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CHAPTER 1

AEWYN
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The sun slowly set over the lush green hills, a purple hue surrounding it as it descended.  The black of night was still far behind but the brightest of stars still penetrated through the skies.  Aewyn crossed her arms as she watched in silence.  A cool breeze passed by her long, flowing blonde hair.

A century had passed since the Horde had emerged from their various hideouts, led by the powerful Lich King that she and her sister had accidentally released.  She was an Elf High Priestess then, teaching magic to new practitioners.  Her sister was a member of the military, an archer with an unparalleled skill set.  They had both aged since then, though most would not have known.

Unlike other races, Elves maintained their youthful appearance.  Their longevity in life was well known and many thought there was a secret well or spring that was used.  Aewyn smirked as she recalled a conversation held long ago with a dear friend, Rick, who had fought alongside her and her sister.  He had asked if he could get a vial of whatever allowed the Elves to live so long.  Mainly so that he could give it to his mate and have her appear younger.  A joke, which his mate, Kara, did not take well.

“My Lady,” a voice called out, breaking her from her thoughts.

Aewyn turned and looked over at another Elf.  He was younger than her, with long black hair that passed by his shoulders.  Half of it was tied in a ponytail, while the remainder continued freely.  Aewyn nodded to him and smiled.

“Leolis, what brings you here?”  She asked.

“The Commander was asking for your presence,” Leolis responded.

Aewyn raised an eyebrow.  “Asking for my presence?  Should it not be the other way around?”  She asked, with a small smirk.

Leolis looked downward, folding his hands together.  “My apologies.  I did not mean that it was an order.  It was a request, to see if it would be possible,” he quickly replied.

He was a soldier, and a very good one at that, from what Aewyn had heard.  His lithe, compact figure made many assume that he was weak.  It was quite the opposite.  In battle, he was quick, relentless and dangerous with both sword and arrow.

“It is okay Leolis, it was a joke,” Aewyn replied as she glided past him, placing a hand on his shoulder as she did.

“A joke?”  He inquired, looking at her, a bit of confusion on his face.

“Come, let us go see the Commander,” Aewyn replied.

Leolis quietly followed along with Aewyn, staring at the sunset.  He was emotionless, his face completely blank.  Aewyn continued to glide as she looked towards the entrance to a large castle in the distance.

“I heard that you were instrumental in defeating a tribe of Orcs in the Forest of Sorrows,” Aewyn said.

“I only did what was asked of me,” Leolis responded.

“We would have suffered many casualties if you had not been able to slay their Chieftain and his guards,” Aewyn replied.

Leolis tilted his head and then nodded.  “Anyone of the others would have done the same, given the chance.  It is our duty to serve and protect.”

“A warrior with a fierce heart and a humble mind, the most dangerous of foes, and yet, the most powerful of allies.”

“My Lady, your words are far too kind,” Leolis replied, bowing slightly as he walked.

“You are welcome to address me as Aewyn; you do not have to use any formalities.”

Leolis shook his head.  “I would not dare be so rude,” he responded.

Aewyn smirked as they neared the side entrance to the castle.  She recalled her first meeting with Leolis.  He was young, lost, and orphaned.  The Horde had destroyed his home and he had escaped, barely.  Aewyn, along with her sister, had nursed him back to life, and brought him into the fold of their new found kingdom.  From there, he grew into the soldier that he was now.

Soldiers lined the halls of the entrance, and each bowed as Aewyn glided by.  Leolis eyed them and stopped in front of one of them.  He tapped the soldier’s armor and glared.

“You did not strap your chest plate on correctly,” Leolis scolded.

Aewyn turned to see the other soldier look down and adjust his armor.  He glanced over at Aewyn and his white face immediately turned pink with embarrassment.  Leolis crossed his arms and tapped one foot as he waited for the other soldier to correctly wrap the strap around his shoulder.

“My apologies,” the soldier said as he finished.

“You must always be prepared for battle.  Any member of the Horde could have easily torn that chest plate off of you,” Leolis responded before he made his way back to Aewyn’s side.

The two continued through the halls until they reached a large room, soldiers running and practicing their fighting.  Aewyn turned and headed up a flight of stairs.  “Leolis, you should not be so hard on your fellow soldiers,” she suggested.

“My Lady, while the Horde has gone back to hiding, they could always strike at any time.  Being prepared is something that is preferred over being among the dead,” Leolis responded coolly.

“Is that something the Commander taught you?”

Leolis looked away for a moment before shaking his head.  “No, but I believe it should be.”

“Compassion to others is just as important, empathize,” Aewyn said.

Before Leolis could respond, a figure emerged from the top of the stairs.  It was a feminine figure, clad in heavy armor that clanked loudly as she stepped forward.  She looked down towards Aewyn and Leolis, giving both a nod.

“Aewyn,” she greeted.

“Leila,” Aewyn responded with a huge smile.  She glided in close and gave her sister a hug, squeezing her tightly in her arms.

“Thank you for bringing my sister Leolis.  You may continue what you were doing before,” Leila responded.

“Commander,” Leolis said as he bowed his head and turned around.

“What brings you here?  I thought you were on an expedition to the West?”  Aewyn inquired.

“Yes, we were, until we ran into a group of Trolls.  More than usual,” Leila answered.

“That’s...  Interesting.  I thought they were receding from the lands.”

“As did I.  We will have to take note before we regroup.  We suffered more casualties than I expected,” Leila informed.

