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Rise Of The Forgotten: Fated Paths Cross



  	
        
            
            Is fate absolute, its threads unbroken, weaving all that lives and dies as if no choice could alter the pattern? Do gods and mortals act of their own will, or do unseen currents guide their steps, bending their hearts and minds toward some inevitable conclusion? And yet… in the spaces between, in the quiet folds of existence that none dare name, there stirs a forgotten being, a shadow beneath the loom, whose whispers may yet tug at the strands and set the world trembling in ways even fate cannot foresee.

      

    


​Chapter 1 – A Scorched Blessing

The bright, scorching sun beat down mercilessly on the lone farmer laboring in the garden. Each swing of his tool drew a grunt, a rhythm of toil beneath the unrelenting heat. Sweat stung his eyes, and when he finally stopped, he wiped his brow with a calloused hand and shuffled over to the moss-covered stone wall that framed the garden’s edge.

Dropping onto the stone, he exhaled deeply. This patch of earth had flourished under his care, and something within him had grown alongside it—relief and quiet pride that he'd almost forgotten how to feel. His cracked lips barely tasted the faint sweetness of fresh bread drifting from the small house nearby; the dry air and dust still clung stubbornly to his senses.

Sweat dripped down his amber beard, mingling with dirt and weariness. His long hair, once tightly bound in a bun, had loosened into tangled strands that fell unevenly over his shoulders. He glanced toward an untouched patch of soil beyond the garden, dread prickling at his gut. The thought of starting all over again was heavy and disheartening—but then, a simple joy welled up inside him, bright and fierce, chasing the shadow away.

The corners of his mouth twitched into a grin. The farmer started walking toward the house, whistling a tune from a distant past. Memories, bittersweet and tender, flooded his mind, filling him with warmth that made his grin grow into a full smile.

The farm had been his sanctuary for the last eight years. A place he was hesitant to allow himself to breathe in. 

A welcoming cool wind blanketed him. He stood for a moment and allowed bliss to bloom in his heart.

But the wind carried a chill. A strike like lightning ran through his bones, snapping him back to the present.

The farmer spun and was met with three figures standing before him, each radiating a solemn and formidable presence. A white-furred Leonoid with piercing blue eyes gripped a gilded glaive, his mane braided with rings that gleamed in the sun. Beside him, a dark-skinned human clad in polished armor held his glowing hands aloft, arcane runes swirling around his fingers. Towering over them both was an enormous Elofolk, his shield and mace wreathed in spikes and jagged metal. All three wore shimmering golden armor and bore holy symbols around their necks.

Behind them, a colossal armored figure loomed, adorned with flickering candles on their shoulders and back. Their face was hidden behind an ornate death-mask helmet, shrouded by a dark hood. In their massive hands rested a heavy tome, ancient and powerful.

The farmer’s heart hammered in his chest. They were not here to bless or preach. The hairs at the nape of his neck stood on end. He glanced toward the house, calculating the distance in desperate hope. It clicked—he wouldn’t reach her in time. He needed to warn her.

Summoning every ounce of cautious courage, his voice rang out steady and serious. “Can I help you, gentlemen?”

No answer came at first, only silence. Then the armored giant’s voice boomed, low and authoritative: “We have come to deal with a dark, vile creature born from the bowels of hell itself—an evil that matches your description.”

The farmer’s mind bounced from question to question. “Do they know who I am? If they do then how did they find me?”

The Leonoid licked his lips revealing his excitement, crouching into an attacking stance, glaive held firmly before him. The Elofolk raised his shield protectively. The human stood firm, hands glowing brighter, runes spinning faster.

The farmer’s chest tightened. This was a fight for survival. Within him, his instinct ignited like small embers of a burned-out fire.

“If there is an issue, I am more than willing to help,” he pleaded, desperation sharpening his words. “I have done nothing wrong, nor do I intend to—”

A sudden burst of blinding light erupted behind the group, slicing through the midday glare. The brilliance stretched wide, pausing just a few feet beyond the farmer, then vanished as quickly as it had come. The three warriors blinked, exchanging confused glances before turning to the armored giant for guidance.

