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Chapter 1






The night air
was cool against her bare skin, the heat of the summer day calmed
by the rising moon. As the blood dripped from the open wounds on
her neck and collected in her sandy curls the realization of her
present circumstances became all too apparent. The dark figure
standing over her as she lay in the grass stood still, illuminated
only by the half-moon behind it. She could hear her heart beating
desperately against her chest in an attempt to siphon what little
blood was left in her veins. Her world was spinning as she
hopelessly clung to her fading life. Her duty unfulfilled and the
fate of her people hanging in the balance. The figure standing over
her cocked its head slightly to the left and snorted a sort of
laugh. From where she lay on the ground looking up, the illuminated
figure that she saw before her appeared to be a man, though she
knew that this creature was the farthest thing from.

“Although I
enjoy nothing more than killing your kind there is one part of the
whole procedure I absolutely loathe.

Would you like
to know what that part is?” the man asked her in a cold malicious
tone. “It’s consuming your disgusting Druid blood!”

As he said this
the man spat beside the Druid who lay in the grips of death on the
ground. She gasped for air as her final breath escaped her. The man
bent over and ripped the leather messenger bag the Druid had out of
her hands. He then pulled out a long tube made of bone that held a
scroll of parchment from within the bag. Clutching the tube he
turned away from the bloodied corpse and disappeared into the night
sky.






*






It was day or
night…or rather they had become one and the same. There was no
differentiating between the two after so much time had passed
without any sleep.

“Can I help
you?” the teenage cashier asked.

Rolf looked at
the tub of yogurt in his hand, the same tub he had been
absentmindedly staring at for the past fifteen minutes.

“Oh, um no, I
am just looking," Rolf replied awkwardly.

“Yeah,
obviously," the cashier responded in annoyance. “Are you planning
on buying anything?”

“I guess not,"
Rolf conceded.

He put the tub
back onto the shelf of the refrigerator and let the glass door slam
closed. He turned to look back at the cashier who continued to
stare at him from across the small convenience store. Rolf tried to
fake a smile that only came out as an awkward half grin. He then
turned and exited the store as he ran his hand through his short
blonde hair. As he stepped onto the sidewalk outside he put the
hood of his sweat shirt up in a feeble attempt at shielding himself
from the pelting rain that had been falling all day. The sweater
hung off of his slim frame and rippled when swept by the wind. He
walked down the sidewalk with his hands deep in his pockets. His
head was down as it normally is which had always attributed to his
clumsy nature. As he walked, his thoughts drowned out the sound of
the streets around him, except for the falling rain. He could hear
every drop as each struck the vast array of surfaces offered by the
urban setting. Growing up in the mountain city surrounded by vast
forests had always made him feel slightly isolated, which he
actually liked. He began to slip back into the trance like state he
had previously been in while staring at the tub of yogurt. The
world around him was abruptly brought back to the forefront of his
mind as he collided with a group of people standing on the
sidewalk.

A very rough
looking man who had received the brunt of Rolf’s forward momentum
staggered as he regained his balance.

“Watch where
you’re walking!” the man said through gritted yellow teeth.

Rolf could
smell the stale alcohol on the man’s breath, mixed with body odor
and tobacco which appeared to be surrounding him as well.

“Sorry.” Rolf
replied, as he did his best to avoid eye contact with the man.

The four other
men in the group formed a semi-circle around Rolf.

“You best be
sorry," the man continued as he took a step closer.

“Listen I said
I am sorry, I didn’t mean to run into you," Rolf said as his heart
started to pound in his chest.

The man started
laughing, followed by the rest of the group.

“What a little
wimp."

The group
continued to laugh as Rolf exploited his opportunity to leave. As
he walked quickly down the sidewalk he hardly heard the jeering
that continued from the group.

Rolf crossed
the street to his apartment building and entered the front doors.
He was greeted by the familiar aroma of cigarettes and burned food.
Rolf walked through the lobby of the building admiring the ripped
wall paper, piles of trash and blood splatter on the floor. He
climbed the stairs to the third floor and walked to his apartment
door. The sound of day time TV and arguing echoed down the hall.
Rolf entered his apartment and set his keys on the kitchen counter.
He then proceeded to the living room and fell heavily onto the
couch. He stared at a photograph of his parents in a wooden frame
that sat across the room on top of the television stand. Rolf
wondered to himself what they would think of him and what he had
become. Although his parents died when he was very young Rolf
remembered so much about them, mainly their love for nature and the
outdoors. He could vividly remember hikes through the woods as he
held both of their hands. Rolf found himself lost in nostalgic
thoughts until yelling from the apartment next door brought him
abruptly back to the present. The yelling was reminiscent of the
many foster homes he had lived in since he was five years old. Now,
twenty years later he was finally free from the unloving homes he
had been trapped in. What would life have been like if he had just
had his parents?

He grabbed a
newspaper sitting on the coffee table and opened it to the
classifieds section. He couldn’t help but notice the vast
discrepancy between people looking for jobs, people selling their
personal belongings and people actually hiring for jobs. Apparently
he was not the only one suffering from the innate hardships that
accompanied not having steady employment and subsequently, no
money. Rolf’s stomach growled as he continued to read. His stomach
aching and growling was something he had come to ignore as it had
become as common as breathing in the last while. Rolf threw the
newspaper back onto the coffee table and leaned back against the
couch. He stared up at the ceiling with his hands cupped against
the back of his head. He sighed as he watched a spider crawling
across the ceiling. He watched the spider as it sat there, much
like him. He wondered if it was in the same situation he was in
then noticed its web in the corner. There was a fly struggling
against the silk fibers that held it like chains. Scratch that, he
thought to himself, the spider is much better off. I’m the stupid
fly.

