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Kass Balou has always been good at one thing: running. Running from responsibility, running from danger, running from himself. But when his cowardice costs him the trust of his closest friend, Macrilion, during the fateful clash deep within the Border Mountains, Kass’s world begins to unravel.

Now, Kass is on the run again—this time toward his past. Returning to his abandoned family estate is a journey into the very heart of who Kass truly is. He’s not alone on this path, though. Enter Harlen, a dodgy companion who proves that even in the darkest moments, friendship can be the light that guides the way.

As Kass and Harlen navigate a world of unexpected dangers and high-stakes challenges, Kass faces a question that will shape his future: will he continue to be the man who runs, or will he find the courage to stand and fight?

Packed with danger, humor, and heartfelt growth, Kass Balou is more than a tale of redemption—it’s an unforgettable adventure about finding strength, facing fears, and learning what it truly means to be a hero.

Fans of the Trionian Saga won’t want to miss this gripping spin-off, where new friendships and an unexpected path to redemption collide.
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The backcountry town of Asula lay nestled in the southwestern region of Hothane, where the land met the shadow of the Border Mountains. This towering range had long marked the edge of civilization. To the north of the mountains, Hothane stretched into rolling plains, dense forests, and, farther still, to the capital of Kair City, where the kingdom's fate was decided. But here, in the sleepy town of Asula, the rhythms of life were simpler, untouched by the politics and intrigue of the realm. It was a place forgotten by time, where life ebbed and flowed at the mercy of the land and the seasons.

Asula was a small town, its population barely scraping the few hundred that had settled generations ago. Weather-worn cottages with thatched roofs lined narrow dirt roads that cut through the heart of the village. The houses were built of local stone, pale and crumbling in places, but they stood resolute against the harsh winds that blew down from the mountains. The scent of wet earth and pine needles filled the air, mixing with the occasional waft of wood smoke from the hearths inside the homes. During the day, a thick mist often clung to the village, rising from the foothills of the Border Mountains, wrapping Asula in a sleepy, dreamlike haze.

The Border Mountains themselves were an imposing sight to the south. Their jagged peaks pierced the sky, capped with mist. In the mornings, the rising sun painted their slopes in hues of gold and pink, casting long shadows over Asula as though reminding the village of the untamed wilderness beyond. The mountains were steeped in legend—ancient stories of mythical creatures, and deep caverns buried beneath the rock. Few dared to venture beyond the lower slopes, for the treacherous passes and winding trails were known to swallow even the most skilled travelers. The mountains were a natural barrier, a line that separated Hothane from the Kunian kingdom beyond, which most believed to be even more magical.

The people of Asula were a hardy folk, shaped by the land they called home. Hothanians, as they were known, bore the traits of their ancestors: tall and broad-shouldered, with skin weathered by wind and sun. Their hair ranged from pale blonde to deep chestnut, with many sporting the thick, wild beards characteristic of mountain-dwellers. They dressed simply, in woolen tunics and furs, their clothes practical for the cold winds that often swept down from the mountains. The Hothanians were slow to trust outsiders, but within their own community, they shared a deep bond. They were a superstitious people, placing great faith in the old gods of the earth and sky. Small shrines dotted the village—piles of stones and offerings of wildflowers left at their bases in the hopes of securing a good harvest.

The town moved at a deliberate pace, in tune with the natural world. At dawn, the town’s herders led their sheep and goats out to graze in the high meadows beyond the village, their calls echoing through the mist. In the fields north of the town, farmers worked the land with plows and hand tools, coaxing wheat and barley from the rocky soil. The town’s blacksmith was known to rise with the first light, his hammer ringing out as he shaped iron into horseshoes and plows, his forge one of the few sources of steady noise in the otherwise quiet village. Children ran barefoot through the dirt streets, their laughter carried on the wind, while the elders sat outside their homes, mending clothes or weaving baskets.

Yet despite the quiet, there was an undercurrent of apprehension in Asula. The villagers spoke in hushed tones of a looming scourge—of Elluscan raiders seen prowling the lower slopes of the Border Mountains, their presence a growing threat. There had been whispers that they came from beyond the mountains, from the kingdom of Kunia. The town council met more frequently now, debating whether to seek aid from the capital, though few believed they would find sympathy there.