“This one is far stronger than the last we faced,” the giant said grimly. “Do not fear. We carry the holy light and the faith of the Most High. He does not stand a chance.”

The farmer’s breath hitched as he unleashed a medium-sized blast of force energy, sending it against the Elofolk’s shield and pushing him back. The Leonoid charged, leaping through the air with deadly intent.

The farmer rolled left, steadying himself on his right leg, then countered with a solid right hook to the Leonoid’s cheek. The sharp impact sent a jolt through both men. He followed with a left knee aimed at the chin, but the Leonoid dodged deftly, swinging his glaive overhead in a brutal arc.

Pain flared as the blade slashed the farmer’s chest. He jumped back, gripping the wound, relieved it wasn’t worse.

Suddenly, fire exploded from the human’s hands. It struck the farmer’s left arm. The farmer dropped his arm, rolling into a kneeling position. The farmer's arm was seared, the smell of flesh overwhelmed his nose, while the high-pitched pain echoed from his arm.  The caster’s eyes locked onto the farmer, preparing another spell.

The Leonoid rushed and attacked again, swinging in a fierce cross and reverse motion. The farmer twisted and rolled on the ground, heart hammering, barely escaping the deadly strikes.

The earth trembled beneath them. The Leonoid grinned and flipped backward as the Elofolk surged forward with his massive mace.

The farmer threw himself aside just in time—the heavy weapon impacted the ground, leaving a deep dent.

Trying to steady his breath, the farmer’s left side and leg were scorched by another firebolt. He collapsed, gasping for air. The sting of the dirt entering his wounds as the farmer rolled for survival, danced with the searing pain. 

When he tried to rise, the Leonoid’s glaive cut across his face, carving a long gash from temple to chin. Blood mixed with sweat and dirt stung his eyes and mouth. The farmer felt as if his face was to fall from his very skull.

The pain ricocheted through his body. A chaotic mix of agony and adrenaline overtook the farmer's mind. But he forced himself to stillness, drawing a deep, steadying breath. The farmer gripped tightly around the pain and snuffed it out like a torch thrown into the sea.

The farmer clenched the dirt at his feet and flung it into the Leonoid’s eyes. The sudden blindness gave him a chance—he delivered a powerful uppercut, sending the Leonoid flying backward.

The glaive slipped from the Leonoid’s hand, but the farmer spun swiftly, catching it midair and leaping toward the Elofolk. The massive warrior was taken aback by the sudden resurgence. The Elofolk raised his shield, bracing for the relentless assault.

The dark-skinned human weaved his hands fiercely. He began crafting a more potent spell. 

But the farmer pressed on, striking with a speed and ferocity that seemed impossible given his wounds. The Elofolk’s shield was knocked aside.

Face to face, the Elofolk saw the gash on the farmer’s face healed before his eyes, the burns faded like aged scars. The farmer’s expression was hollow, focused—a mask of cold determination.

He swung overhead, but the glaive was pulled from his grasp at the last second, flying back to the Leonoid’s side.

With a triumphant grin, the Leonoid pointed behind the farmer. Turning, he was met with a brutal headbutt from the Elofolk, his nose shattered. Pain and swelling exploded through his face as he clutched it with one hand.

“Bastard,” he whispered, raising his other arm.

A ring of fire and molten rock erupted beneath the Elofolk in a roaring blaze. The great warrior screamed in agony.

The Leonoid lunged, slashing the farmer across the back. The farmer’s legs buckled and he fell. The crushing weight of defeat pressed down on his heart.

The fire died, leaving the Elofolk scorched and singed. He slammed his shield into the farmer’s back again, driving him to the dirt.

“Blasted demon!” the Elofolk roared. “Do you think your power is able to defeat the chosen knights of he who is high?!”

“Be calm, Sir Richard,” the armored giant said, stepping forward with authority. “Do not let this dark creature drag you into rage. Its demonic power is nothing compared to those who hold faith in the Most High.”