Rolf got up and
walked across the living room to the window. He peered out through
the grime that had collected on the outside of the glass. Even as
the rain persistently pelted the outside of the building it was no
match for the years of filth that had accumulated. He looked at the
sea of trees that lay beyond the apartment building. He wondered
how much easier the animals living there had it. Much like the
spider, their only concern was food and how to obtain it. Similarly
his concern was food, yet unlike him their only focus in life was
the finding of the food, not the working to obtain the financial
means to obtain the food. Maybe the animals had life figured out he
thought. He really didn’t know much about the woods near his home
or what sort of creatures might be living there. Let alone what
their diet and eating habits consisted of. After his parents death
he had stayed away from the woods. He tried to tell himself it was
not out of fear but he knew he was only kidding himself. It had not
always been that way. It was only when his parents were killed by
an animal while in the woods that Rolf’s love of the trees and all
the forest's inhabitants dwindled. Rolf turned from the window and
saw that the spider had moved along the ceiling and was now right
over top of him. He walked across the room to the kitchen and
opened the fridge door. He stood staring at the empty shelves.

“It’s not a
magic trick you idiot," he said to himself under his breath. “The
food doesn’t just appear after the one hundredth time opening the
still empty fridge."

Rolf slammed
the refrigerator door and leaned against the kitchen counter.
Again, the spider on the ceiling caught his eye. It was right over
top of him again. He stared at the spider thinking that he was
losing it after not sleeping for so long.

“That spider is
not following you," he told himself.

As though to
confirm this fact Rolf took two steps to his right, going further
into the kitchen. The spider stayed still.

“See you are
going crazy," Rolf laughed.

As he said this
the spider crossed the ceiling and stopped over top of him
again.

“What the!"
Rolf yelled as he fell backwards grabbing the kitchen counter for
support.

Rolf hurriedly
walked across the apartment and stood in front of his bedroom. The
spider crawled just as quickly across the ceiling. Rolf backed into
his bedroom and slammed the door. He stared at the ceiling above
the door.

Nothing.

Rolf laughed
uneasily to himself and opened the door. As he stepped out of the
bedroom he walked through a large spider web. Rolf panicked and
frantically brushed the web off of his face. As he was rotating and
flailing his arms he felt a sudden burning against his neck. He
flung his hand against his neck just as the spider fell to the
floor. It began moving quickly across the floor towards the front
door. Rolf took chase and flung the front door open just as the
spider slid underneath. As Rolf walked through the door he observed
a man in a pin striped black suit casually stepping on the spider.
Rolf stopped with the door handle still in his hand, staring at the
man who slowly took off his sunglasses which had made his sharp
features even more prominent. He smiled at Rolf as he held out his
hand.












Chapter 2






“Hello there,
my name is Donovan Gacek," he stated.

Rolf slowly
extended his own hand and grasped Donovan’s in a hand shake.

“Hi there, Rolf
Lupus," Rolf replied uncertainly.

“I guess I
should explain who I am," Donovan stated as he laughed. “I am the
owner of this building."

“Oh, I meant to
have my rent payment in, and I will, I just….," Rolf began.

“I am not here
to collect a debt!" Donovan laughed. “You can pay when you can. I
am just going around introducing myself to my tenants."

“Oh," Rolf
replied. “Well, nice to meet you."

“You as well!"
Donovan stated with a smile. “May I come in?”

“Uh, sure,"
Rolf said as he stepped aside to let Donovan pass.

As Donovan
entered the apartment he took a deep breath in, and his smile
faded.

“Um, yeah the
apartment is a little on the stale smelling side, with all the rain
I have not been able to open any windows to air it out," Rolf
stated. Even though he never actually aired out the apartment he
wanted to come up with something given Donovan’s reaction.

“That’s quite
alright," Donovan replied.

He wrinkled his
nose up as he sniffed again. Noticing Rolf watching him he quickly
smiled.

“I apologize
for the spider," Donovan said as he walked around the apartment. “I
do not pride myself on having such disgusting insects in a building
under my control."

“Arachnid,"
Rolf corrected.

“I beg your
pardon?" Donovan asked, turning to face him.

“Spiders,
they're arachnids not insects," Rolf continued.

Donovan
smiled.

“All tiny
little pests are insects to me, but I suppose you are right. None
the less I would prefer that they did not live rent free in my
building."

Rolf cracked a
partial smile and faked a laugh at Donovan’s apparent attempt at
humor.

“So, you
mentioned you can’t quite come up with your rent this month?"
Donovan inquired.

“Well more like
the last three….," Rolf stopped himself once he realized what he
was saying.

Donovan again
smiled his sharp smile.

“Not to worry,
in fact I may have a way for you to make some extra money if you
are interested?”

Rolf’s interest
in the conversation began to peak.

“I definitely
wouldn’t mind that at all," he replied.

“Perfect!"
Donovan stated excitedly. “I have a number of businesses throughout
the city, rental properties being only one of them. Another of my
more lucrative industries is manufacturing and land
development."

Rolf continued
to listen intently.

“The pay is
quite good, although it is during nights, would that be a problem?"
Donovan continued.

Rolf laughed to
himself as he thought of how well suited to night shifts he had
always pictured himself given the fact that he had not slept
through a full night his entire life.

“Yeah, that
won’t be a problem," Rolf replied.

“Fantastic!"
Donovan stated exuberantly. “You can start this evening, 10 o’clock
sharp at 1718 Turda Way. Just go to the rear door of the warehouse
and knock, someone will let you in."

“Well, thank
you," Rolf said with a smile. “What will I be doing?”

“Oh, I am sure
they will find something for you to do,” Donovan replied. “Well, I
should probably go speak with some of the other tenants."