“Most unfortunate,” Aewyn responded as she placed a hand on her chin.

“Come, we have much to discuss sister.  We found some rather peculiar items on them,” Leila said as she turned and led Aewyn down the hall of the second floor.
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CHAPTER 2

GUNTHER
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Dust swirled upward as a fierce wind blew past a group of soldiers.  Their leader, Gunther Smithstone covered his eyes with his right forearm and raised his sword.  His smooth, bald head glistened in the sunlight.

“Come on you bastards!”  He yelled as the soldiers followed along with him.

He had a thick, heavy, black beard with specs of gray.  A long diagonal scar ran down his right eye, an injury from long ago.  His black, soot covered armor contrasted greatly against the other soldiers who wore shiny, silver versions.

Across from them were a group of Trolls, readying their axes.  They were ready to fight the Human invaders to their lands.  “We kill!”  One of them yelled angrily.

“Let’s go!”  Gunther cried out as he ran towards the Trolls.

The soldiers behind him hesitated for a moment before rushing forward with him.  Axes flew through the air, slamming into some of the soldiers as they rushed in.  Gunther expertly dodged them and swung his powerful broadsword, smacking some of the axes out of his way.  The Trolls with larger axes ran towards the Humans, swinging at them.

Behind the fallen soldiers was a Cleric, Lucius Lightbringer, who chanted and placed his hands on their wounds, healing them.  He bore a giant insignia on his back, a beam of light that forked in different directions.

“The Gods restore you,” he whispered.

“Our land!”  One of the Trolls growled as he swung as Gunther.

Gunther dodged, shook his head and swung back, hitting the Troll in the rubs with the edge of his blade.  He smirked as he saw the Troll’s eyes bulge out from pain.  Once the blade cut into the Troll, he pulled it back, spun and swung higher, slicing right through the Troll’s thin neck.

“The Tudorian Empire rules all lands from one coast the other!”  Gunther shot back as he flicked his blade, trying to remove the Troll’s blood from it.

“We had agreement,” a blue skinned Troll hissed.

“Agreement?  Not with our Empire.  Maybe the pitiful Alliance, but they too shall fall within our command,” Gunther responded as he pointed his sword at the Troll.

The Troll growled and ran towards the Human, wielding his small axes.  He twirled them expertly, managing to hit Gunther on the side.  Gunther grunted as he felt the sharp steel hit his armor, denting it, but not causing any further damage.  He smirked and jammed the pointed end of his sword into the Troll’s stomach.  His enemy immediately dropped his weapons and fell to his knees in pain.

Gunther placed his boot on the Troll’s chest and pushed him back onto his back.  He stared quietly into the eyes of the Troll, watching as the Troll’s life flickered away.  With a small sense of satisfaction he looked up, sizing up his next opponent.

“Are you hurt?”  Lucius asked.

“Hurt?  Ha!  Barely a scratch.  Another scar on my armor for the ages,” Gunther grunted.

“We may have trouble brewing from the East.”

“Hm?  Why?”  Gunther questioned, his voice low and scruffy.

Soldiers around them continued to fight the Trolls.  Gunther cautiously eyed his enemies, making sure none were aiming for the Cleric.

“Here,” Lucius said as he opened a book and chanted.

Gunther was always amazed by Lucius’ magic.  He considered them tricks using light, but after several different experiences, he began to believe that the Cleric was indeed special.  An oval slowly formed above the book and an image appeared.  Gunther squinted as he watched the image sharpen, and soon he could see armored men riding horses.

“What is this?”  Gunther asked.

“A vision from one of my spells.  It seems the Alliance is on their way here,” Lucius informed.

“The Alliance?  May the Gods damn them...  How did they know we were here?”  Gunther growled.

“One of them must have alerted the Alliance,” Lucius responded, pointing at the Trolls.

“Idiots.  We must clear these Trolls before they arrive,” Gunther grunted as he readied his sword.

“Is that wise?  We will not be able to fight the Alliance and these Trolls,” Lucius warned.

“If the Trolls here are all dead, then we won’t have to fight the Alliance.  We’ll tell them that the Trolls attacked us first,” Gunther responded as he rushed a nearby Troll, stabbing the creature in the back as it tried to fight a soldier.

“Quite ambitious of a plan,” Lucius replied.

“Shut up and do your job.  I’ll do mine,” Gunther growled back.

He launched himself toward a group of Trolls, enjoying the heat of battle.  His sword sang with the blood of his enemies, slicing through them easily.  He had been sharpening his blade for nights in preparation for this assault.
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CHAPTER 3

VARIAN
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A trail of dark green blood led the Alliance troops towards a group of dirty, bandaged soldiers.  Varian gritted his teeth as he rode in on his horse, surveying the damage.  His golden armor shined brightly in the sun, as did the golden mount on his horse.  He glared straight towards the man in the center of the bandaged soldiers.  Unlike the others, the man wore near black armor, covered in soot and with obvious signs of damage and repair.  His bald head, thick black beard, and a scar running down his eye made him look more like a mercenary than a soldier.

“You there!”  Varian yelled angrily.

The bald man smirked and nodded back.  Varian sighed and rode his horse closer to the other soldiers.  He immediately recognized their sigil, the shining light.

“Tudorian Empire?”  Varian questioned.

“You got us,” the bald man responded as he spit on the ground.

Varian rolled his eyes and dismounted his horse.  He closed in on the bald man and the other soldiers surrounding him immediately stood.  Varian’s own soldiers circled around him, ready to take any fight.
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