Sir Richard composed himself. Taking steps away from the defeated farmer. “Yes, Grandmaster Talon,” Sir Richard replied.

Talon knelt and grasped the farmer’s face, lifting it so their eyes met. For a brief moment, the farmer peered past the death mask into the soul beneath—a storm of rage and pride.

With chilling cheerfulness, Talon declared, “This is one of the Dark Lord’s lieutenants. You have done well to bring this foul creature to justice.”

He dropped the farmer unceremoniously and turned to the human.

“Sir Stonewall, hold this demon while I prepare the banishment.”

Stonewall bowed, dispelling the glowing runes around his hands. “Um yes, Grandmaster.” He said with a hesitant tone.

Stonewall tightened invisible bonds around the farmer. He gasped, struggling, desperation thick in his voice.

“Don’t do this,” the farmer pleaded. “I’m no demon, nor a lieutenant of the Dark Lord. I’m a retired soldier from the Western Wars. Don’t do this.”

“Do not listen to the lies of this evil thing,” Talon commanded, he turned to the Leonoid. “Sir Abdalla, silence this creature.”

“It would be an honor, Grandmaster,” Abdalla said, pressing his claws firmly against the man’s mouth.

The farmer struggled, but it was useless.

Talon flipped through the massive tome, stopping on a page with a flourish that blocked Stonewall’s view.

Raising his hand, Talon intoned, “The spell is ready. Step back.”

He placed his heavy metal hand on the man’s face and recited:

“Oh He Who Is Most High, our Father and Creator, banish this dark devil back to the depths of hell from which he was born—from the vile pits where accursed monsters dwell in the Dark Lord’s domain, where his minions breed uncontrollably. Bless us, your mortals, who do the work you have laid before us. We thank you for your love and blessings to come.”

With a blinding flash, the farmer vanished, leaving only the crushed grass behind.

The four holy warriors bowed their heads in silent prayer—until a small rock struck them.

They turned to see a boy and a girl yelling, fury and grief burning in their voices.

“You monsters! He wasn’t a demon!” the girl cried. “How dare you come to my farm and gang up on him like that?” the boy shouted.

A woman rushed out, clasping their mouth to silence them. “Hush now. You don’t know who you speak to,” she whispered fiercely.

Another older woman fell to her knees, hands raised in despair. In front of the children and women. As if to shield them from uncertainty.

The knights approached. The older woman's voice trembled as she pleaded, “Please, I’m sorry. We meant no offense. I’ll take any punishment, but please don’t hurt my children.”

Talon grabbed the older woman's face, her fear trembling through her body. He peered into her eyes, through the tears that built.

Talon studied her. The moment stretched into what felt like minutes. “She is human, not a demon,” he said, releasing her.

Tears streamed down the older woman's face as she whispered, “Thank you, my lord. May the gods bless the holy—”

Talon’s gaze hardened as he turned to the children. “But it appears the demon has lain with this woman, siring half-bred spawns of evil. See how they roar and attack those who do the Most High’s work. For this, they must be killed—along with their mother and anyone who associates with a devil.”

The women’s screams filled the air—anguish and horror mingled in every sound.

Sir Abdalla and Sir Richard followed behind the women as they ran toward the house.

Stonewall stepped forward, voice low and steady. “Grandmaster, they are not half-breeds, no more than unruly children. If that man was truly a demon, my fire would not have harmed him.”

“Do you question the holy work of He Who Is Most High?” Talon snapped.

“No, Grandmaster. I only seek to better understand—”

“Then do the work he has laid before you, and do not question him again!” Talon barked.

Collecting himself, Talon added coldly, “I do not speak out of anger, but out of concern for your faith’s foundation. Repent your doubts.”

Humming the same mournful tune as the man, Talon approached the small house. He laid his hand on the blockade set by Abdalla and Richard and ignited it, flames roaring to life.

He turned and led the three holy warriors down the road.

The fire climbed high, smoke billowing into the once-clear sky. The screams and cries from the burning house echoed, a haunting dirge to a lost innocence.