“Alright, well
thank you again," Rolf said as he opened the door for Donovan.

“You are quite
welcome," Donovan said as he put his sunglasses back on and walked
down the hall.

Rolf watched as
Donovan walked to the elevator and pressed the down button. He then
entered the elevator and Rolf watched as the numbers counted down
until the “B” was illuminated.

“I guess there
are tenants in the basement," Rolf said quietly to himself as he
laughed.

Rolf closed his
apartment door. As the door closed the full weight of what had just
happened struck him and Donovan‘s odd excursion to the basement
left his mind. He had finally gotten a job! Rolf began fist pumping
in the air as he jumped around his apartment. Rolf sat back down on
the couch after his exuberant celebration and leaned back
contently. It was at that moment as he stared up at the ceiling
where he had first seen the spider that he remembered the bite. He
ran into the bathroom to examine his neck in the mirror. Aside from
a slight amount of swelling and redness there didn’t appear to be
anything major happening to him as a result of the bite.

Rolf walked
back out to the kitchen and looked out of the living room window.
The rain had stopped. He figured he might as well enjoy being
outside while he could. He grabbed his apartment keys off of the
counter and headed out into the hallway. He locked the door of his
apartment and began walking towards the stair well. Rolf excitedly
ran down the stairs and out the main lobby doors this time,
ignoring all the garbage, blood and deficiencies of the
building.

As Rolf exited
the apartment building he saw the group of men he had run into
earlier standing at the entrance to an alley right beside the main
doors. The men were speaking to another man that had not been with
them before. The man was wearing a hooded cloak which hid his face.
He was handing each of the men a small plastic bag of white powder
and each of the men was handing him money in return. These were
normal transactions that Rolf observed almost on a daily basis. He
remembered seeing a similar occurrence once while out walking with
his father. His father had looked down at him after they had passed
the men engaging in the deal and said to him in his caring
tone...

“My son, there
will be people in this world who will act as though they are
friends to you or have your best interest at heart. They may offer
you substances that they promise will give you an experience like
nothing else. What they really want to do is take control of you
and exploit you. The further they can make you fall into the
darkness that is addiction, the more they will have you under their
spell. Once a person begins travelling down that path, very few are
able to escape it. This is not a life you want, nor is it one I
would ever want for you."

Rolf had never
forgotten these words spoken to him at a young age and it always
reminded him of the great person his father had been.

As Rolf stood
absent minded watching the group, the men noticed his prying eyes
and looked directly at him. Rolf was sure that the assault he had
escaped before was inevitable now given the fact that he had
stumbled across their incriminating deal. The men all began walking
towards him with their fists clenched. Rolf’s heart began racing as
he debated what to do. Of course his first instinct was to run
although he was concerned that this may just increase the group’s
ferocity in their attack. On the other hand if he just took the
beating maybe they would stop once they realized he did not intend
to fight back. Just as the group was within a few feet of Rolf they
stopped. Each one was staring intently at a black sports car that
had just pulled out of the underground parking of the apartment
building. The car was brand new and very out of place given the
dilapidated neighborhood it was currently in. The group continued
to stare at the car as it idled by the underground parking
entrance. Although all the vehicle’s windows were tinted, Rolf
recognized Donovan’s face through the glass. Donovan was staring
intently at the group of men. His smile from earlier was completely
gone and any indication of his mood that would have been depicted
by his eyes was hidden by his sunglasses. The stare down lasted for
what seemed like minutes, until the group of men turned away
without a word and walked in the opposite direction. Donovan then
immediately pulled out onto the street and drove away. Rolf began
to wonder if some of Donovan’s business dealings were not so
legitimate as the group had seemed to not want to test him. What
other explanation could there be for the reaction by the group a
reaction that Rolf equated to fear.

Rolf spent the
rest of the day wandering around town trying to remain preoccupied
until he worked that evening. After hours of aimless wandering it
was almost time for his shift. Rolf walked down Turda Way and could
already see the warehouse at the end of the street. It was an old
industrial factory made of red brick. It had a sign on the front
that read “Gacek Enterprises”.

“I must be in
the right place," Rolf stated to himself.

He entered
through the front rod iron gate which was left open, and preceded
to the rear of the warehouse. Just as he was rounding the corner of
the warehouse he felt someone tug on his shirt. He quickly turned
around expecting to be facing someone ready to rob him. There was
no one there. He looked around, confused, but he dismissed it as
being a result of sleep deprivation and continued towards the back
door. As he turned he again felt the tug, yet this time it was
considerably more forceful. Rolf turned around quickly with his
fists in the air. There was still no one there. Rolf was beginning
to think, much as he had with the incident with the spider, that he
was going insane. He again turned towards the door and began
marching towards it. As he got within a couple of inches from
opening the door he was thrown backwards as though tackled by a
football linebacker. Rolf gasped for air as he tried to recapture
the air that was knocked out of him. He looked around unable to see
anyone or anything. It was then that he heard a female’s voice.

“To enter this
place would be folly. You may not know your path or the role you
have yet to play, but make no mistake; Antrocius is pure evil and
sees your future. He will destroy you before your destiny can be
fulfilled. He will do anything to prevent the balance of nature
from returning."

Rolf sat on the
cold hard pavement unable to understand what was happening to him.
His first thought was maybe the spider bite was finally affecting
him by causing hallucinations and possible dizziness which would
explain the falling over. Rolf convinced himself that even if he
was having a reaction to the spider bite he could not afford to
miss the first opportunity for employment he had had in months.
Rolf got up and proceeded to the warehouse door.

The cloaked
women who had been crouched in the shadows watched on in
despair.

“You have been
warned.”












