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The sun streamed through the window on
an angle that allowed Verg to see out but no one could see in from
outside on the street. Rega soon joined him at the window, the
rumbling and explosions just across the courtyard; really a small
park more than anything could not be ignored. They had never heard
anything like it and couldn’t help but startle with every loud
boom! Rak’Sul had taken Basner to meet the stranger he told them
about last night during dinner downstairs in the inn. Verg and Rega
were told to stay but couldn’t help but follow. Besides, they were
in a city no one they knew had thought even existed. There was so
much to see, it was a shame they would have to keep moving north
after Basner’s meeting. The city seemed well removed and perfectly
safe from the red horde to Verg and Rega. There was a strong
magical presence in the city as far as they could tell.

Rak’Sul and Basner had walked quite a
distance, Verg and Rega had positioned themselves inside a shop on
the opposite side of the street. Perfectly adjusting for the sun,
they browsed around acting like typical customers until the
explosions began. They couldn’t help but be drawn to the window.
The shopkeeper seemed unaffected by these loud explosions and
didn’t seem in a hurry to explain them to Verg and Rega either; he
just appeared to want them to buy something or leave.

BOOM!!! Again the exploding, this time
so violent the windows rattled and a long, slow rumbling followed
the immediate explosion. Immediately following there were multiple,
rapid explosions.

“What is going on over
there?” Rega finally asked Verg, the shopkeeper answered
instead.

“That’s the Mage of Berasa,
he must be doing another one of his experiments, wasn’t quite so
loud yesterday.” He then went nonchalantly back to his
paperwork.

After he had finished speaking Verg saw
the fiery figure of Rak’Sul walk out of the house and into the
middle of the street where he pointed his finger directly at the
window they were standing.

“How could he know? Let’s
go.” Verg said to Rega and they both slowly walked out of the store
and into the street over to where Rak’Sul stood.

“I told you two, wait at the
inn for us,” Rak’Sul admonished them.

“We never have been any good
at following orders,” Rega said, Verg stood unblinking. The fiery
otherworldliness of Rak’Sul always seemed to mesmerize him. A smile
came over Rak’Sul’s fiery bearded face as he laid a hand on each of
their shoulders and spoke.

“Good, then it is you two I
seek, didn’t recognize you there for a second.” Smiling he turned
and began to walk back into the Mage of Berasa’s home and workshop.
Verg and Rega followed, they could tell Rak’Sul wanted them to come
inside; it didn’t need to be vocalized.

Walking up the narrow sidewalk leading
into the workshop the ground began to rumble again. Verg and Rega
kept walking, before they knew it the wall to the left of them
which was part of the Mage’s home exploded into dust as a machine
of iron and steam with clamping metal teeth came slamming through
the wall out of control. A wiry, bald little man in a red velvet
robe and nothing else was chasing after the machine waving his
hands in strange gestures and uttering various incantations. All
the while the machine continued its rampage around the yard and
surrounding area. Verg and Rega were scared by the spectacle; they
huddled behind an almost hysterically laughing Rak’Sul.

“Behold, the great Mage of
Berasa,” he said and continued laughing.

Finally one of the spells or hand
gestures must have worked because the iron machine came to a
complete standstill. The wiry little man stood there looking up at
the giant machine with an exasperated red face. He kicked one of
its tracks in anger and then proceeded to hobble around in a circle
howling in pain for a moment.

It took them a few moments through the
dust to see Basner was now standing in the gaping hole where the
wall had been, dust still swirling around him.

“That is the Mage of
Berasa?” Verg asked Basner incredulously as they walked towards one
another. Verg looked at the damage amazed.

“No that’s his personal
inventor and alchemist; he’s not even in town right now.” Basner
answered back as Verg looked to Rak-Sul who was chuckling and
puffing his pipe.

“What, you’re going to trust
everything you hear now mighty Rak’Verg? Very dangerous mindset I
must say.” Rak’Sul said as a teacher would to a child between
puffs, Rega just laughed.

“Did you find what you were
looking for Basner?” Rak’Sul asked as the four of them began
walking away from the rubble.

“Yes, I’m glad I found it
before Mirv, that’s the inventor. He wanted to show me his
improvements for farming,” Basner answered. Rak’Sul chuckled again
through the smoke.

“You mean Basner is a Mage
now?” Rega asked Rak’Sul stunned.

“No not exactly, think of it
as a seed that has been planted, it must now be allowed the time to
grow properly. The way of magic has been opened for Basner and now
I will be able to better feed his magic speeding up the process,”
he answered. Verg stopped walking and called out, “Just what in the
hells are we?!” quicker than he wanted to, realizing after he had
spoken that he didn’t mean to say that one out loud.

Rak’Sul flung around piercing him with
his eyes again, “Fire” is the word Verg heard in his mind again.
Thoughts fled from Verg’s mind as flames arose. Rak’Sul
spoke,

“You are the rebirth I exist
for Verg; I told you I have waited four thousand years for your
reincarnation. What are you? You’re invincible, immortal. That’s
what you are.”

Verg didn’t answer, he was sorry he had
asked anything in the first place. But the strain of realizing who
you are through memory, without the actual abilities you know you
should possess was beginning to wear on him. The memories never
stopped, sometimes Verg didn’t even know whose life he was
remembering. Rak’Sul could sense their strain and saw the time to
continue moving north was fast approaching; Verg was ready for his
next lesson towards becoming Rak-Verg.

