fail, he would loose everything he had. If he was going to loose it all, then he wanted those three fools to pay for his downfall with their lives. 


Running his shaky fingers through his black hair, he let out a deep angry sigh. Taking his steps towards Oriana, he grabbed her soft ebony hair and it’s roots and jerked her head back, “Where are your friends?”


She whimpered with pain but did not answer.


“I swear to you that I will take great pleasure in ending your miserable life.” He said tossing her head back down.


“Milord!” A servant ran in, “Lord…”


“Out of my way.” The giant hand pushed the servant against the wall.


“Lord Kistur, you have finally come.” Enver ran to meet him in the center of his room.


Behind the giant man came the dark woman who always seemed to be with her master, as well as his wizard. The wizard was just as dark as Kistur and his woman, her name had never been spoken. 


“What have you done, Enver? Attacking your own people, drawing attention to yourself?” Kistur punched him causing him to fall to the ground, “You have done more damage to our cause then you will ever know.”


“Please, Kistur, let me explain.” Enver reached over for his foot, but Kistur yanked it from his grip, “These two clerics and a paladin came in here trying to kill me, and two of them got away. I was trying to find them, and my men got a little impatient…”


“Enough, you have betrayed me on this day.” Kistur dark voice boomed.


“No, Kistur, let me escape with you. I promise I will fix everything, just allow me to come with you.”


Bringing up his foot, Kistur pressed down on the duke’s head. “It would be so easy to kill you right now, and allow your essence to leave your body and await me. However, I did not allow her to be lead here, only to kill you for myself.” he laughed, “No, our dear sister must get a thirsting for death, it is the only way to stop her.”


“You wouldn’t leave me to the child, Kistur?” Enver asked as he pulled his foot off.


“Oh, but I would, Enver, I would.” He turned to the dark woman, “My sweet, give our brother a kiss goodbye.”


She kneeled down and kissed him gently on the lips, “I wish I could be here to watch her crush you.” Her voice was at a whisper.


Standing up a darkness fell behind them as they stepped backwards into it. It was like a blanket folded over their forms, until it was gone and they were gone. Enver stood up and screamed, scaring the servant who entered the room.


“Milord, the assassins have left.” the servant said.


He spun around to look at Oriana, “You and your companions will pay for this, girl.”


Oriana gave a bloody smile, she didn’t understand what had just happened. Though, she did know that he had just been abandoned by his ally. 


Ariane turned over to look at Mikal’s shirtless form, he slept on his stomach with one arm beside him and under his head. They had decided to spend the night in the same room somehow feeling safe from their nightmares. She didn’t understand why she had allowed him to stay, but was even more confused that she had told him he could find a way into her heart. After what he had done, she felt incongruously pulled to him. Now in the light of the morn, she no longer felt what had been so strong. 


Placing her hand on his back, he stirred and turned to face her. He smiled then closed his eyes, without realizing he couldn’t see her, she smiled back.


“Good morning.” He muttered.


“Good morning.” Ariane said, looking over the features of his face.


“That was a strange evening, was it not?” His eyes opened and looked upon her.


She nodded, “What I said…”


“I know, its alright, Ariane. We have two separate roads, and we are different people. Whatever happened to us yesterday will remain between us for the rest of our lives.”


She smiled relieved.


“Theron would pay assassins to find me, if he found out about this. I do not want to hurt him again.”


“Hurt Theron?”


He nodded, “Yes, the man is so helplessly in love with you. I knew from the first moment I saw the two of you together.”


“Theron? No.” She laughed. 


Lifting his head from his pillow he looked into her eyes, “You didn’t know?”


The humor left her face, “You aren’t serious, are you?”


“Very much so, milady. I thought you knew from the kiss.”


“The kiss?”


Mikal chuckled, “When he asked to be your guardian again…”


“I thought he was just excited that I let him back in.”


