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Dark Magic Comes
Unbidden

For eons, Kurlam, the
luminous city of magic, had been a beacon of pure, untainted arcane
arts. Across its numerous schools, countless disciplines
flourished, from the searing might of fire to the ethereal dance of
plasma. Dark magic was a theoretical whisper, a forbidden concept
never dared by its students. Purity was their creed, light their
guiding star.

At the heart of Kurlam's
brilliance stood Varias, the revered master of the Fire Discipline.
His students, many of whom had ascended to legendary status in
various elemental magics, revered him. Varias was the very
embodiment of the perfect mage: upright, radiant, a true teacher of
light, shaping minds in one of Kurlam’s most vital schools. He was
known as the "Timeless" for his unchanging appearance, a testament
to his immense power and a fact that earned him profound respect.
Few mages could even slow the inevitable march of time, let alone
seem to halt it indefinitely. The Council of Magic and its seven
ruling Magi had bestowed upon him numerous accolades for his
magical prowess and personal integrity. Thanks to Varias, the
landscape of magic was richer than ever, with more schools
dedicated to elemental and light magic. The ancient heresies of
dark magic and necromancy had become mere whispers, purged from the
minds of both magical and non-magical folk alike.

Varias was more than just a
fire master. His proficiency spanned numerous disciplines, often
stepping in to teach students of ice, plasma, wind, and the
intricate art of spell casting. Even the current headmasters of the
Ice and Earth schools had once been his pupils, a testament to his
enduring legacy. He had served Kurlam, its surrounding magical
lands, and the broader Council of Magic for centuries. This unique
land, governed by decentralized councils of seven Magi in each
magical city, relied not on a central ruler or standing army, but
on the shared bond of their pure magic.

Their record of keeping
magic pristine was unblemished. Not a single spell had been defiled
in eons. The Council of Kurlam, observing Varias’s unparalleled
success and longevity, saw in him the ideal candidate for a
momentous promotion: Grand Headmaster of all magical schools
throughout the lands. No other teacher had personally guided so
many pupils, nurturing them as his own, watching them rise to
become legends. With a unanimous seven-point vote, Varias was
chosen. He would be Kurlam's shining star, drawing all with magical
inclination, from both magical and non-magical lands, to
learn.
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The Unveiling

Varias was deep in
meditation, perfecting his Flame Wall spell in his private training
room, when the mage Enriz arrived with the Council's decision.
Enriz waited patiently, knowing that shouting through a roaring
wall of fire was futile. A few moments later, as the flames rippled
and died down, Varias seemed to notice Enriz for the first
time.

"My apologies, Enriz,"
Varias said, "my full attention was on my spell. I've been
struggling to complete a perfect circle and hold it
lately."

"No apology necessary,
Master Varias," Enriz replied, "I bring wondrous news. The Council
has named you only the second Grand Headmaster of all magical
schools throughout the magic lands, in recognition of your tireless
instruction and invaluable dedication to our young
mages."

"The Council honors me with
their trust," Varias declared. "I shall report to their hall at
once to express my gratitude and, of course, accept the
position."

Enriz continued, "Upon
becoming Grand Headmaster, you will, of course, be presented with
the three most powerful and sacred objects in all the magical
lands: the Robe of the Magical Ancients, the Ring of Judgment, and
most powerful of all, the Staff of Creation. These priceless
artifacts have only been bestowed upon one other—the first Grand
Headmaster—and are reserved for the most trusted and honored Magi
due to their immense power."

"Understood, Enriz, and
thank you," Varias said. "I'll depart immediately to accept this
honor. I am so grateful for their faith in me that I feel the need
to show my respect in person."

"As you wish, Master Varias.
We shall blink there now." Varias strode across the room, his robe
trailing behind him. Reaching Enriz, they faced each other. Enriz
raised a pendant at his neck, and in an instant, they were both
transported to the cavernous chamber of the Council of
Magic.
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The Betrayal

"Master Varias," spoke the
eldest mage, Xon, from the center of the seated council of seven,
"thank you for coming with such immediacy." Varias moved forward
and bowed respectfully.

"You honor me, great
Council," he replied, "I came as soon as Enriz informed me of your
decision."

The entire Council rose in
unison. Elder Xon spoke again. "Rarely, perhaps never, has there
been a mage equal in both skill and heart to Fire Master Varias.
Yet, he is so much more to us. With his proficiency in various
schools of magic, he has guided countless students from unknown
children to distinguished elders. Today, we honor you, Lord Varias.
We hereby name you Grand Headmaster for the magical
lands."

Varias knelt, head bowed, in
complete silence. The Council then began to move, three to the
left, three to the right, while Xon remained central. The
surrounding Magi formed a circle around Varias.

"Arise, Grand Headmaster
Varias," the elder mage commanded. "As Grand Headmaster, you shall
be armored and adorned with our most powerful and precious magical
implements. Most trusted Grand Headmaster, you are hereby presented
your first magical garment: the Robe of the
Magical Ancients. Handed down through the
millennia from each age’s most powerful magician, it is now yours
for use in the instruction of our students."

Varias stood. A mage stepped
forward and draped the blood-red robe over him, clasping it about
his neck.