​

​Chapter 2 - His Return 

The stars glittered softly in the quiet night sky, their gentle light mingling with the steady chorus of crickets. Fireflies flickered lazily, their glow dimmed as acrid smoke from the burned home crept through the air, suffocating the fragile magic of the night.

Suddenly, a flash of light cut through the darkness. The farmer jolted upright, confusion clouding his eyes as he struggled to place himself. Then the scent hit him—a familiar, bitter smoke, choking and sharp—and his heart clenched with dread.

He turned toward the ruins of the house.

“No... no, gods, not again! Why have you brought this upon me once more?!” he cried, his voice cracking in the stillness. Clenching his fists, he dug his nails into the dry earth, trying to ground himself as memories of pain and loss swirled violently in his mind.

For a moment, he forced his emotions into silence—as if turning a switch off inside himself.

He shuffled back to the broken tool he had used that morning, gripping it tightly. Then, with mounting fury, he began to dig—not gently, but with savage strikes, each blow hitting the earth harder than the last. The tool snapped under the force, shards of dirt flying into his bloodied face. Rage twisted his features as he punched the ground with raw desperation, breaking through the surface.

Even this fury was not enough to hold back the flood of grief.

He sank to his knees in the hole he had made, the darkness around him a mirror of the heaviness inside. Minutes passed in silence until, at last, his ragged breath steadied and his mind quieted enough to function.

Slowly, he climbed out of the grave-sized pit and, with a heavy heart, approached the smoldering remains of the home.

Memories rushed back, vivid and cruel—the children’s laughter echoing through the halls, the games they played in the fading light, their mother humming softly while preparing the evening meal, telling stories of heroes long past.

He moved carefully through the ruins, searching for any sign of the family.

Among the charred debris, he found the aunt—who had come to stay only a year ago after losing her own family to a savage beast in the south. Gently, he lifted her lifeless form and carried her to the grave he had dug.

Tenderly, he laid her down.

He continued through the wreckage and found the little girl’s doll, singed but intact, and the wooden sword he had carved for the boy. Placing them carefully to the side, he reached deeper into the rubble—and then his hand met a tiny, cold grasp.

The child’s hand.

Pain erupted in his chest, unbearable and sharp.

He whispered brokenly to the heavens above, voice raw with sorrow: “I begged you... let me live alone, away from the world, or at least grant me a fragment of happiness. I begged you. I did all I could, everything I thought might appease even one of you damned gods.”

With trembling hands, he lifted the rubble—and there, held together by their mother’s arms, lay the children.

The sight shattered him. His throat felt tight, as if choked by the very stones he had moved that morning. His hands shook uncontrollably; breath came in desperate gasps.

Tears poured down his face like a relentless waterfall, but he knew he must still himself. For them.

He wiped his face and carefully arranged the bodies—mother and children, aunt and toys—side by side.

There was no family blanket to wrap them in, no ornate coffin made by loving hands. There was only this earth, cold and unyielding.

He covered them with soil, pushing the largest stones he had cleared earlier over the grave.

With a shaking hand, he carved words into the heaviest stone:

“Here lies the Brewer Family—A loving mother, a caring aunt, a brave son, and a beautiful daughter.”

Beneath, he traced a smaller rock with a single, simple phrase:

“I am sorry.”

As he rose, the distant sound of hooves broke the silence. A horse and carriage approached along the road.

The father had come home early.

The farmer watched as the father stumbled from the carriage, panic twisting his features. He rushed toward the ruins, eyes wild.

“Please,” the father gasped, clutching the farmer's arm, “tell me my family is alright, Diomede.”

Tears blurred Diomede’s vision, but he said nothing. Only stared.

The father’s gaze drifted behind Diomede—toward the freshly dug grave.

“No, no, I won’t look,” he pleaded desperately.

“Please,” he begged, voice cracking, “tell me... my children... were spared this fate.”

Diomede gripped the man’s arm firmly, pulling him toward the grave.

The father collapsed beside it, wailing into the night with raw anguish that tore at Diomede’s soul.