He stopped to think, “Yes, I suppose you did. No, milady, Theron is not the type of man to kiss a woman out of excitement.” He sighed, “Do you know he never even shared his bed with his betrothed, and the only time they kissed was when she pecked his cheek?”


“No, I did not.”


He nodded, “They were only to be wed cause his Uncle thought she would make a good little paladin’s wife. Theron doesn’t need someone to cook and clean for him, he needs someone to fight at his side. Neither were excited about the arrangement, but he felt he had to feel for the woman, so he forced himself to find things about her that he enjoyed. Being blind to the fact that she was not faithful to her coming vows.”


“That’s terrible.”


The door to the room flung open, and Jabin stood in the door frame with his mouth slightly open. His words began to stutter, trying to decided what he was wanting to say.


“What is it, Jabin?” Ariane asked.


“Reinforcements from other cities are here, they are going to attack soon. I thought you wanted to know. I’m sorry, I didn’t realize you had company otherwise I would of knocked, and…”


“Get out, Jabin.” Ariane threw a pillow at him, but he closed the door before it hit him.


Ariane climbed out of under the covers, giving Mikal a concerned grin. He stood up and threw his shirt on as well as his boots.


“Perhaps, I shall leave now.”


She nodded, “That would be best.”


He bowed, and exited the room. 


Watching him leave she gave herself a sigh of relief, what had she been thinking last night. At least the first she could of blamed the ale, but this was all her own decisions. She remember clearly making the choice in allowing him to stay in here room, and she had been the one to kiss him. It had to be the exchange, that was the only reason she could think of, that would of allowed her to let down her guard. She knew everything about the man, everything about this stranger. A stranger that laid beside her, who had scared away her nightmares for the night. 


She sighed changing into her leather armor, then heading out into the hallway. Mitsos walked up with a large bag in his hand, offering it to her.


“What is that?”



“Your armor, go put it on.” He told her and left her to drag it back to her room.


Slowly she placed the armor on, taking deep breathes. Somehow, she didn’t feel right placing this armor on, it was like she was uncleansed. The last time she wore the armor, Mikal hadn’t truly happened not like it had last night, she had kept her chaste vow, but something felt wrong within her soul. Placing her glove on, she looked down at her helmet. She hadn’t worn the thing since she had gotten the armor, it always remained on the ground or attached to her belt. Picking it up, she placed it on the dresser, where it seemed Pantol had other souvenirs of women who had slept in his bed. Hairbrushes, hair pins, strips of cloth, she placed her helmet in the center of them all. Smiling at her joke, she wondered if he would get it.  (Add something, like the incident with Mikal)


Out the door she went giving one more glance to the helmet her father had paid for. The thieves told her that her party waited for her outside the building. When the sunlight hit her eyes, she couldn’t help but shut them. Men ran around the area, preparing for the battle that would soon begin. She had never seen so many armed men waiting to go to their deaths, it was a new experience for her.


Mitsos placed his hand on her shoulder, and looked into her eyes. She smiled and took a deep breath, “What now?” (describe the street a bit more, residential area? Commercial?)


“We wait for the wall to collapse and then we enter.”


She didn’t understand until she saw them leading the large catapults into the city. Running over to get a clear view of the dudes home, she watched as the large chunks of rock were tossed at not only the walls but the duke’s home itself. Her eyes fell upon Frayne who had found his spot next to her, his wife was in there. She imagined the amount of strength it must of took to not run around to every catapult and destroy its controller. His face told it’s worry as he stared at the falling rocks.


Ariane touched his forearm and he looked down upon her, “It’ll be alright, Frayne.” She didn’t know why she had to say it, but felt the man had to know. It wasn’t even clear to her if Oriana was alright, but she knew he needed someone to stand strong for him.


He gave a forceful nod, and attempted a grin. Swallowing deeply he turned back to the falling wall and manor.