Chapter 3






Rolf boldly
walked up to the warehouse door and began knocking. He heard the
deadbolt being turned from the other side as the door began to
open.

“Hi I…," Rolf
began.

There was no
one on the other side of the door, just a dark warehouse. Rolf
walked slowly through the door trying to allow his eyes to adjust
to the darkness. He held his hands out in front of him in a vain
attempt to gain his bearings.

“Hello?" Rolf
yelled as his voice echoed throughout the building.

The door behind
him slammed shut and he was blinded with a sudden burst of light as
the warehouse was illuminated. The sound of conveyor belts and
moving machine parts broke the silence. Rolf blinked while trying
to shield his eyes as he regained his vision in the blinding light.
What lay before him was a vast system of machines that appeared to
be stamping out parts from metal and assembling them.

Why would they
need me here if the machines do all the work? Rolf wondered to
himself.

He started to
walk closer to the machines and watched as large hammer like arms
slammed down on the sheets of metal. As Rolf continued to walk
around the warehouse he was met with a disgusting odor, a sickly
sweet smell of rotting flesh.

Rolf looked
around for the source of the odor, although as far as he could see
there were only machines in the building.

“Good thing you
showed up on time."

Rolf turned
around to see what appeared to be the group of men he had
encountered earlier in the day, or at least he thought it was.
Their clothes were even more disgusting and tattered looking than
they had seemed before and their large bellies were hanging out
over their pants. Their faces were wrinkled and their skin was a
grayish color. They had bags under their eyes and what appeared to
Rolf to be boils covering their faces. Their ears were long and
pointed and their noses had a distinct hook. They were also holding
crude clubs and knives with handles wrapped in leather.

“What are you
doing here?" Rolf questioned as he backed away. “Did you follow
me?”

“No, you stupid
boy," stated a creature that resembled the man Rolf ran into
earlier. “We didn’t have to follow you nowhere; you walked right
into our master’s trap."

“What are you
talking about," Rolf stammered.

“You mean you
ain’t got a clue who we are?" He smiled as the rest of the group
laughed. “This is gonna be way too easy."

The group began
to advance towards Rolf as he desperately looked for anything to
defend himself with. Leaned up against a nearby wall was a mop in a
bucket. He ran for the mop and pulled it out as it dripped water
onto the floor.

The group
stopped and stared at Rolf and then began laughing hysterically,
slapping each other on the back and keeling over. Rolf pointed the
mop at the group and thrust it forward.

“Stay away from
me!" Rolf stated, trying to speak with conviction although his
voice wavered.

Rolf had always
done his best to avoid conflict and he knew in his mind that even
in a fair fight he would not stand a chance, let alone five to one.
He had to figure out a way to at least distract the group while he
ran for the door.

“I’ll take care
of this worm," the creature from earlier stated as he approached
Rolf raising his club. “Some savior you are."

Rolf watched in
horror, frozen not knowing what to do as the creature raised the
club above his head ready to strike. The creature smiled, showing
his sharp, crooked, yellow teeth. He began to bring the club
forcefully down as Rolf cringed as he raised the mop, hopelessly
trying to defend himself. He closed his eyes waiting for the
inevitable. Instead he felt a sudden gust of wind brush past the
left side of his head. He heard a whistling sound and a sudden
thud. Angry shouts from the rest of the group broke out. Rolf
opened his eyes to see the creature who had just moments ago been
about to kill him lying flat on his back. A pool of blood was
forming around his head caused by an arrow sticking out of his left
eye. His club lay a few inches from his lifeless hand. The rest of
the creatures were still yelling angrily and had raised their
weapons as they looked around the warehouse.

“Come out you
bloody Druid" one of the creatures yelled.

There was no
response, only the persistent slamming and grinding of machine
parts. Rolf’s eyes were locked on the creature that lay dead before
him. His hands shook as he grasped the mop still held out in front
of him. Two of the creatures from the group pulled crossbows from
the leather sacks they had strapped to their backs. They began
aiming the cross bows in every direction searching for the source
of the deadly arrow.

Rolf continued
to stare, held captive by the scene that lay before him. He
suddenly heard the same voice he had heard before coming into the
warehouse, except this time it was only a whisper.

“Run”

Rolf hesitated,
and then dropped the mop and began running for the door.

“Stop him!"
cried one of the creatures. “We can’t let him get away!”

The two
creatures holding knives ran at Rolf who sprinted as fast as he
could for his only chance at escape. As the creatures got closer
they both dropped to the ground mid stride. Rolf looked over his
shoulder to see arrows protruding from the one’s chest and the
other’s neck. The creatures lay gasping for air as blood poured out
of their mouths. The other two creatures frantically began shooting
their crossbows into the rafters of the warehouse. Rolf continued
to the door and threw it open.

“No!" screamed
one of the creatures.

Rolf ran
through the door just as a bolt from one of the crossbows sliced
through his right side. Rolf fell to the ground yelling out in
pain, clutching the open wound. The deep cut immediately began to
burn as though it was on fire. The fire began to spread across his
side and into his chest. His heart began racing and his vision
began to blur. The building around him started to spin until
everything went black.

The creatures
still left inside the warehouse continued to fire their crossbows
into the rafters as they ran towards Rolf. The one who had fired
the bolt that had hit Rolf leaned over him while the other
continued to provide him with cover against their invisible
foe.

“I barely got
him, but get him I did Malos," he smirked as he spoke to the other
creature. “Enough that the poison will finish him off anyway."

“Don’t take no
chances Brakken," Malos replied. “Lord Antrocius will have both our
heads if we mess this up, just kill him."

“Fine by me,"
Brakken said still smiling as he pulled a rusted knife from the
sheath around his neck.