The father buried his face in his hands. ‘You were right,’ he muttered, muffled and broken. ‘I never should have let you stay here.’ His sorrow weighed heavily, but fury smoldered beneath, burning hotter with each word.

“I curse the day you pulled me from that field of corpses!” the father shouted, “I curse you, Diomede!”

Diomede looked at him, silent, words failing him.

Without a word, he turned away and crossed the young wheat fields to the small hut he had called home these last eight years.

Inside, he moved methodically, knocking over furniture in a sudden burst of fury. He tore through the floorboards, flinging splinters aside.

At last, he found what he sought: a large chest, just big enough to hold a man.

His eyes darkened with hatred and dread.

Whispering a word in a forgotten tongue, he opened the chest.

Inside lay a brown fur cloak wrapped around a great sword and two twin axes, their handles carved with bear likenesses, all bound in worn wrappings. Beneath them rested a suit of heavy armor—scarred, rune-etched, battle-worn.

With deliberate care, Diomede donned the armor.

Memories surged unbidden—horrors of war, terrible deeds, blood spilled in foreign lands. His core sank into the void that awakened within him once again.

He tied the armor tightly, slid the great sword onto his back, its dark blade swallowing the moonlight rather than reflecting it.

The twin axes found their place at his side along his belt.

A heavy sigh escaped him as he draped the fur cloak over his shoulders.

The shifting weight of his tools of war. Gave a sense that mirrored a lover's embrace.

The father stumbled into the room, voice trembling with desperation.

“You think this will do any good?” he asked bitterly. “All this will do is bring trouble to everyone around you. Like my family, you’ll get someone killed.”

Diomede met his gaze steadily.

“I am truly sorry, Brunos, for the curse I brought to you and your family.”

He wiped his face one last time. The pain and sorrow faded, replaced by a cold, emotionless mask.

In a dead tone, he said, “Those who did this came from Umar. I’m going there—to find answers. I pray the days ahead become easier to bear.”

Without another word, he slipped into the night, swallowed by shadows along the road.

Brunos kicked the chest angrily as it vanished from this realm with a strange, warping sound.

“Figures,” he muttered, then turned back to the hut.

All through the night, he tossed and shattered what remained inside.

By mid-morning, a group of men from the surrounding farms approached, their faces drawn and haunted.

They cried out in anguish as they neared Brunos.

Turning to him, they spoke with the same disbelief:

“They came here too!” Their voices overlapped.

Brunos, confused, demanded, “What are you talking about!?”

A soft, deep voice rose through the crowd. The town elder stepped forward.

“They came for all who lived on the edges of the town, accusing them of being demons. Then, they turned on their— families.”

Brunos sank to his knees, overwhelmed.

“Why?” he whispered. “Why do they do this to us? We’re nothing but farmers and hunters.”

The elder placed a steady hand on his shoulder.

“We don’t know why. If not for Fjord, who was out in Canoot’s wheat field, we would have never known.”

Brunos looked around at the others—fellow villagers who had lost loved ones.

One farmer spoke up, voice tight with grief.

“I’d always heard the rumors of Umar knights attacking folks who lived far from the capital... but I never gave it much thought.”

“I heard those too,” Bruno said. His eyes were fixed on the charred remains before him, as though burning the image deeper into memory. “But this... never this.”

The farmers exchanged uneasy glances.

“So... they just attacked your family?” one asked.

Brunos rose to his feet, voice steady now.

“No. I was away, at the road inns. They must have thought Diomede was the head of the household.”

Brunos pointed toward the road.

“He said they were from Umar's Capital. He’s going there to find answers.”

The farmers stared down the path Diomede had taken.

The elder stepped forward, voice grave.

“That man has borne the burden of many lost souls. I pray this tragedy holds true meaning from the gods.”


​Chapter 3 — Crimson Wind

Diomede walked, each step heavier than the last, weighed down by the impossible burden of leaving the only home he had known. Anger simmered beneath his calm exterior—a bitter resentment toward himself for allowing even the smallest flicker of happiness to take root in his heart. The wind swept along the road, carrying with it a familiar presence.