Her own heart ran at speeds she didn’t think possibly, she was more frighten in those moments then she had been being attacked by a wolf. It wasn’t clear to her why she had to go into the manor, but something told her she was needed there. Eryalith let her know she wasn’t the only one frightened, when the small elf took her hand in her own. She gave a pathetic grin that told of her excitement and that she was horrified. Ariane squeezed her hand back as hard as Eryalith held hers. 


Though she was surrounded by the large warriors, Mitsos and Frayne. And some of the greatest archers she had ever seen, she felt she was without protection. She knew what it was as soon as she felt it, though he had never been a willing companion, he was the one she felt most safe with. Her eyes fluttered around the area, wondering how Theron had held up. Mikal’s words that morning had placed him in her mind, she pray for his safety as the wall began to crumble.


Even after the wall was open enough for the armies to begin entering, the catapults continued to attack the manor. They knew they had to get in there and save Oriana, before she fell victim to the crumbling home. More importantly before the duke realized there was no hope and ended her life before his stopped, of course, that was if she was even still alive. 


Running into the courtyard of the manor, the chaos continued around them. The guards, though less then the armies, put up a fight and display of loyalty that would make any ruler proud. Looking over to the large double doors of the duke’s manor, several men tried to use a battering ram to open it. It didn’t even seem to shake the door, she ran over to see if she could be of assistance to the men.


Stepping onto the last stair, the door flung open by force purely of it’s own. The men went to step into the home, but they were met by an invisible barrier. She looked over to her party, and attempted to wave each of them over. When they were gathered around her, she told Mitsos about the barrier as the men continued to try to find a way through it. Ariane walked up to it, and placed her hand gently upon it. It felt like a gel substance, and slowly her hand sunk right through. She pulled her arm back and looked over to Mitsos, who came to try for himself. Instead of being met with a gel substance he found it to be very solid, as if it were made of brick.


It was then the voice in her head spoke, the dark voice calling out her name. It became clear to her why the wall allowed her to enter, she was the duke’s sibling. Looking over to her group, she began to speak, but Wiralyn interrupted her.


“Good luck, Ariane.” He said then ran away to help the armies.


Frayne looked directly at her and without words, she knew he had begged her to save his wife. Walking down the steps, he cleared away three guards with one swoop of his swords, using it as if it were a club.


Mitsos had always been a man of few words, and he found no wisdom to speak. Instead he nodded, knowing there was nothing he could do to help her. He squeezed her shoulder, “We will keep looking for a way in, go help her.”


Ariane nodded and stepped through the gel, not hearing Theron call out her name. She disappeared into it’s darkness, though it seemed clear the room she stepped into was not the room she had seen from the outside.


Theron ran up the steps, slamming into the barrier. His eyes shot over to Mitsos demanding an answer.


“She has to do it alone.” He said turning to head down the steps.


Theron grabbed his upper arm, “She can’t protect herself, we both know this. We have to find a way in.” The anger in his voice lessened when he saw the pain in Mitsos’ eyes.


“Look if you must, but there is a battle to be fought. Ariane must do this alone, and there is nothing you or I can do to stop it.” He yanked his arm from Theron, and headed down the stairs. (you should explain more of the ensuing battle, have some of the characters kill any of the men who venture up the steps, like Frayne did)


The manor was dark, like an abandon castle. A cool breeze ran through it, and though Ariane could not see where it was coming from, she could tell the direction. Following it she walked with the dark voice calling her name even louder with each step. The halls seemed never ending and when she came to two double doors, she knew he waited for her behind them. Placing her hand near it’s opening she barely touched it as it slid open, revealing the throne room.


At the end, near the throne, was Oriana’s chained and battered body. She looked up as the doors open, relief entered her eyes seeing her savior, and she laid her head back down. Ariane stepped in, the doors closing in behind her. She looked at each pillar trying to find another in the room, her sibling that she felt so clearly. This felt like a trap, and so she stood very still, waiting for whatever was about to appear to become it’s solid form. 


He stepped out from behind a pillar, in full armor with his sword drawn. Walking over to Oriana, he looked down upon her, he gently kicked her to see if she was alive. Oriana gave a moan, which seemed to satisfy him. He turned to look at Ariane, his face firm and cold.