Central in the kingdom sat the sprawling capital of Kair City. Here, King Sorh Queben ruled from his throne. The king was a man nearing forty, his once-dark hair sported the occasional silver strand. He was tall and stocky, with sharp features and a piercing gaze that spoke of both wisdom and weariness. The burdens of the kingdom rested heavily on his shoulders. The kingdom of Hothane had enjoyed two years of relative peace since the great war in the southern land of Kunia. But even so, unrest stirred at its edges. Border disputes continued to strain relations and questions of what now were whispered through the halls of the castle. Kair City itself was a bustling metropolis, the heart of politics and commerce in Hothane, its streets crowded with merchants, courtiers, and travelers from all corners of the realm. To the people of Asula, the king was often seen as distant and focused more on the affairs of the capital than the struggles of the outlying towns. To the people of Asula, Kair City was a world away, a distant beacon of power that cared little for their small corner of the kingdom. They paid their taxes and sent their offerings, but little help ever came from the crown. They were a people left to their own devices, reliant on the strength of their own arms and the resilience of their spirit.

At the center of the village stood the Tallow Horn, the most favored tavern and hostel in Asula. The building was old, its walls blackened from countless years of smoke, but it was the beating heart of the town. Inside, the floors were rough-hewn wood. A long bar stretched across one side of the room, behind which a stout woman named Mara served tankards of ale and bowls of hearty stew. The tavern was dimly lit by flickering lanterns, and the air was thick with the smell of smoke, sweat, and roasted meat. It was a place where the villagers gathered in the evenings, exchanging stories and news over mugs of bitter ale.

The Tallow Horn was no grand inn, but it was warm, and the fire in the hearth crackled brightly, casting dancing shadows along the walls. The tavern was often filled with the quiet hum of conversation—herders and farmers discussing the day’s work, travelers sharing stories of distant lands, and hunters recounting their latest catch. On rare occasions, a bard would pass through Asula and fill the air with songs of old, though such entertainment was a rare luxury in this forgotten corner of the kingdom. The fire crackled low in the hearth, and the usual joviality seemed absent. A group of men sat at a table near the corner, their voices low as they spoke in hurried whispers. 

The door to the tavern creaked open, and a cold draft swept through the room, causing the flames to flicker. Mara glanced up from behind the bar, wiping her hands on her apron. A figure stepped inside, shaking the rain from their cloak. The newcomer was tall and lean, their face hidden beneath a hood. They paused for a moment, surveying the room, before moving toward the bar. Mara, ever the practical sort, eyed the movements of the stranger.

"Evening," she greeted, her voice gruff. "What’ll it be?"

The figure lowered their hood, revealing a tanned man with sharp features and deep-set eyes. She noticed that he was a man in his late twenties, unshaven, with dark short hair. She surmised him to be an Elluscan but one who was civilized. He looked tired, as though he had traveled a long way in a hurry.

"Ale," he said simply, his voice rough as gravel.

Mara nodded and poured a mug of the thick, bitter brew, sliding it across the counter to him. He caught it without a word, taking a long draught before setting it down with a satisfied sigh. The other patrons had gone quiet, their eyes flickering toward the stranger, but none spoke.

The man, for his part, paid them no mind. He seemed to be lost in thought, staring into the flames of the hearth as though they held answers to some unspoken question. There was an air of mystery about him, something in the way he carried himself that suggested he was no simple traveler. Mara watched him for a moment longer before turning back to her work of serving patrons.

Outside, the wind howled through the streets, and the mountains loomed in the distance, silent and foreboding. The firelight danced in the hearth, casting long shadows that seemed to stretch toward the stranger, as if the very walls of the tavern were leaning in to listen to the secrets he carried.

The town of Asula, nestled in its quiet corner of the kingdom, remained as it always had—isolated and forgotten. But something was stirring in the wind, a change that none could yet name. And in the heart of it all, the Tallow Horn continued to hum with the murmurs of its people, unaware that the stranger in their midst carried the weight of the world upon his shoulders.

Kass Balou sat at the bar of the Tallow Horn, the half-empty mug of ale trembling slightly in his hand. His dark eyes stared into the flickering fire, the orange glow dancing on the worn wood of the tavern’s walls. The room was thick with the scent of smoke and damp wool, the low murmur of conversation filling the air, but Kass barely registered it. His mind was elsewhere—somewhere far from the sleepy southern town of Asula, high in the treacherous pass of the Border Mountains.

There, in his thoughts, loomed the specter of his failure.

