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The Ghost Legion: Meeting
new killers can be fun…or not

 


Bugs, biting gnats to be specific, no
one ever talks about the bugs in any of their journals or
chronicles of their heroic marches. They are everywhere and on
everything, blood sucking gnats. I wish we could sic these things
on old Earthshaker. Wormy was cussing up a storm, Cast and Spell
didn’t care they had created shields for themselves the selfish
bastards. They gave us some lame ass excuse about hiding magical
energy as the reason they gave for not extending the protection to
everyone.

“Hey Dagger,” I heard Wormy
call above the din of humming, biting little wings.

“What?!” I called back,
eating four or five bugs in the process.

“Watch this,” Wormy raised
his hands and looked like he was concentrating or shitting himself
for a few moments, then he relaxed and smiled, taking a swig of his
customary flask.

“Look around,” he called
out.

I could hardly believe it, that old
purple worm had conjured some other type of bug from some crazy
shadow world and damn if they weren’t eating the biting gnats while
leaving us alone.

“Bravo Wormy, bravo.” I
couldn’t help but applaud him.

In no time all the bugs were gone but
the drizzling northern rain continued, Wormy just looked at me and
shrugged.

“Not my department Dagger,
the rain is your fault anyway,” followed by another generous pull
of his ever filled silver flask.

It was only two days ago I threw that
ancient blade from Slice through the Abandoner’s skull. The fog was
gone from Nalpore now and we were marching on the forgotten tower.
I was shocked at how easily that blade from Slice cut through and
seemingly killed the Abandoner, leaving nothing but smoke where he
had been standing in the cage surrounded by Cannon and his stone
soldiers. The magical nullification effect they created has to be
the reason it was so simple to kill the Abandoner with the blade.
Of course, the blade was gone now too it went up in smoke with the
abandoner. Along with any remaining hope of survival I held for
myself.

“That’s the price for
killing such a powerful wizard Dagger. Nothing is free.” The
knight-captain said after I wondered about its disappearance to
him. Easy for him to say, now I’m Earthshaker’s most wanted with no
magical protection I know of. I’m not some mysterious magical
badass immortal like knight-captain Iron. I only act the part when
the job calls for it. I was counting on that blade to be there when
we came upon Earthshaker, now I don’t know what the hell is going
to happen.

We never bothered to stay in or near
any towns after the magical fog and its weird colors departed from
them on our move north, we just kept moving, another phase in the
job, another step in the path.

I couldn’t accept the Abandoner’s
death; I had a nagging feeling in my gut that he seemed to die too
easily for someone of his evil legend. Maybe that’s why I couldn’t
believe it, his legend. Now, there seemed to be only one goal left
for us, get to the forgotten tower and get those still alive locked
in there again. But without the blade from Slice I no longer had
the key for the tower, whatever the hell that means anyway. The
knight-captain didn’t seem concerned about the loss of the key
blade, so neither would I…for now. Out loud anyway, I’ll just worry
silently like the rest of the time.

We marched for eight hours through
nearly flat country, a very easy march compared to some of those in
the past. Boring scenery though, the road we followed only went up
and down in small undulating hills. Almost as if a large serpent
were buried beneath it, that or a road surveyor drunker than Wormy.
I looked over at the purple worm, knowing he was thinking the same
thing. I received his customary flask raise; I smiled and continued
pondering to myself. We are all shifting and changing, emotions,
thoughts, these seem to change in all of us every second magical or
not. The only one I could count on to always be the same was Wormy.
Strange after all these years I am starting to see him as the rock
in the storm. Even knight-captain Iron has his moods, but Wormy
he’s just always Wormy and I love him for it. The Gods know I would
worry everyone to death without him.

We came to a part in the road that was
a long straightaway leading down into a valley, the road then
crested back up and over the hill. I didn’t particularly like it
this far north due to the cold, trees could hardly grow. It was
mostly just flat and open pasture for wild game, I found it
stifling and I felt exposed, I need something I can hide behind in
emergencies. Trees always make the perfect hiding place, now there
were none.

“Something is wrong,”
knight-captain Iron said as we came to the lowest point in the
road, just before rising up a hill again.

“Sorcery, new sorcery,” Cast
and Spell spoke in unison together.

“Look, up there on the
hill.” Wormy called out and pointed to a figure all in black with a
horned helm, sitting atop the largest steed I have ever
seen.

“Really?” I called out not
realizing it. “Why not just put some goblins or demons with that
guy, can he get any more typical?” I said as Wormy snorted into his
flask.

It was true, there sat this long figure
atop a hill, wearing flaming black armor with a horned helm. The
eyes of the helm were glowing and his horns were smoking. If I
wasn’t so scared I would have laughed.

“Who’s this joker trying to
scare?” Wormy said as he drank his flask.

“Silence,” the
knight-captain hissed in full command tone. “You are a conjurer
Wormy, not a sorcerer. You cannot feel another’s magical abilities,
I can. This one is powerful, he’s not an actor.”

“Who is he sir?” I
asked.

“I don’t know Dagger, but I
think we’re about to find out.” Iron replied.

“He has the high ground, he
has us at a disadvantage sir,” I reminded him of the
obvious.

“I know that Dagger and I
trust he does as well.”