“Kistur warned me of your coming, child.” his voice a low hiss.


Ariane didn’t say anything just took a step forward, she wanted this all to end. If that meant killing for it then she would gladly end this man’s life. 


“Before we battle, I do have something I would love to tell you.” He had risen up his hand seeming to think that would stop her pace.


For a moment it did, and she looked up at him.


“Kistur deserted me here, when he could of saved me. If I win this battle, I will go after him, myself, and destroy that traitor. However, I am a logical man as any duke must be, and I know what you are, and I know it is your destiny to kill me and your other siblings. So, in the spirit of your victory, I want to tell you a little riddle of sorts. One that would give you a small hint as to where you might locate Kistur, would you like to hear it, sister?” He rose his eyebrow.


“Yes.” Ariane growled the word.


“There is a castle on a lone mountain, may leagues and may months away from here. It is surrounded by a lake of red, a lake of fire, one that no mortal could swim across, or build a bridge across. There and only there, will you be able to confront your enemy, and find his true motive.” He smiled rather pleased with himself.


Pulling her sword, she gave a nod as she placed it in front of her face, “Very well.”


He grinned, “If and when you take his miserable life, please tell him that Enver will see him in hell.”


She charged him, and he at her. Their weapons met in a loud clash, using her foot she pushed him away. Thrusting his sword down, she caught it with her own and pushed him off. Running behind the pillars, Ariane tried to chase after him. When she went to turn around one of the pillars, he jumped out his weapon clashing against the armor of her bicep. He then disappeared into the darkness he had been in when she first entered.


“Your blood isn’t even active, how can you be any challenge to us, Ariane?”


She ignored him, “When you die, that spell over the door will dispense, correct?”


He laughed, “Yes, you will be able to safely bring in your army or take out that little assassin there.” He meant Oriana.


Ariane turned around trying to find where his voice was coming from. She heard Oriana moan, and deciding she was more important she ran over to the woman. Using her sword she broke the chains, as the house shook from the catapults. She kneeled down next to the woman, holding her face in her arm.

“Oriana, are you alright?”


She looked up into her eyes, “Frayne?”


“He’s alright, he’s waiting for you outside.”


Looking up she saw Enver dark figure appear at the end of the hall, standing up she mumbled to her friend, “Get to the end of the hall, and go to the front double doors. I will have them opened soon enough.” She knew it would be a difficult task for a woman who could barely keep her head up.


“She does not leave unless my life ends, Ariane. What are you trying to do? You have to kill the dragon before you rescue the damsel. Didn’t they teach you that in hero class?”


“Dragons don’t hide in the shadows like cowards.”


He smiled, “The smart ones do.” 


Quickly he moved forward, and Ariane came to meet him in the center of the hall. Again, their weapons met with a loud clash of metal, Enver looked into her soul in the moment as they tried to press each other to their knees. She gave and stepped back allowing their swords to meet again. From the corner of her eye she saw Oriana crawling behind the pillars, and from Enver’s glare she could tell he saw her too. He stepped back, and reached to his belt where he pulled out a dagger. For a moment, Ariane thought he would throw it at the cleric, but he had no need for her death then. He targeted Ariane, driving the dagger forward, it flew towards her. Before she could think of what to do, her sword lead the way, blocking it and sending it flying beyond the pillars. 


“Quick, sister.” Enver snarled, then charged her again. 


His attacks were faster and stronger now, knowing the power of his adversary. Ariane was beginning to find herself overly challenged, fear entering her heart for the first time in a battle. Her call for the calm to wave over her heart was answered, and she continued to think strategically. It was time she became the aggressor, and she began pushing him back towards the pillars. As soon as they reached the gray pillar, Enver let out a scream of pain, disappearing into the darkness.


Ariane looked down to see Oriana laying where his feet had been. She held her to her feet, and dragged her to the door. “You have to get out now.”