He took another swig of the bitter brew, grimacing at the taste, but it did nothing to wash away the knot that twisted in his stomach. Macrilion. The name haunted him like a ghost. His friend—if you could call him that—was a novice priest. Not so many days hence, they had trained and boarded together in the sprawling ocean-side city of Mediazees, deep in the north of Hothane. That seemed like so long ago. Kass too was a trainee priest, but not by choice. It was his father’s doing. His father, a domineering man, had forced him into the priesthood, barking orders like Kass was a soldier rather than his own son.

“Make something of yourself, Kass. You will never amount to anything unless you have discipline, unless you serve something greater than your own belly.”

Kass, who had never cared much for discipline or serving anyone but himself, had grudgingly complied. He had spent his days at the boarding house in Mediazees, going through the motions of priestly training with little interest. The scriptures bored him, the rituals were tedious, and the endless lectures about the gods and duty made him want to crawl out of his skin. Still, there was one saving grace during that time: Macrilion. He was serious, yes, but he was also strangely accepting of Kass’s lazy, lackadaisical nature.

The truth was, Kass liked Mac. He liked the way Macrilion always seemed to know what he was doing, always had a plan, and always knew the right thing to say. He admired Mac's certainty, even if it grated on his nerves at times. Macrilion had recently been troubled by unrelenting nightmares of gloom and doom. Macrilion had plucked up the courage to be true to his sense of duty. And when Macrilion had told him about his nightmares, about the dark visions that haunted him, Kass had listened with his usual nonchalance.

But that had changed when Macrilion had spoken of his journey. A perilous mission across the Border Mountains, to a place that none in Hothane dared venture—where the gods themselves were said to inhabit, and demons roamed freely. Macrilion had been resolute, as always, determined to face the dangers head-on. Kass had been intrigued, in his own way. It sounded like the sort of adventure that might earn him some favor with the gods or maybe just make his life a little more exciting.

And so, in his typical fashion, Kass had offered to tag along. “Why not? I’ve got nothing better to do,” he had said with a shrug, though a part of him had hoped that maybe this journey would be his chance to prove something—to someone, if not himself.

Macrilion, of course, had seen right through him. Kass could still hear the excuses Mac had made, listing off the reasons why Kass shouldn't come along: "The mountain pass is treacherous. There are bandits. Creatures roam the wilds, far more dangerous than anything you’ve faced in the city. The gods themselves are angered by those who trespass too far into the sacred lands beyond the Border Mountains. You would not make it, Kass.”

At the time, Kass had laughed it off. “Come on, Mac, you need someone to keep you company. What, you think I’ll run at the first sign of danger?”

But deep down, Macrilion knew him better than anyone. He had always known that Kass was a fair-weather friend, a man who talked big but only when it was easy. The moment things got hard, Kass would bolt—and that’s exactly what had happened.

Kass clenched his jaw, his hand tightening around the mug as the memory of that day in the mountain pass surged forward. They had been deep in the pass, just Kass and the ten knights who had been sent to protect Macrilion the priest on his divine mission. The wind had howled, carrying the scent of rain and death. And then, out of the swirling mist, it had appeared.

Kror. The mighty demon took the form of a saber-tooth tiger, its red eyes glowing with an unholy ferocity. Kass could still see it—the hulking mass of muscle and fur, its fangs as long as a man's forearm, glistening with malice. Kror had prowled toward them with slow, deliberate steps as if savoring the fear that rippled through their group. The knights had raised their weapons, their faces grim, but Kass had frozen in place. His body had turned to stone, his mind racing with a single, all-consuming thought: Run.

The rest was a blur of chaos and cowardice. Kror had let out a bone-rattling roar, its breath steaming in the cold air, and in that moment, Kass had made his decision. He had turned his horse, and with words of retreat, he had ridden out of that canyon as fast as his horse’s legs could carry him. The last thing he’d seen before galloping off was Macrilion, mounted tall, his hand raised in a gesture of defiance, his lips moving in prayer as the knights formed a protective circle around him.

Kass had run and kept riding, his heart pounding in his chest, the sound of his own breath drowning out the clash of steel and the roars of the demon behind him. He hadn’t looked back—not once.

Now, as he sat in the dim warmth of the Tallow Horn, the memory of his flight gnawed at him like a festering wound. He had abandoned Macrilion. His friend had remained there, fearless, ready to face a monster straight from the darkest of nightmares, while Kass had done the one thing Mac had expected him to do—he’d run away.

The knot in his stomach twisted tighter. Was Macrilion even still alive? Kass had no way of knowing. Maybe Macrilion had fought off the demon with some divine intervention, or maybe the knights had managed to hold their ground. But deep down, Kass feared the worst. He feared that his friend had died there, on that cold, desolate pass, while he had fled like a coward.