The huge steed with its horned rider
began walking down the hill slowly as the knight-captain finished
speaking. The clip clop from his giant mount was menacing, even
Wormy shut up as he got closer. I don’t have a magical bone in my
body and I could feel it radiating off of this guy. I was not sure
I was glad to be in the front of the company directly behind the
knight-captain. Sure I wanted to hear the conversation but I knew
if something went wrong I would be first…again. This time with no
magical blade.

We stood there in formation until the
horned man and knight-captain Iron would have been nose to nose had
his mount been of normal size. He and his steed were of an
absolutely unreal size, they towered over the already giant
knight-captain Iron and his mount, and I felt smaller every second.
Knight-captain Iron raised his hand, the horned man did not respond
in kind. Instead from within the helm a voice spoke, like a forced
whisper almost a hiss. It was damned frightening.

“I am Mafel; you have my
apprentice in your ranks Iron.”

The knight-captain looked surprised.
Not because this creature knew his name, but because he didn’t know
we held such a person. Before he spoke Wormy chimed in, I thought
it was to say something about the man’s name and then the fight
would be on but he didn’t.

“Sir, I may know the man he
speaks of.”

“You may? Speak up”
knight-captain Iron replied annoyed.

“In the slave pen, those I
rescued outside of Nalpore to prepare the way for our camp. All the
slaves looked like broken sheep except one man, there was something
different in his eyes. I was going to single him out for a chat,
but I haven’t had the chance yet.”

“Go and find him at once!”
Knight-captain Iron snapped.

Wormy flew to the back of the army and
found the man in no more than ten minutes, bringing him forward on
the back of his mount. The man let himself down when he saw Mafel.
He bowed before his Master and walked to his huge mount. Mafel
reached down and lifted him to the back of the enormous steed. I
couldn’t get over its size, there was no way this was a natural
horse. Mafel was almost as big as a damned mountain
troll,

“Who are these people? Where
do they come from?”

I thought knight-captain Iron or Cannon
was large but damn, these wonders of the north never cease. Mafel
spoke,

“I thank you for rescuing my
foolish apprentice from slavery Iron, I was preoccupied elsewhere.
You are no doubt aware of the events afoot even beyond the reach of
Earthshaker?”

“That I am,” knight-captain
Iron answered. “If I may, I have been around a very long time in
this realm. How is it I have never heard of you Mafel?”

“Perhaps you have
Iron.”

Mafel turned his eyes of fire gaze to
me,

“He’s looking for you
Dagger, take heed. Stay close to your rock brethren now that the
blade has made itself scarce.”

I didn’t bother asking questions, I
simply nodded. It’s not my job to be some magical question master
and I was lost in the fire of his eyes.

Crusher, who had been in the rear, came
forward with remarkable speed right up to the side of
Mafel.

“I know you, I know you. I
remember you, Gods it’s been millennia but I still
remember!”

Crusher was riding back and forth now
around the huge mount more excited than I had ever seen him. He
even let his perfect silver hair be affected by the
wind.

“Iron, say hello to
Deathlover, think and remember. Before the evil of Earthshaker he
and the others had their wars in ancient days of legend. I think he
was working for Earthshaker until Dagger here killed the Abandoner
in his gilded cage the other day, now he’s no longer their slave.
Where he’s been who can say but here he is!”

Knight-captain Iron’s eyes widened as
he remembered. It was the first time I had ever seen a look of
surprise and wonder come over his face and then he spoke to
Crusher.

“The ancient blade somehow
broke the spell holding him as one of the wizards of the Abandoner
and Earthshaker. It allowed him to return as the Deathlover from
ancient times. Does he remember anything?”

“I remember everything,”
Deathlover spoke. “I also hear everything again, Earthshaker this
infant, he must pay with his life for making me that monster; that
enslaved evil. They used to call me evil in ancient times as well,
I’m glad to meet those who can see truth for once.”

He looked evil enough to me. We were
shocked, we sat in stunned silence. I thought I had seen it all, I
was dead wrong. I can only imagine his feelings, how would you feel
if you found out the evil you have been causing your whole life was
because you were a slave under the control of an even greater evil?
Would you hate him for taking your free will? We were confused,
these are the times it’s important to remember we trust only one
another. The brotherhood is the only thing keeping us
together.

They chatted a few more minutes making
plans to meet later when each had furthered their own agendas. Then
the knight-captain and Crusher both bid farewell to Deathlover and
his apprentice, allowing both of them to leave unmolested. Perhaps
even as new powerful allies.

“Now that is what I call an
Ace,” Crusher whispered to knight-captain Iron.

“Definitely unexpected, I
had forgotten he was Deathlover those thousands of years ago, time
is catching me!” They both had a chuckle.

“We may need to use him yet,
let’s set up camp at the top of that hill, we’re closing in on the
tower,” Knight-captain Iron said as he finished
speaking.

We could all now see the obsidian tower
from where we were off in the distance. It was kind of beautiful,
if evil. With its vertically smooth polished black, almost
translucent. We marched out of the dip in the road to the top of
the hill. We were happy to be on high ground again. Off to the
right was a nice flat plateau for us to setup camp. It was the
perfect scenario, too perfect. Something felt wrong and I said so
to everyone. From Wormy to Cast and Spell to our rock brethren
Cannon we all had the same feeling of being setup. We all went to
Crusher and the knight-captain who both confirmed and shared our
suspicions. They simply said this is a temporary camp and the
problem is being in such close proximity to the
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