A figure descended behind him, a red trench coat trimmed in gold swirling like the conductor of a dark orchestra. Obsidian shoulder bracers caught the fading light as he landed silently.

“So, more innocents have died because of your curse,” the man said with unsettling cheer. “Or so you think, young Diomede.”

Diomede’s hands clenched his fur cloak tighter as he spun, desperate to grab hold. But the man floated just beyond reach, drifting like a shadow overhead.

“What do you want from me now?” Diomede growled, rage creeping into his voice.

The man stopped his gestures and turned fully. “What I want is nothing you can offer, nor anything you could ever give me.”

Diomede’s eyes narrowed. “Then why do I see you now, for the first time in twelve years, Diego?”

A mischievous smile spread across Diego’s face. He shaped a square with his fingers and peered through it like a frame. “The box I gave you... came back to me. Naturally, I was curious.”

Diomede exhaled in bitter resignation. “Of course it did.”

Before Diego could reply, the ground shook. A colossal shadow rose from the trees—a Gultonk, a monstrous brute towering over ten feet tall. Its jaws bristled with jagged black and brown teeth, reeking of decay and rot. Crude animal pelts hung from its shoulders, fastened with skulls, and it gripped a twisted lamppost like a club.

The beast swung. The makeshift weapon crashed into Diomede’s side with bone-splintering force. He was hurled into a massive tree; his ribs cracked as the trunk collapsed on top of him.

Diomede’s arm shattered, pinned beneath the weight.

Diego appeared at the fallen trunk’s edge, brushing aside branches to reveal Diomede’s bloodied face. Crimson dripped from his mouth and nose.

“You do remember how to stand up, don’t you?” Diego teased with a playful pout, releasing a branch that snapped back across Diomede’s face.

Diomede strained, shoving with his left arm while the broken right began to heal wrong beneath the trunk’s pressure.

The Gultonk roared and wrenched the tree aside, eager for another strike. Diomede blasted its skull with raw force, the impact staggering the brute. He rolled free and staggered upright, limping into the night.

Diego’s laughter followed him. “Why run? It’s only a Gultonk from the southern hills!”

Diomede didn’t look back. He pushed forward until a stream shimmered in the moonlight. Kneeling, he drank sparingly, then wedged his ruined arm between two branches, forcing it back into place. The pain was blinding—needle-sharp fire tearing through bone and tendon—but he grit his teeth until the joint set. Slowly, the agony dulled. Exhausted, he sat beneath the tree, eyes closing in brief relief.

When he opened them, a young doe stood before him. Delicate, watchful, it moved cautiously through the tall grass, never breaking eye contact. When it paused, he mirrored its stillness.

Dawn crept pale through the leaves. Diomede rose carefully, towering over the creature.

“I mean no harm,” he said softly.

The doe approached, sniffed his outstretched hand—and bit down sharply. The bite grew harder, but he did not pull away.

“How long will you keep this up, Dafeena?” he said at last.

Her eyes glowed softly pink. With a flash of radiant light, the doe transformed into a tall, ethereal Galilain woman. White hair spilled like a river; her pale blue robes shimmered with silver ornaments and a delicate crown.

She giggled, pointing at him. “It’s been a long time, Diomede. What brings a cursed one like you to one of my forests?”

Diomede’s brow furrowed. “One of your forests? I’m nowhere near the western woods.”

“Territories have changed over the last four years,” she said with sly amusement. “This patch was a gift—from the now-dead fairy knight.”

Diomede’s voice darkened. “The village ten miles back—was that part of your lands?”

Her laughter died. Her expression turned hard. “Yes. And I know what happened there.”

Silence thickened. She stepped closer, hands gentle on his face. Her voice dropped to a whisper.

“I’m sorry for your losses, Diomede. But we lower gods are forbidden to interfere with the will of those above.”

Without warning, Diomede’s hands clamped around her throat. His eyes flared orange, rage erupting without restraint.