He had tried to push it out of his mind, tried to bury the guilt under layers of excuses and justifications. “What could I have done?” he’d told himself. “I’m not a fighter. I don’t have magic or swords. I would’ve died if I stayed.” But those thoughts rang hollow now. They were weak excuses for a man who had failed in the worst possible way.

The guilt was a constant presence, a heavy weight that had followed him since that fateful day in the mountains. He couldn’t shake the image of Macrilion mounted there, unwavering, while he’d turned tail and fled. And it wasn’t just guilt that churned in his gut—it was fear. Fear that the gods themselves might have marked him for his cowardice. That the spirits of the mountain were watching, waiting for their moment to punish him for abandoning a friend in need.

“Same again,” Kass muttered, pushing his empty mug toward the barmaid.

Mara, the stout woman who ran the tavern, raised an eyebrow but didn’t say anything. She’d seen travelers come through with all kinds of stories in their eyes. This Elluscan was no different. She filled the mug again, setting it in front of him without a word.

Kass sighed and took another swig, but the ale did nothing to ease the gnawing feeling in his gut. He needed something stronger—something that would drown out the memories, if only for a little while.

As he sat there, nursing his drink, the door to the tavern creaked open again, letting in a gust of cold wind. Kass didn’t bother to look up. Instead, he hunched over his drink, the fire casting long shadows across his face as he mulled over the growing sense of remorse that threatened to choke him.

After a few moments, he glanced around the room, his dark eyes scanning the faces of the other patrons. Most were locals—farmers, herders, the blacksmith’s apprentice. None of them knew who he was, or what he had done. That was something, at least. He could wallow in his guilt without having to explain himself. 

But then again, maybe that was the problem. Kass was good at talking. It was what he did best—spinning stories, charming people, asking loads of questions. He could be comical, even. Annoying at times, sure, but he knew how to fill a room with words, how to ease tensions with a joke or two. He'd always talked his way out of trouble before. But this time, words had failed him. There was no talking his way out of what had happened in the mountains.

The noble Macrilion was gone—or at least, Kass assumed he was. And no amount of fast-talking or smooth-tongued excuses could change that. The thought made his chest tighten. For the first time in a long while, Kass wasn’t sure if he could just talk his way out of the mess he’d made.

He stared into his mug, his reflection rippling in the dark ale, and sighed. The room around him hummed with the low conversations of the tavern’s patrons, but Kass felt strangely alone. Even here, surrounded by people, he couldn’t shake the sense of isolation that clung to him like a shadow.

His mind drifted again to the mountain pass. To the cold, biting wind and the towering figure of Kror. To Macrilion, mounted tall despite the terror that loomed before them. Kass had always admired Mac’s strength, his resolve. It had made Kass feel small by comparison, though he would never admit it.

He had always ridden on the coattails of people like Macrilion. Followed along, never leading. Kass had no real direction in life and no great ambitions. He had drifted from one thing to the next, always looking for the easiest path, always avoiding confrontation. He talked a good game, sure, but in the end, he was a young man without purpose. A shirker. A lazy drifter who only gave when there was something in it for him.

The reality of it all hit him like a punch to the gut. He had spent his whole life dodging responsibility, and now, when it had mattered most, he had failed. He’d run when he should have stayed, when his friend needed him.

“Are you gonna sit there brooding all night, or are you gonna ask for a room?” Mara’s voice broke through his thoughts, bringing him back to the present.

Kass blinked, glancing up at the barmaid. Her arms were crossed over her ample chest, and she was giving him a look that suggested she’d seen enough of men drowning their sorrows in ale. 

He cleared his throat, straightening in his seat. “Yeah, yeah. A room. I’ll take one for the night.”

Mara nodded and wiped her hands on her apron. “Two silver,” she said flatly.

Kass fished the coins from his money pouch and dropped them onto the counter. Mara scooped them up without a word and handed him a worn iron key. “Up the stairs, second door on the right,” she said, her tone softening just a little. “Try not to break anything. This place is old.”

Kass gave her a weak smile. “I’ll try.”

He stood up, feeling slightly woozy from the ale, and made his way toward the narrow staircase at the back of the room. As he climbed, the creaking wood beneath his feet echoed the tiredness in his bones. He felt older than his twenty-something years, worn down by guilt and the constant nagging fear that he had made the greatest mistake of his life.