Enver appeared with a limp and the bloody dagger he had thrown at Ariane, stuck deep within his thigh. Letting out a pain filled groan, he yanked it from his flesh. “That will not make your death any easier, assassin.” He placed the dagger back in his belt, knowing it would not come in handy against her.


She dropped the cleric at the end of the hall, and shoved the double doors opened for her to escape. Gripping the hilt of her sword in her hands, she run forward at her now wounded enemy. With one hand he flung his large sword forward, catching her attack. Stepping back she looked him over, as he held his thigh wound with his other hand.


“I have been damaged by another, would you be able to rest knowing you did not win on your own strength.”


“How did that dagger hurt you, if you are a child of active blood?” She looked at the dagger.


He grinned, “It was a gift from Cuthira, you remember killing her, don’t you?”


Her eyes glared into his own, waiting for her answer.


“It’s the same one that the mortal used to remove her eyes, it is a powerful weapon. Even more so when used by a Naaram child to kill another.” He chuckled, “Like watching someone decay rapidly before your eyes.”


Ariane attacked catching him off guard when another rock hit the manor, slicing his right arm. The ceiling was breaking and chunks were falling to the floor below. He jumped away from her with the look of shock and pain in his eyes. “Why do you look so betrayed? Did you think I came here to chat with you?” She snarled.


“So be it, sister.” He charged at her, still attempting to nurse his wounded leg and arm. 

She caught all his blows as the battle became more real, again. In the few moments she had to rest from his blows, she looked over to see Oriana had safely escaped the room. Looking back she found Enver had disappeared, and the blows from each rock were coming faster. The manor wasn’t going to take much more of the abuse, as another rock hit it, she heard Enver stumble behind her. Flipping around her sword slide across his upper chest, the pain began to choke his heart with fear. When another rock hit, Ariane lost her balance, and fell backwards, landing on her back. He took advantage of her vulnerable position to leapt forward to attack her, her sword ran through his middle.  (Bit more description on how it went through him, and they way she fell, it’s a tad bit anti-climatic to a great fight scene)


Yanking it from his body, he stepped backwards, placing his hands on the wound. And fell to his knees, knowing life was about to leave him. He gave in to death’s grip, as the house shook once more, and a piece of the ceiling fell upon him. Ariane stumbled to her feet, realizing the house was about to give in to the weight of the earth that had piled upon it. Before she left she wanted the dagger, that the duke had on his belt, and quickly she snatched it from his belt as the manor shook once more. It was time to leave, she decided. Running out into the hall, she saw Oriana looking down the hall at her.


“Ariane!” She called out.


“Go now!” Ariane ordered her, as the wall collapsed in front of her blocking her exit. 


Running back into the throne room, she looked towards the end of the room where another exit was to the right of the throne. Making her way across the shaking floor, she opened it to find another hallway stretched out before her. There was no other choice and stepping out onto the trembling floorboards, she continued her search for a way out, knowing all to clearly the manor was about to fall. 

Oriana stepped from the manor into the daylight, she searched the grounds for anyone she knew. The pain that had come from being beaten made her eyes flutter, she wanted to faint with every painful step. Every man in armor that her eyes looked over looked like the next, and she had no option but to call out his name as she fell to her knees at the last stair. (Say something like she saw figure after figure pass, but everyone looked the same, or something along those lines)


“Frayne!” She screamed.


All the duke’s guards had been killed, and Frayne stood in the corner with the group. Her voice pierced through the noise, and he shot his head over to look upon his bloodied wife. As he ran over to her, the others took notice of his hasty exit, and followed behind him seeing Oriana. 

Falling to his knees beside her, he wrapped her in his arms, stopping her from falling over. Theron and Mitsos were close behind, and her eyes shot up to the paladin she knew.


“She killed him, stop the catapults. He’s dead, Ariane’s in there.” her voice was forced and pain ridden. “The hall collapsed she can’t get out!” She screamed out.