Just as Brakken
began to raise the knife a cloaked female archer glided down from
the rafters.

“Druid!" Malos
yelled as he raised his crossbow to fire.

The Druid drew
her slim curved sword as she walked towards Malos who fired his
crossbow. The Druid deflected the bolt with her sword and leapt
into the air. She spun on her side just over top of Malos and
landed behind him. As she landed Malos' head fell from his
shoulders and his lifeless body collapsed to the concrete floor.
Brakken jumped to his feet and began slashing at the Druid with his
knife. She blocked his clumsy slashing and knocked the knife from
his hand, pointing her sword at his throat.

“Any last words
filth?" she said as she glared at Brakken from underneath her
hood.

Brakken held
his hands up by his shoulders.

“Listen you
ain't gotta kill me."

Brakken
continued to stare at the Druid and began to take a few steps
backwards. His eyes darted from the Druid to just behind her and a
smile broke out across his face.

Still holding
her sword to Brakken’s throat the Druid turned to see what he was
looking at. Standing behind her was Donovan.

“All this
fighting, it is so unnecessary," Donovan said as he shook his
head.

“How dare you!"
the Druid replied. “You have killed far more than your share in
this war!”

“Those deaths
were necessary for my cause," Donovan continued as he stepped over
the dead bodies of his creatures. “Yet, unlike me you fight for
something that will never be."

Brakken slowly
started to step to the side away from the Druid’s blade. She sensed
his movement and immediately swung her sword to the side slicing
Brakken’s throat open. He fell against the wall behind him
clutching his throat as he choked on blood which splattered from
the open wound. He quickly bled out and remained slumped over with
his back against the wall.

“You see, what
was the point of that Asima?" Donovan said disapprovingly. “I am
still going to kill you and the boy. Then it will only be too easy
to destroy your people."

“Over my dead
body!" Asima exclaimed pointing her sword at Donovan.

“I certainly
was hoping you would say that," Donovan said with a smile.

He began
walking towards her. She started backing up and pulled from within
her cloak a crystal orb. She held the orb in the air.

“Solei" she
cried as a blue mist within the orb began to swirl and glow.

Donovan’s eyes
went wide with anger. Suddenly the orb exploded in a burst of blue
light. Donovan threw his arms across his face as he leapt towards
the rafters. Asima quickly turned and grabbed Rolf from the floor
throwing him over her shoulder. She ran as quickly as she could
down the back alley beside the warehouse. She continued to run
without stopping or looking over her shoulder. The alley emptied
out onto a dirt parking lot surround by trees.

“Hershel!"
Asima yelled into the woods.

Silently a
young stag exited the woods and quickly ran towards Asima. She laid
Rolf across the stag’s back as they both disappeared into the vast
forest.











*






Donovan fell
slowly from the rafters of the warehouse and landed on the concrete
floor. He brushed the dust off his pinstriped suit jacket and
walked towards the now extinguished orb. He bent over and picked it
up.

“This is new,"
he said to himself examining the object in his hand.

He then closed
his fist and the orb shattered sending tiny pieces of glass raining
down on the floor. The main door to the warehouse burst open as a
group of ten of the creatures that looked much like the first group
came running in. They too had grey skin with boils covering their
faces. They were wearing crude, rusted pieces of armor and carried
an assortment of weapons.

“My lord what
happened," the leader of the group asked as he looked around the
warehouse.

“What happened,
Aknor?" Donovan shot back. “What happened was that your useless
comrades could not even take care of a powerless Druid and a human
boy!”

“Lord Antrocius
if I had been here I woulda…," Aknor began.

“There is a
good question," Donovan interrupted as he approached Aknor. “Where
exactly were you?”

“Well…," Aknor
started as Donovan glared at him.

“We was at the
pub my lord," he finished as he looked down at the ground. The rest
of the group stirred uncomfortably.

“I see,"
Donovan replied staring at the group. “Do you not understand what
it is I am trying to accomplish here?”

There was no
answer.

“That Druid and
that boy are all that stand between us and total domination of the
natural world," Donovan continued. “If they are allowed to return
to the Druid Kingdom we will be locked in this wretched conflict
for another millennia. I would break your neck here and now Aknor
if I didn’t still have a use for you."

Aknor sighed in
relief.

“The boy and
the Druid must be stopped before they reach the Druid Kingdom. I
want the ground to be soaked in their blood," Donovan exclaimed. “I
am tired of the blasted Druids standing in my way! You will follow
them into the woods Aknor and awaken the Hunters."

Aknor looked up
at Donovan, his eyes unsure.

“Is that going
to be a problem?" Donovan questioned as he stared menacingly at
Aknor.

“Not at all my
lord," Aknor replied the fear obvious in his voice. “The Druid and
the boy aint gonna survive."

Aknor bowed to
Donovan. The group left the warehouse through the back door towards
the woods.

“The hunters?"
one of Aknor’s soldiers asked in a wavering voice as they entered
the pitch black of the woods.

“We aint got
much choice does we?" Aknor replied.












Chapter 4






Rolf could feel
the warmth of the sun’s rays beating down on his face. Shadows cut
through the light as something overhead moved back and forth. He
was laying on something that was very soft and slightly moist and
he could hear a chorus of birds echoing all around him. He slowly
opened his eyes and peered through the canopy of trees that stood
above him. Beyond the branches of the trees was the clear blue sky
marked by wisps of clouds. Rolf slowly began to sit up; although he
stopped part way as a piercing pain erupted in his abdomen.

“Ouch!" Rolf
yelled as he squint his eyes in pain.

“Good morning,"
Asima quietly said as she stared at a fire in front of her.

