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They were surrounded. Seekers were everywhere. Cheochis was weakening. He was mortally wounded.

He nodded. The time had come. Con had been his apprentice for four years.

“Contikiraud,” he called, “come forth.”

“Yes, Master?” Con stepped to his Master’s side.

“Help me to where I can sit,” he instructed, “my end draws nigh. It is tome to pass the mantle of Master to you.”

“Yes, Master,” Con bowed.

Con helped him over to a boulder and he sat down. He looked around for a moment, trying to get his eyes to focus. Yes. Death was near.

He stuck his hand inside his robes and dipped his fingers into his own blood. It was flowing freely now. He withdrew his bloody fingers and touched Con’s forehead with three of them.

“Transfera mantlesia Masterus omniscencis omnipotus omnipressius,” he muttered in low tones, “transscedus Connius immortus.”

Con knew the last word meant that Mastership was his forever. As was all knowledge. All powers. All presence. 

“You are now Master, Con,” Cheochis smiled weakly, “it is up to you to lead...and to see that I and my protectors return to our ancestral lands to be burned on pyres of honor.”

“I understand,” Con nodded.

Cheochis slumped forward. He was gone. 

“Sons of Cyrtus!” Con bellowed. “To me! Pull all wounded to me with you! Both living and dead!”

The small group closed the distance, pulling dead and dying with them placing the wounded and dead in the center of the small circle. Con cast a small protective spell over the group, then cast a spell to destroy all enemies and a mass teleportation spell.. There was a flash.

When the light dissipated, they stood in the land of the Sons of Cyrtus. The small group of survivors looked around in awe. There was no doubt that they now had a new Master.

“Tonight, we feast in honor of the dead,” he commanded, “burning the dead upon pyres as heroes. On the morrow, we will rally our brethren and return to the Renge.”

“Master,” Sylantis bowed, “shall we call our brethren together to feast with us?”

“Yes,” he nodded, “all should be present to send the souls of the dead to the halls of Cheocheopsin.”

***
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THIRTEEN CITIES NEAR Valthrid had fallen under the influence of the priests of Baltoroz and the New Black Ring. The Inquisition was still active, but only as an extension of the Black Ring. All Seekers now answered only to the demon king. 

The darkness was now descending. Demons now roamed free within Austryn. They attacked who they wished, when they wished.

And so it had been with the Cyrtians under Cheochis. They had, however, not counted on one so powerful as Con to be among the ancient warrior Order. They had paid an extremely high price for their lack of foresight.

Out of range of Con’s spell, Ryggr watched as his horde of Seekers were destroyed instantly in a single flash that seemed to also destroy the Cyrtians they had been attacking. Yet, only the ashes of the destroyed Seekers remained. 

The Cyrtians had transported themselves away as the horde was destroyed. He screamed. This was thrice that he had failed to destroy his target. 

He could not fail a fourth time. That would place him back in the clutches of the vivisectionists. He didn’t want that. Not after the last time.

He shuddered at the thought. He was immortal, yes. But he was not immune to the agony of vivisection.

Better to die in battle. Or be victorious. Not to bear the shame of being subjected to the vivisectionists.

They were horrid creatures, raised from the dead to return to their unholy pursuits. Their sole ruler was Baltoroz. The high king of the demons.

His lord and ruler. Lord of lords, and king of kings. That was Baltoroz’s title among demonkind.

All demons served the high king. Even the thousand demon princes and the host of lesser demon kings. yes,even Bulranth, his general. 

And failure meant punishment. Torture. A fate worse than death.

He frowned. He had to take something back. But what?

He looked around and spotted a couple of children. He smiled. They would have to do. For now.
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“BRETHREN!” CON HELD his chalice up in an offer to toast. “To the victorious dead!”

“To the victorious dead!” the response roared back at him.

“To the new Master of the Sons of Cyrtus!” A chieftain raised a toast. “May he lead the tribe to a renewal of its former glory!”

“Brothers,” he began, “tonight we burn pyres laden with heroes and feast in their honor. Tomorrow, we must return to the Renge and reunite with those who are there. We must, then, lay aside our animosities against the other Orders and unite the Ring. 

“We must be lights to our fellow Masters. And strength for those who are too weak on their own. Soon, the Paladin must be awakened and he must be part of all or we shall fall.”

“Yes,” Thorndaq, chief of the norda tribe, stood, “a new darkness falls upon the lands, a new rise to an old enemy. Already, the necromancers have been resurrected. And their brethren, the vivisectionists. And their temples are spreading through Austryn as well as creeping across the Big Muddy. 

“All are at risk. Not just the Sons of Cyrtus. All are in need of unification.”

The council roared its approval. Con looked at all the faces. 

“How many of you can have your tribes ready to migrate?” He asked.

All answered in unity.

“But why, Master?” One chieftain returned. “Can you transport us all to the Renge without the Master of the Ring seeing?”