The sound of breaking wood, echoed throughout everyone’s ears. Their eyes shot up to the manor, that was beginning to lean on it’s side. Frayne lifted his wife off the ground, as the shouts for them to move away ordered them. Mikal and Mitsos pulled Theron back from running into the house, and a safe distance away from the collapsing building. With an upheaval of dust, and a loud crash, the manor fell to the ground. 


Eryalith pushed her face into Jabin’s chest not wanting to watch it fall, knowing her friend was inside. Mikal and Mitsos let go of Theron’s arms as they fell weak, he dropped to the ground in front of them. His eyes staring at the manor, he had told them to stop long ago, but they refused. There was no one to get it, but he didn’t look hard enough. (???)

Mitsos’ large hand rushed to his face trying to stop himself from panic, knowing it would get them no where. Being the only way he knew how to comfort the large man, Wiralyn placed his hand on his shoulder. 


Upon hearing that the manor had fallen, Karim had come into the courtyard, and immediately saw his friend on his knees. He picked up the speed of his walk, reaching him he looked at the disgruntled group. Eryalith’s tear filled eyes looked at him, then she returned her sniffles to her lover’s chest.


“Theron, what happen?” He got down on one knee and grabbed his shoulder.


“Ariane was in there.” The voice that spoke didn’t sound like it belonged to Theron, it was airy and full of agony.


He looked up at the collapsed house, “Why didn’t the catapults stop, when the soldiers got in?”


Theron looked up at him, his eyes red but not crying, “They couldn’t get in.”


The dust of the fallen house soon cleared the air, and though it was hopeless they tried to check the rumble. Mikal and Frayne even joined in the fruitless search, knowing that if they did find her in this mess, it wouldn’t be alive. Every body that was found, their hearts clenched praying it wasn’t her own. By nightfall there was nothing left to do, but wait while the city was repaired. 


Theron stood on the top floor of the thieves guild looking out over the manor in the distance. He didn’t want to believe that she had been crushed under the weight of the house. No, she was to important to the prophecies to die in such a manner. The apologizes that his group were given, hadn’t been enough. He had never spoken his true feelings to her, and now he may never get the chance too. He prayed that her body would not be found under all that wood and stone, that somehow by a miracle she had gotten out of there before it fell. She had to, if she hadn’t it wasn’t just his loss or the group’s loss. The world lost the only person capable of destroying the evil of the Naaram children.


He closed his eyes and imagined the first day he had seen her walking in Githeth, tipping the merchants. She had captured his heart with a single smile, one that wasn’t even directed at him. Everything about her called to his being, and even though he fought it, he had all along wanted it to come. The entire time he had been looking for reason to not like her from saying she was hiding the truth from him, to trying to convince himself that she was evil for being a child of Naaram. After he had admitted to both himself and Karim that he loved her, all he wanted to do was talk to her about everything, and hear her say how she felt for him. He had replayed the scenerio in his head over and over, unsure what she would say to him. Now, he would never know what she would say after he told her that he loved her. He leaned his head back on the wall, hearing someone enter the room behind him. Slowly he looked over at Mikal, who seemed to wait for him to tell him to leave. He didn’t, he wanted company, even if it was the drowling.


Without a word being spoken between them, Mikal took the other side of the window and looked out over the manor. There eyes met for a moment, and he saw the apology in the drowling’s eyes. Nothing could of prepared him to fail protecting her, and even Mikal’s reassuring eyes couldn’t sooth the anger he felt for himself within. There was nothing that could have been done to save her, had he run in he would of only killed himself. 
He took a deep breath and released it, looking from Mikal back to the rumble of the manor. Mikal reached up his hand and patted his arm once, letting him know he felt for him. They both looked into the darkness, past the burnt buildings, the damaged buildings, the buildings that still stood tall, to the lot of stone and wood. The very lot that Ariane’s body laid, neither had words to explain their emotions for that thought, and neither needed words to explain it to each other.