When he reached the second door on the right, Kass fumbled with the key, finally unlocking the door and stepping into the small, dimly lit room. Two single beds, a rickety chair, and a small table were all that greeted him. It was basic, but it would do.

Kass closed the door behind him and leaned back against it, his heart heavy. He dropped the key and his travel bag on the table and sat on the edge of the bed, staring down at his hands. His mind raced with thoughts of Macrilion, of Kror, of the narrow mountain pass where everything had gone wrong. He felt sick to his stomach. What if Macrilion was dead? What if Kass’s cowardice had led to the death of the one person who had ever believed in him, even if only a little?

He buried his teary face in his hands, the weight of his remorse too much to bear. And for the first time since he’d run from the mountains, Kass Balou wished he had the courage to face what he had done.
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Kass lay on the small, lumpy bed for most of the following day, staring at the ceiling as if waiting for some kind of divine intervention. But no answers came, no revelation about what to do next. His body was heavy with exhaustion, but it was his mind that weighed him down the most. The guilt about Macrilion gnawed at him, twisting his thoughts into knots. He had left his friend to die—or at least, that is what he assumed. And here he was, hiding out in some forgotten town, nursing his self-pity with cheap ale and even cheaper excuses.

The hours slipped by as he drifted in and out of uneasy sleep. A pesky fly buzzed annoyingly near his head. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw Macrilion in the mountain pass, his face determined, his hand raised against the mighty demon Kror. And every time, Kass woke with a start, his heart pounding, the sick feeling in his stomach twisting tighter.

When night fell again, the tavern below was lively with the sound of the villagers coming in for their evening drinks, but Kass could not bring himself to go back downstairs. He did not want to face anyone—not Mara, not the other patrons, not even himself. Instead, he stayed in the room, rolling over on the small bed and pulling the thin blanket over his head, trying to block out the world.

It was sometime after dusk when the door to the room creaked open, and a figure stepped inside. Kass peeked out from under the blanket, squinting in the dim light.

“Who’s there?” he asked groggily, his voice rough from disuse.

The figure, a short, rounded man with dark hair, turned toward him, a look of mild surprise on his face. “Oh, didn’t think anyone else was in here. The barmaid said I’d be sharing the room tonight,” he said with a shrug. His voice was uninterested, casual, as if sharing a cramped room in a rundown tavern was the most normal thing in the world. He closed the door behind him and sat with a small pack on the other bed, which creaked under the weight.

Kass pushed himself up on his elbows, eyeing the newcomer. He was plump with brown eyes set in a handsome face, and wearing modest attire that had seen better days. He appeared to be a native Hothanian. “Who are you?” Kass asked, though his voice lacked any real curiosity.

The man, about his own age, glanced over at him with a small grin. “Harlen,” he said. “From Gesseka, up the coast a bit. But I am sure you know where Gesseka is already.” He kicked off his boots and reclined on the edge of the bed, stretching his arms. “You look like you’ve had a rough few days.”

Kass sighed, rubbing his face. “Yes, I know the place, even though I have never been there myself. I am from further north in the region of Forsyt.” He sat up fully, feeling the stiffness in his back from lying down all day. “Kass,” he offered in return, though he did not feel much like talking.

Harlen nodded as he leaned back against the wall, hands forming behind his head. “So, what brings you to this charming establishment?”

Kass grimaced. “Trying to figure that out myself,” he muttered. “Just passing through.”

“Same,” Harlen said with a grin. “Though passing through without much of a plan, as it turns out.” He glanced toward the small, grimy window. “This place isn’t exactly teeming with opportunities.”

Kass nodded absently, not really in the mood for conversation. But Harlen seemed the chatty type, and Kass knew he was not getting out of this without at least a bit of small talk.

“So, what do you do?” Kass asked, more out of obligation than interest.

“Whatever I can to get by,” Harlen replied with a wink. “Bit of this, bit of that. You know how it is.”

Kass raised an eyebrow. He knew that tone well—Harlen was a scavenger, a man who scraped together a living through whatever means necessary. Kass had met people like him, people who lived on the edges of society, always looking for the next easy opportunity.

The conversation drifted off after that, Harlen seemingly content to leave it at that. Kass, for his part, wasn’t in the mood to push for more details. He lay back down, pulling the blanket over himself again, trying to will himself to sleep. But sleep did not come easily.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE TRIONIA y
SAGA - BOOK FOUR
- N

oy Y





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