"Next, the
Ring of Judgment, granting
its wearer many powers, one of which is the ability to read and
manipulate any mind. Use it wisely in the teaching of our pupils."
Another mage placed the ring on Varias's right middle
finger.

"Lastly," the elder mage
continued, "the most powerful gift in all of known magical
existence, entrusted only to the hands of our Grand Headmaster, an
ancient and wise sage such as you, Master Varias. Please accept
the Staff of Creation. It shall serve you well; its full magical capability is
unknown to us. Perhaps your heart and magic will be pure enough to
divine all its hidden secrets." The staff was placed in Varias’s
right hand, and the Magi began returning to their seats.

Once the Council was
settled, Xon spoke again. "These three objects function only when
freely given by the Council of Seven here in the magical city of
Kurlam. If stolen or separated, no piece will work. An ancient
spell prevents their misuse. However, once given, their power
cannot be taken away or turned off. The three are one, and the one
are three. At this time, Grand Headmaster Varias, you may speak and
inform the Council of your initial plans as leader of the magical
lands’ schools."

Varias stood perfectly
straight, draped in the blood-red Robe of the Magical Ancients.
"Dearest Council," he began, his voice strangely resonant, "today
you have presented me with what I have sought my entire life. To be
given the Robe of the Magical Ancients, the Ring of Judgment, and
the Staff of Creation is more than I ever dreamed. I thank you
graciously for giving me the three most powerful implements in the
magical lands. I shall use them wisely, starting now."

Varias tapped the Staff of
Creation on the ground. The Ring of Judgment began to glow a
ghastly red. The Robe of the Magical Ancients fluttered as if
caught in an unseen wind. A sudden, loud crackle filled the air
overhead, like thunder and lightning indoors. A dark cloud appeared
near the domed ceiling of the chamber, growing larger, obscuring
half the room. The crackling intensified, the ring’s glow an
ever-brightening crimson.

"What is the meaning of
this, Varias!" screamed Xon, standing, his voice struggling against
the deafening crackle. Varias was now levitating four feet off the
ground. The cloud, thick and black like smoke, covered the entire
ceiling and half the room.

The levitating Varias spoke,
but the voice was different—deeper, more ancient, yet eerily
distant. "I have lived among you as Varias for hundreds of your
years, biding my time until you would adorn me with the three
objects needed for my desires. I thank you, Council, for handing me
the keys to your world without as much as a fight."

A sudden explosion erupted
from within the black cloud, dispersing the smoky darkness
throughout the room, blinding all vision for a moment. The seven
Magi of the Council cowered under their table, without their
staffs. Even if they had their magical tools, nothing could now be
done against a magician wearing all three sacred objects. When the
fog cleared, they cautiously peered out from under the table, only
to behold a horrifying sight.

Where Varias had stood, now
floated a creature, human-like, yet so terrifyingly
incomprehensible that the elder mage Xon was speechless.
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Lordin's Reign
Begins

Floating in the center of
the chamber was a blood-red figure with empty, black nothingness
for a face. It was at least twelve feet tall, adorned in the Robe
of the Magical Ancients, which seemed to grow and shrink in direct
proportion to the creature’s size. The robe swam about the massive
figure, less a piece of clothing and more an extension of the
creature itself. Where a hand should have held the Ring of
Judgment, there was only a bright, sickening red pulsating dot
against the emptiness. The Staff of Creation, held where a hand
should be, was a solid black line, seemingly extending directly
from the hideous red glow surrounding this monstrosity.

Elder Xon finally managed to
stammer, "Wh-what are you?"

A low rumble and a hiss,
like a steam engine before explosion, filled the air. Then came a
voice, unlike anything the seven had ever heard.

"I am the light of
knowledge, come to cover the darkness your narrow mind has
projected upon the world." With every word, each of the seven
Council members felt an unseen, giant hand squeezing them. "I am
the gathering dark, the chill you fight to keep at bay, the fog on
your window. You simple Magi, you cannot ignore the deep well of
magical darkness for centuries, pretending only your weak elemental
schools are the true way, without paying for your ignorance. I have
come to collect upon your ignorance; I am called Lordin in your
magical books. Names and labels, however, are irrelevant. If you
insist, I prefer to be known simply as your coming
destruction."

The seven Magi, now turning
purple, looked at him, their bodies contorting from Lordin's
invisible grasp. Several had already been crushed to death. The
elder mage, Xon, gasped out one pathetic word: "Why?"

"That question is the
definition of hypocritical ignorance. Your destruction allows for
my creation, of course," Lordin told the dying center mage. "Now, I
am done with you. No more wasting what you call time answering
worthless words from a meaningless corpse."

With that, Xon and any
remaining Magi were crushed to death by Lordin's unseen hand. The
only sound after was Lordin's horrifying laughter, followed by a
crackle of thunder. Then the room was empty, save for the dead
bodies and wreckage. No witnesses remained alive to report what
happened. No alarm, no warning, no calls for backup armies would be
sent. Lordin now possessed all the power he needed to unleash the
darkest magic upon a world that had known only schools of elemental
light and learning. Kurlam and the surrounding lands were
completely unprepared for Lordin's invasion of dark magic. Not only
were there no defenses against this evil, but no alarm had even
been sent out, as he had murdered the entire Council before they
could act.
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The Master Plan

Lordin was a creature of
dark magic so ancient, he had been forgotten even
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