“Yes,” he averred, “I can. And I will. Though it may drain me for a short time, I will.”

“Then,” another bowed, “as you will it, so shall it be done. You are the chosen one of Cheocheopsin and of all the gods. Savior of the four lands. The one who is to bring this age to an end.”

“As you will it,” the group repeated, “so shall it be done.”

He gazed at the group. He had left the Renge with just a handful. He was returning with thousands. 

He took a deep breath. He would have to train all of his Order in the magicks he knew. He would also have to make an edict that Cyrtian Mages were not to travel unless they were in groups of one hundred. No more small groups. No more risking small numbers. 

The demons had declared war and he was going to give it to them. He was going to send a message. One that the demons and their king would not be able to forget.
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“Cheochis is gone from us,” Zarange announced to the council, “he was killed during an attack on his entourage.”

“Who leads the Cyrtians, then?” The elder Gullon inquired quietly.

“Contikiraud,” she responded, “or Connyrus Cyrtius, is the new Cyrtian Master. All is beginning to fall into place. The prophecy is beginning to unfold at a faster pace.”

“May the gods speed him to his rest,” Omycron whispered, “he was one of our eldest members and one of the few who could truly remember the wisdom once wielded by our Master.”

“Then,” Willemat of the Lothar smiled sadly, “the time has truly come to begin our preparations.”

“Yes, Sister Willemat,” Valgrun, the Master of the Deruvites, nodded, “we must prepare to be led into the next stage of our being.”

“As Con is the chosen one,” Flagrath the Fridyan added, “there is no hesitation here. It is the will of the gods.”

“And if some of us do not survive?” Thyrtus the Tyresian voiced.

“Know well that not all of us will weather this storm,” Tolbarth the Trintian averred, “nor are we all meant to. But those of us who do will come out stronger and wiser than we entered.”

“I, for one, am willing to sacrifice myself,” Relgatha of the Narai stated, “if it means that my daughter and our peoples have a future.” 

“As do I,” Tyreus of the Gomerites, “as long as the council survives and our peoples are united as one.”

“We all have apprentices we are training for such a time as our own demise,” Azriella of the Lilitu stated coldly, “we should all be willing to sacrifice ourselves.”

“And we are,” Zarange assured her, “yes, even I am willing to sacrifice myself for this cause.”

“Then we are all in agreement,” Verdyll of the Ashorites concluded, “we must back Master Con.”

“Indeed,” Nefriti of the Isisians agreed, “and be willing to follow where he leads.”

“The boy is unique,” Asya the Thruviddyans smiled, “and quite handsome for a Cyrtian.”

“Indeed,” Archya of the Brigidians agreed.

“He is not of Cyrtian blood,” Nemaina the Morrigan corrected.

“Not that it matters,” Waftana of the Sassassinidians giggled. 

“We do not care about his lineage,” Pavarti of the Kalians mused, “we are simply amused by how he galls the Master.”
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MORE CYRTIAN CITIES dotted their territory, giving protection to the non Cyrtian cities that existed near them. Cyrtian lands would never fall to the Black Ring. 

They now had a powerful young warrior as their Master and he was no mere Master. Nor were they. They were now the deadliest Order in the Renge.

He was beyond Sorcerer Supreme. They were now all Sorcerer Supreme or above. And yet, Con was still the most powerful of them all.

They were also the only tribe with all their people within the Renge. But they did not intend to be the only ones. Con wanted to strengthen all the Orders.

“Brothers and Sisters,” he raised his hand to hush the chaotic noise, “we all need our brothers and sisters in these dark times. I offer to bring your people to you so that you are all strong enough to win against those who wish to wipe us out.”

“What of the Master?” The elder Gullon demanded. “Will he not know?”

“He cannot track me,” he returned, “or those who are with me. I do not exist to his mind probes.”

“Mama,” Gullon, the younger begged, “just hear him out. I believe he has a solid plan. And a good point.”

“Since my daughter is in love with you,” the elder Gullon snorted, “I guess I can trust you.”

“We entered the Renge after the death of Cheochis,” Tharnadyn, a minor chieftain, stepped from the shadows, “and your Master saw us not.”

“The new cities are drawing attention, though,” mused Finnyl of the Lughites.

“Indeed,” Con chuckled, “and well they should. As will your new cities when they appear.”

“How many cities?” Qetzal of the Huizilopochtlians inquired.

“As many as you have brethren,” he assured them all, “and sisters.”

“Will this bring us back to our former glory?” Ymal of the Omayadites pressed.

“Yes,” he nodded, “or as close as possible.”

A roar of approval rose above the council hall. It was unanimous. All wanted their brothers and sisters in the Renge.
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THE HOUSE OF OLGARYN had not been put in place by the Dark Ring. It had been the meddling of the Emperor that had placed it there. And yet, the













d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