Rolf opened his
eyes to look at the beautiful woman sitting beside him, her dark
red hair falling in waves across her shoulders. Her features were
sharp yet her expression was kind. Her green eyes seemed to glow,
standing out brilliantly against the red of her hair. She stared at
the fire which was a strange almost neon blue. She did not look up
at Rolf. He looked down at his stomach where a large leaf was stuck
against his right side with what appeared to him to be mud. Rolf
began to peel away the leaf. Asima quickly grabbed his hand.

“What are you
doing?" She questioned sternly.

“What is this
thing?" Rolf asked.

“That “thing”
is all that is counter acting the poison from the crossbow bolt you
were hit with," she stated as though Rolf should already know
this.

“Oh," he said
as he let his hand drop away from the leaf.

“And who are
you?”

“Asima," she
replied looking back at the strange fire. "The task has been given
to me to ensure you stay alive."

“Right," Rolf
stated slowly, more confused than ever. “Well thank you for the
leaf I guess."

Asima didn’t
say anything.

“So who were
those men and why were they so intent on killing me?" Rolf
asked.

“They were not
men, or at least they haven’t been for some time," she replied.

“What do you
mean?" Rolf asked confused. “I had seen them earlier in the day;
they sure looked like men to me."

“They are
Trolls who serve Antrocius," Asima began. “In the day light they
appear to be human although the night reveals them for what they
really are. Much like many of those who inhabit our world they have
adapted to the changing times to prevent the humans from seeing
their true faces."

Rolf was
noticing a trend with Asima, the more they talked together the more
confused he became.

“I am sorry,
but am I suppose to have any idea what you are talking about?" Rolf
blurted out.

“I would think
that you would?" Asima said, finally turning to look at Rolf with a
puzzled look on her face.

“Well I have
absolutely no idea what you are talking about and you are starting
to freak me out," Rolf confessed. “Trolls? Are you serious?”

Asima continued
to look at Rolf still looking puzzled.

“Don’t you know
who your mother and father were?" she asked.

“Of course I
know who my mother and father were but….wait you knew my parents?"
he asked the last part slowly as he adopted the same confused look
Asima had on her face moments ago.

“What did your
parents tell you about Cathenia?" Asima continued.

“Considering I
have no idea what that means, I would say nothing," he replied.

“That explains
a lot," she said as she looked back at the fire obviously in deep
thought.

“What do you
mean?" Rolf asked.

Asima
sighed.

“Well, first of
all it explains why you so ignorantly disobeyed my direction and
walked directly into Antrocius’s trap at that warehouse."

“Wait a minute
that was you who threw me against the pavement!" Rolf
exclaimed.

“I did
influence the wind yes, but it was not physically me," Asima
replied. “It doesn't matter; you still put yourself and the future
of Cathenia in horrible danger, simply because you were too
oblivious to the world around you to sense the danger inside the
building."

“You did what
with the wind?" Rolf asked.

“I influenced
it, or controlled it for my purpose of trying to stop you from
walking into that trap. It is a basic Druid power," Asima said
nonchalantly.

“Druid power?"
Rolf asked, the puzzled look still not leaving his face. “And how
did you know my parents?”

“I see I am
going to have to start from complete scratch with you," Asima
conceded. “I knew your parents as your mother was a Druid, like me,
and your father was the Wolf Guard of Cathenia."

Rolf stared at
Asima who continued to explain.

“Cathenia is
the Kingdom of the Druids. We have resided in Cathenia since the
beginning of time and have always protected the woods and its
inhabitants. We are the protectors of the balance of nature and up
until recent history have maintained peace. That is until two
creatures entered the world from the underworld whose sole purpose
was to enslave the humans whom we protected. The creatures
represent the opposite of everything we stand for. They are an
abomination against nature and seek to create a world in which
there is no peace. They live off the life of others and are never
fully satisfied. The creatures called themselves Antrocius, or as
you know him Donovan Gacek, and Malak. Their influence started
rather inconspicuously. That is until we began to notice the human
population of the forests starting to change. They began fighting
with one another over nothing, as though a rage was festering
inside of them. The humans soon began seeking riches and wealth
which they would do anything for. They deserted the forests they
once called home in exchange for the lavish industrial lifestyle
offered by Antrocius and Malak. The humans had chosen the easy,
self indulgent path. Antrocius and Malak’s world offered instant
gratification, whereas the woodland required devotion to peace. The
only reason Antrocius and Malak created this world was to increase
the human's suffering. The larger the metal worlds became the more
nature was destroyed. The humans forgot how to listen to the world
around them. Their thoughts were only bent on the destruction of
the pure for their own satisfaction. After they had entered our
world, then came the time of the Great War. Antrocius and Malak had
raised an army of undead with the help of their Necromancers, evil
wizards who are obsessed with dark magic and death. Antrocius and
Malak waged war against Cathenia and the Druids. Although they soon
realized, however, that their undead warriors were no match for the
light of nature which we Druids yield. That is when Antrocius and
Malak began recruiting the Trolls from the woods. The Trolls
possessed the light of nature as well although the Necromancers
mutilated them and used the nature’s light to create a dark essence
of nature that made the Trolls stronger than the undead. The Trolls
had been enslaved and the foolishness of their choice soon became
apparent to them as they fell into darkness. Their power of nature
had been stolen from them in exchange for a dark power that
Antrocius and Malak wielded. The Troll armies deserted the battles
and went into hiding in order to escape the oppressive rule they
found themselves under. Antrocius and Malak then relied on the only
pawns they had ever been able to completely manipulate, humans. The
Necromancers discovered a way to infuse the dark essence of the
Trolls with humans to create Antrocius and Malak’s hybrid Trolls.
Once humans were turned, they were unwavering in their service to
the dark lords Antrocius and Malak. The battles continued with
Antrocius and Malak gaining more and more ground as they approached
Cathenia. Our people knew that it would not be long until we were
over run. It was in this time that a Druid, your mother in fact,
had a vision of the protectors of Cathenia. The protectors were
wolves. Not long after your mother's vision, a pack of shape
shifter wolves from the far north came to Cathenia. They had told
our people they had heard of the approaching armies and knew that
once they had gotten past our defenses it was only a matter of time
until they would be in their own lands. Upon the arrival of the
wolf warriors, Antrocius and Malak were no longer seen amongst the
Troll armies as they had once been. The wolf warriors were thus
able to help our people defeat the Troll horde. The Trolls and
their dark lords then hid in their cities. With our new allegiance
with the wolf clan of the north we were able to start to hunt down
the Trolls and their dark lords."