All he needed in Berasa was for Basner
to connect his will to magic and that had been done, nothing to do
with his abilities or knowledge now but wait. Magic is not an
instant transformation despite the myths. As Rak’Sul had told them,
the way is more akin to planting a seed. But the young always
expect instant fire, and when they finally get it they don’t know
what do with it anyway he thought to himself.

“Come, let’s go gather our
things and keep moving north. We have done what we came here to do
there is nothing left to learn in Berasa.”

“Sounds good to me,” an
uneasy Verg answered looking at his sister who agreed.

“Do you feel any different
Basner; can you tell us what happened?” Rega asked him as they were
walking back to the third eye inn.

“No, that’s just it. I feel
exactly the same. I went in there expecting all kinds of rituals
and incantations and then I see this crazy old guy running back and
forth around the house. I saw him and he screamed for my name. I
told him my name, he handed me this necklace and said put it on.
Then he went to play with his machines.” Basner said as he showed
them a silver, hooped necklace with the silver skull of a crow
hanging from it the necklace went right through the eye
sockets.

“Charming,” Verg said and
smiled.

“I thought so too only thing
is now I can’t take it off,” Basner said.

“What do you mean you can’t
take it off? You just slip it over your head and take it off.” Verg
stated in his most confident tone.

“No Verg, once a mage has
placed his or her seed necklace on it can never be removed until
their death. I foresee our Basner here growing into one of the most
powerful Wizards the world has ever known.” Rak’Sul spoke over them
answering the question.

“I see,” was Verg’s only
reply.

By the time they had reached the inn
Nel had their cart packed and mounted up all ready to go. Rak’Sul
gave him a small sack full of blue coins. Nel was overjoyed and his
squeal revealed it. Their food and water had been replenished and
the horses properly horseshoed and magically protected so these
particular horseshoes would decay ten times slower than normal
ones. The squeak in the axle was gone too, a small but significant
spell. They loaded into the ox cart to continue on to whatever city
lay next on the map of the old northern imperial magister. Rak’Sul
took the reins as the three piled into the back, each to find their
place amongst the newly restocked foodstuffs just like when they
had originally left Vir Durbel. The cart lurched forward with a
snap as they headed for the main northern entrance and exit of
Berasa leading further into the northern lands. Approaching the
gate Verg’s stomach began to knot up, as did Rega’s. The crows head
on the necklace of Basner began to glow red in the eyes.

“My chain feels hot,” Basner
said as the cart continued inching closer to the gate.

Rak’Sul stopped the cart and uttered a
strange word that none of them had heard before. Immediately a
large blue field of energy activated and began undulating like
water over the entirety of Berasa acting as some sort of magical
shield. Rak’Sul spoke again and another, smaller field of
protection the same color appeared just over the cart
itself.

“What’s happening,” Verg
asked standing like a dolt.

“Quiet get down!” Rak’Sul
commanded him looking into the sky.

As Verg sat back down the ground
shook…and again. Thump! Thump! Thump! In front of the gate to
Berasa just outside the wall of the shimmering blue magical shield
erected by Rak’Sul landed four red dragons in a line, each larger
than the next. They were a nightmarish version of a dragon, covered
in scales bigger than the average dwelling. Their large, never
ending razor sharp teeth were dripping and shining with blood the
same color of their scales.

“Gods,” was all the loud
mouth Verg could manage to whisper, the others just sat in stunned
silence. Rak’Sul stood and walked down off of the ox cart towards
the dragons, his robes ignited again moving with living fire.
Sitting on top of the largest dragon was a creature so hideous that
at first sight a person’s reaction was visceral. Verg gagged, Rega
gasped and Basner spit. The thing they saw was nearly a quarter of
the dragon’s size itself with the form of a man, having two arms
and two legs. Its head was another story in itself though. Coming
to a sharp point and blood red like his armor, the skull was more
like a shark than a man. Its teeth were large and scissor like, too
large for the face making it appear unnatural.

“Is that Xusk?” Rega asked
Basner tugging on his sleeve.

“How should I know I’m a
damned seedling?” Basner said and was quivering, the crows head was
still glowing bright red though now more intense.

“Why tell me who I am or was
and not give me the power to defend that knowledge?” Verg cried out
in a panic to no one in particular.

The dragon that the hideous creature
was sitting upon kept swinging its neck side to side like the
hideous serpent it was. It seemed to be trying to look into the ox
cart, probing for the three. A voice spoke, coming from the
creature on the dragon. A voice so evil the malevolence within it
was tangible.

“Raaak-Sssuuulll you think
you have found the three. Why would you believe the Master even has
reason to fear the three after so long…?”

“Your very presence here
reveals his fear Oznog, his stink of fear has filled this world for
too long.” Rak’Sul answered stepping closer, flames shooting in
every direction.

The smoking pipe was gone; it had
transformed into a staff with a blowing orb sitting atop it the
same color as the cherry of his pipe when burning. Now shining
amber and translucent it pulsated with energy waves causing the
dragons to flinch, the smaller two were becoming increasingly
agitated the closer Rak’Sul walked towards them. They were flapping
and jumping like excited chickens. Off to the right a crow screamed
so loud it shattered a stone parapet high on a building. Basner
screamed immediately afterwards and fell to his knees.

“Basner!” Verg yelled and
caught him as he fell.

“What’s wrong?” Rega cried
out setting him down on one knee gently with Verg.

“I can hear them,” Basner
answered trancelike.

“Hear who?” They both asked
shaking and
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