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The Caravan Tales are derived from “The Far Cry” novel series.  These stories take part in a fictional world, named Ryden.  It is a fantasy world of magic and mythology... swords and kings... good and evil.  These tales are told from a single character’s point of view and their accounts; some you may cheer, some you may loathe, but within these stories will come a sense of reality in the events they face.  Brace yourself, for not every story will end up a happy one.

The realm of Ryden is treacherous.  Many creatures of unknown origin lurk about.  Make no second guess for what you read, intuition will serve you well, but do not rule out the unexpected.  In this world, power struggling demi-gods exist with only the ability to influence material plane dwellers... unless of course, they are invited.  Look for details in which to solve and discover the secrets of each story.  Tell tail signs could solve every mystery. Beware though, think too deeply and you may unlock your own secrets and let in fear that will connect you to them.
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So many nights of my past have felt like this, which I can no longer remember anything different. The silvery moon bathed me in magic, like a flower beneath the sun. The sun... hmm, as foreign to me as peace, for I am hunted, tracked constantly upon the brink of extinction. Most men fear me like a dark looming shadow, but these others are holy men, blessed by their god. They think they are justified to kill me, but I believe I am just another piece to the insanity of this world of Ryden. My existence is as valid and necessary as any other. They slaughter sheep and cattle for food, so how is that any different than I, yet, for me, humans are my cattle.

They do not know me. They see shadows, never truth—grazing like livestock, unaware of the knife. Do they not hear the screams of sheep they slaughter? Why, then, am I called evil for doing the same? Perhaps because I follow no god. Or perhaps they fear that I am better than they... and I am. I am my own god. I hunt to survive, no differently than they do. However, I am a lone soul-less creature, wandering these realms, existing in fate. I am Natharak, ancient lord of Haliek, a Vampire of old, hated and feared by man.

It is so that on such a simple night as this one, that my future days will be written differently. Tonight, I start a new adventure—no longer mundane—for my lifeless body will feel warmth for the first time in nearly a thousand years. How do I know this? Dreams... I’ve never had a dream before a few weeks ago; and this moment, perched here upon a shaded rooftop of this old rickety barn, sparked a vision of déjà vu. So, this is the night that it all begins.

Unlike what most would believe of a Vampire’s lifestyle, I do not have home... a mansion in the hills; nor am I a part of a large Coven lurking in dark corners of the realm. Like I mentioned before, I am hunted, but even before this long-winded hunt that started nearly five years ago, I have always traveled. It was a risk that I took... but I wouldn’t trade my possible extinction for a limited territory of safe and boring. I am hardly helpless and my freedom to roam and to experience all that there is in this realm is worth more to me than any gold, for this realm is my playground.

As this debate in my head marinated, I had spotted my source of entertainment for the evening... the local tavern to this rugged village of Falen. A group of gypsies just entered as the fire light of the pub broke the dark plane of night. Laughter exploded from the open door, followed by the clank of mugs; a promising sign of a good evening for me. If this is indeed a night that will change me forever, then a celebration is in order.
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The old oak tree that provided my shadow of cover, loomed with little sway in the cool breeze of the night. From the roof top I dropped to the ground almost silently. I looked like any rogue — dark cloak, hooded face, lean and armed. Six-foot-two, two hundred pounds. Black hair to the shoulders, trimmed goatee. My chiseled look and piercing blue eyes — so I've been told — required no supernatural charm. Women flocked easily. A glance was enough.

“The Shepard’s Pub,” How appropriate, I thought as I tested the name of the tavern with subtle breath. I’m looking forward to this. It has been two weeks since I last stepped into a tavern and had a drink. I crossed the range that split the North and South of the Eastern side of the realm. The arduous trek was necessary to lose those bloodhound Clerics and Paladins; or as they call themselves, “The Subjugators of Haliek.” I took that rather personal. Of all the vile things in this realm, they choose my home territory to brand as the spawn of evil. Nonetheless, I believe I’ve lost them, having only seen one of their feelers, a scout if you will, lastly in Ziest.

I subtly dropped down from my perch with barely a sound. I tugged my cowl forward and softened the tone of my skin to a more human, sun-struck color, and headed towards the Pub. I opened the heavy door and stepped in. At last, the scent of seasoned meat and the powerful waft of brewed spirits crashed upon my senses like a tidal wave... and it was welcome. For such a small village, or so as it seemed, this place was filled with young and old. There was a grand display of kegs to the far wall, just behind the bar table. All before the bar were tables and chairs filled with people. A large stone walled fireplace commanded the scene to the left as I entered. To the right far wall were darker quarters of low-lit booths and hovels.

Usually, a figure like me quiets a tavern. Here, no one noticed — and that suited me. That too was welcomed—fewer eyes to notice me, less suspicion to unveil me. This was my kind of place. With so many drinking and getting drunk, I could easily take one a night and they wouldn’t notice for a week.

It was a paradox of living in my mind. I fed upon these humans yet enjoyed their atmosphere and accommodation. I looked to the back hovels. Although the place was packed, many danced and drank right up at the bar, which left me an open table. There were a few items left unattended in the seat. I paid it no mind and shuffled the satchel and dice to the other side of the curved bench seat. I knew this could possibly invite an exchange of words for those careless to leave them here, but like I said... I wanted to be entertained.

Some time had passed, and I soon realized why the previous patrons of this table left, no service to speak of. This would not do; I was thirsty, and not just for blood. Vampires gain no sustenance from food or drink, yet I often crave red meat and fermented spirits. The ale thins the blood—and demands I feed before dawn.

I was not one for patience, thirst never waits. It pulses through my limbs like wildfire—fingertips tingling, jaw tight, gums swollen in ache. When I dull it with spirits, the craving only grows, until it surpasses lust itself. It becomes need.

I cleared a path of vision through the mindless bodies that danced about my line of sight to the bar, but here is where an omnipotent creature as I, could cause such a simple effect in minds of others which they will bend to my will. Those that crossed my vision in this effort to attract a bar maid, would feel a sudden urge to move as if they suddenly sensed a great danger, moreover a fear to move out of the way of the unknown or be struck down. I merely focused on my objective and when I spotted her, wearing a dark tanned dress with a frill of white along her shoulder straps, she caught wind of my glance and she saw my eyes. Well, for certain she saw only a dark shroud of a hooded man, but still she could feel it... the pull of my desire, as I drew her deeper into that of my own mind. There for moments she stood only in pause, blank with emotion.

“Hey sweetie!” one of the patrons slammed his fist down on the bar table, “Would you quit your daydreamin’ and get us a bloody ale!”

The spell of my stare was broken, but I knew she would soon provide the drink that I very much wanted. The very same patron took note to where the young bar maid had drifted off too and noticed the wake of emptiness I had created. The belligerent gypsy saw me and so I let my mind clear, and the crevice of the mindless dancers quickly filled between us. I’m sure it would baffle his mind, but even more, now that the young woman soon approached me with my spiced ale.

“Here my lord,” her voice was innocent, yet held a sense of courage. “Sorry for the wait, but as you can see, we’re quite packed in here tonight and one of my help has fallen ill this week.”

As she set the frothing mug down on the table I slid a gold coin which banked off the mug and shortly to the side. “Keep it. Just don’t forget about me, and I’ll see that I don’t forget about you.”

“Thank you,” she replied, somber in tone... curious I’m sure, for two silver was all that the ale cost.
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