Rolf stared at
Asima, speechless. He was sure this was all some sort of sleep
deprivation induced hallucination. Was this girl actually talking
about Trolls and Druids as though they actually existed?

“Eventually the
number of wolf warriors dwindled until there was only one left.
That one warrior became known in Cathenia as the Wolf Guard, the
protector of our people from the dark lords. The Wolf Guard was the
only warrior that could stand against the dark lords, as it was the
only creature they feared."

“You are
kidding right?" Rolf questioned.

“Do you find
the death of thousands of my people for a noble cause a joke?"
Asima said angrily. “Do you find the death of your parents for the
same cause a joke?”

“My parents
were killed by an animal in the woods," Rolf replied sharply.

“Exactly,"
Asima returned. “Your parents were killed by Antrocius."

“This is
getting ridiculous, how dare you include my parents in your messed
up fantasy!" Rolf exclaimed as he struggled to get to his feet. “I
am not going to sit here and listen to you and your eccentric story
anymore."

Rolf turned to
walk away from Asima. He was sure that all of this was a bad dream,
or at least he was sure that this is what a dream would feel like
if he ever had one. Yet, there was something deep within him,
turmoil of emotions fighting against his common sense.

“Let me ask
you," Asima began. “Have you ever had trouble sleeping?”

Rolf stopped,
knowing full well that he had not had a full night’s sleep his
entire life.

“What would
that have to do with anything?" He asked annoyed.

“Druids and
Wolf Guards have adapted to sleep only during the day as the dark
lords only ever attack at night," she replied. "So, as you
desperately tried to live a normal life, sleeping at night and
staying awake during the day, your body resisted."

He couldn’t
stop himself from continuing the conversation. He sighed.

“How were my
parents killed," he asked.

“Your mother
was a great Druid, and Antrocius knew that to end the lineage of
the Wolf Guard he would need to use her to destroy your father,"
Asima replied.

“Why her and my
father?" Rolf asked turning back around.

“Because your
father was the last of the wolf warriors, your father was the Wolf
Guard. When Antrocius had killed your parents he had not
anticipated that they had brought a son into the world to carry on
the Wolf Guard blood," Asima said her voice low. “Antrocius
exploited your father’s love for your mother to lure him to his
death."

“Where was
Malak through all of this?" Rolf questioned.

“Antrocius used
him in his plan to destroy your father," Asima continued.
“Antrocius had become fearful of Malak and your father. He saw both
as a threat to his power, in very different ways. Antrocius knew
that your father sought to destroy him yet he believed one day
Malak would turn on him and infuse his power with his own by
consuming his soul. The dark lords had always existed in a pair. It
was their way since their appearance on this world. But Antrocius
feared all things that could end his reign and was desperate to
obtain as much power for himself as possible. Antrocius believed
that his path to eternal rule meant that he would need to rid
himself of your father and do exactly to Malak what he feared he
would do to him. He would consume Malak's blood thus gaining his
life force, and his power."

“Why would he
drink his blood?" Rolf said in disgust.

“Well, drinking
the blood of others is what Vampires do," Asima replied.

“Antrocius and
Malak are Vampires?" Rolf asked in surprise.

“They were the
first Vampires," Asima replied. “They were formed out of the
darkness of the underworld. Pure evil. They live to consume and
destroy, that is their only purpose."

“So Antrocius
just killed Malak and drank his blood?”

“It was not as
simple as that. Antrocius knew that to engage in combat one on one
with Malak he ran the risk of possibly being defeated. He thus
convinced Malak that he would be a part of Antrocius’s plan to lure
your father into a trap where they would kill him together.
Antrocius kidnapped your mother and left her mortally wounded in
the woods for your father to come and find her. Antrocius and Malak
lay in wait for your father who without hesitation came to the aid
of his love. While your father was distracted trying to help your
mother Antrocius signaled the attack. Troll battalions swarmed your
father from all sides as Malak went in for the kill, believing
Antrocius was by his side. Your father’s strength was unmatched by
any other and he was able to battle the Trolls and Malak. In the
end there was only Malak and your father fighting over a field of
dead Trolls. Your father overpowered Malak who called for Antrocius
to help him, yet Antrocius only watched as his plan fell into
place. Your father killed Malak as Antrocius remained hidden. As
your father returned to your mother’s side he found only her limp
lifeless body. Antrocius had poisoned her just enough to ensure
that if she did not die from her wounds that there would be no
chance for your father to save her in time. Your father was so
stricken with sorrow that he did not see Antrocius approaching him
from behind. Antrocius murdered your father as he held your
mother’s body in his arms."

A tear rolled
down Rolf’s cheek as he stared at the ground.

“If any of this
was true, why didn’t my parents ever tell me anything," Rolf
asked.

“Perhaps they
wished to shield you from the horrors of the war," Asima offered.
“I do not know your parents motives."