“You knew they were coming and said nothing!” He growled through clenched teeth. “After all I sacrificed for you—for all you gods!”

Dafeena clawed at his grip, but he only tightened.

A shadowy hand slammed him backward, hurling him across the clearing. Dafeena crumpled, but Diego caught her before she struck the ground.

She rubbed her bruised throat as the marks faded.

“I forgot how strong he was,” she breathed.

Diego grinned. “Foolish to get that close to monsters like him. Even gods should know better.”

He set her gently down.

She sniffed the air, frowning. “What’s that smell?”

Diego bowed with mock elegance. “That would be the scent of a grown Gultonk’s insides.”

She flicked her fingers, conjuring a breeze that swept the stench away.

From the forest shadows, Diomede stepped forward, head bowed.

“I apologize for my temper,” he said quietly, kneeling. “I should not have laid hands on you. I will accept whatever punishment you decree.”

Dafeena regarded him coolly. “No punishment could be harsher than the one you already bear.” Her tone softened. “I am not angry with you, Diomede. I mourn the lost, as you do. But there is more at work here than you see.”

She turned, drifting into the forest’s depths.

“You were right to head toward Umar's capital,” she said, glancing back. “But your path will not lead you to its capital. It will carry you to lands you swore never to return to.”

Diomede sighed, defeated. He knew it was useless to struggle against the currents. 

Dafeena vanished into the trees, leaving Diomede and Diego alone in the dawnlit woods. Diomede started back toward the road, steps heavy but unbroken. Diego rose silently into the cool air, smiling faintly. No words passed between them—the crickets resumed their song, weaving through rustling leaves and the crisp morning breeze.

​Chapter 4 — A Knightly Welcome

Three days had passed since Diomede left the farm he once called home. Now, he stood atop a gentle hill, overlooking the riverside village of Blue Stream — a name given by the youngest child of the village’s founder, Cage Kain. At five years old, Cage had confused a river for a stream, and the name had stuck.

The evening sky draped itself over the village in soft shades of blue and pink, blending like a watercolor painting on a canvas. The air was cool and carried the faint scent of wildflowers mixed with the fresh water nearby. For a moment, the peaceful scene seemed untouched by the troubles Diomede carried.

Strangely, the village buzzed with unexpected life for its small size. Curious, Diomede forged his way down the hill into the village. He stopped a weathered man with a crooked grin and missing teeth. “Which way to the tavern?” Diomede asked.

The man eyed Diomede’s form and laughed while he pointed down a dusty street. “It’s called Pinky Toe.”

Diomede raised an eyebrow.

The man laughed again, showing gaps where teeth once were. “Named so cause the owner bein’ born without pinky toes!”

Perplexed, Diomede made his way to Pinky Toe. The tavern’s wooden sign creaked softly in the evening breeze.

Inside, the low murmur of voices blended with the crackle of the fireplace. Several figures sat scattered across the room, their faces shadowed and worn from time. Diomede slid onto a stool at the bar, his back to the crowd.

From behind a curtain emerged the bartender, a stout man with a bushy beard and twinkling eyes. As he tied his apron, he greeted Diomede warmly, “Ah, another new face. We’ve had more newcomers lately than usual.”

The bartender, as if second nature, began pouring a drink. Diomede raised a hand in an attempt to stop him. “No I-” 

Cutting Diomede off the bartender spoke in a warm voice. “No ale. No beer. Just water.” Diomede gave a puzzled look.

The bartender smiled. “Got ya drink right huh? Clean water... and answers, right? That’s what most travelers here want.”

Diomede eyed the glass: clear, cold, and pure — far better than he expected.

“Perceptive,” Diomede said.

“Many adventurers pass through











































​Chapter 5 – Courage In Blood









































​Chapter 6 – A Knight’s Duty







































































​Chapter 7– Late Night Visits























































​Chapter 8 – A Bard from Fendor























​Chapter 9 – An Eventful Morning
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​Chapter 10 – The Strength Of Umar


























































​Chapter 11– A Royal Treatment






























































​Chapter 12 – Comrades Among The Dark
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