“Why should I
believe you," Rolf questioned.

“Because I may
be the only person who has ever told you the truth."












Chapter 5






Aknor stood by
the entrance to the cave he and his Troll soldiers had taken refuge
in during the day. He looked out over the valley below. The moon
shone out across the cloudless sky, illuminating the tips of the
mountains and trees. Aknor’s soldiers gathered their weapons and
gear and began to prepare for the night’s journey. Aknor’s second
in command Rickitts, walked up behind him and stood waiting to be
acknowledged.

“What?" Aknor
snapped without looking at Rickitts.

“You know how
ta wake them Hunters?" he asked.

“Course I do,"
Aknor replied, annoyed at Rickitt's doubt. “Don’t you think I’d
already been told how?”

“By who?"
Rickitts questioned.

“Necros," Aknor
said quietly, almost to himself.

“What you been
doin' round them?" Rickitts said in shock.

“It’s none of
your business is it?" Aknor responded turning to Rickitts who
lowered his head.

“I aint mean to
question you," Rickitts replied apologetically. “Just don’t seem
like company you’d keep s’all”

Aknor turned
back towards the valley as he scratched his exposed gut.

“Dark Lord’s
orders," Aknor conceded. “Ain’t gotta know much more than
that."

Aknor secretly
felt honored that his Lord Antrocius had trusted him with the task
of learning the ways of the Necromancer’s in order to awaken the
Hunters. He saw himself as even more superior to his comrades as a
result of the task, and it pleased him. Yet it did not change his
fear of the Hunters. A Troll that did not fear the Hunters was a
fool.

“Tell that
sorry lot of lay abouts we're takin' off. Now!” Aknor said as he
pulled his armor on over his shoulders.

“Yessir"
Rickitts replied as he nodded and turned towards the group.

Rickitts
promptly walked over to the closest Troll who was sitting on the
cave floor packing his gear. He kicked him over and began yelling
at the rest to be ready to leave. The group jumped to their feet in
a panic as they began grabbing their weapons and putting their
armor back on.

The Trolls
exited the cave and proceeded down the mountain side. They entered
the valley below which consisted of dense forest and a small creek
that ran through the center. The group entered the woods and
proceeded along the creek’s banks. The only sound in the night air
was their heavy foot falls and the creaking of their armor.






The group came
to the head of a trail that was framed in a stone archway. The
archway was covered in moss and ivy, there was writing only
slightly visible that was carved across the top of the arch. The
writing was in the ancient tongue of the first born Trolls from
which the present Trolls were formed. The group stood staring at
the ancient archway, unsure of their next step.

“This it then?"
Rickitts asked his voice unsure.

“Yeah, this is
it," Aknor replied slowly approaching the trail.

As he got
closer a low cackle broke out. Aknor spun around to look for the
source of the laugh, but it sounded as though it was coming from
every direction. There was nothing around them but the trees.
Aknor’s men unsheathed their weapons and took ready stances. Aknor
drew his crossbow as he peered through the darkness.

“Who’s there!"
he yelled raising his crossbow to his eye line.

The laughing
continued.

“SHOW YERSELF!"
Aknor screamed in fear.

“Here I am," a
voice whispered from directly behind Aknor’s ear. He spun around
and came face to face with an old woman. Her eyes were black and
her grey tattered hair hung down from the hood of her black cloak
which was ripped and frayed. Her pale, wrinkled skin looked as
though it was cracking. The woman smiled at Aknor revealing her
toothless mouth. Aknor backed away from the woman. She turned her
head as her toothless smile faded.

“Trolls, the
Hunters shall be very happy," She said as she began to circle to
the group. “It has been so long since they have fed."

“What do you
know of the Hunters you old hag!" Aknor exclaimed. “Why you wastin'
our time?”

The woman
stopped walking. She took a deep breath.

“Such anger for
such a scared Troll," she laughed. “The air is rank with your fear.
The Hunters will be along shortly with such a tantalizing scent in
the air."

"Everyone knows
the Hunters slumber!" Aknor snapped back.

He raised his
crossbow at the woman. She stopped laughing, her black eyes fixed
on Aknor. Her expression changed in a heartbeat to one of extreme
anger. She let out an ear piercing shriek and threw her cloak off
revealing her mangled body. Her twisted limbs appeared to be as
wrinkled and weathered as her face and had an unnatural shape to
them. Or rather they were very natural.

“Wood Witch!"
Aknor cried out.

“How dare you
point your weapon at me!" the witch screamed. “I will have to
deprive the Hunters of their trophies. Tonight your bones shall
feed my children!”

Aknor fired his
crossbow and watched as the bolt flew past the witch.






His men
followed suit, raising their weapons and shields.

The wood
witch’s limbs shot forward as though growing at an impossible rate,
sending Aknor flying. His men charged the witch who knocked them
aside with another limb. She wrapped one of her limbs around some
of the Trolls, lifting them into the air by their ankles. She
slammed some to the ground and constricted others. Their bones
could be heard shattering as their screams filled the air. Aknor
got back to his feet and picked up one of his dead comrade’s axes.
He ran at the witch hacking at her limbs. Aknor was soon knocked
over by another growing limb that had fingers like roots that held
him to the forest floor. Aknor struggled against the roots to no
avail. He looked around and saw Rickitts nearby swinging his sword
in desperation.

“Fire
Rickitts!" Aknor cried out. “Burn her!”

Rickitts
stopped swinging and knelt down. He pulled his leather pack from
his back and pulled out two pieces of metal. He quickly threw dead
leaves and moss together in a pile and began striking the metal
together frantically. Sparks showered down over the pile of
tinder.

“NOW!" Aknor
yelled as he felt the roots tightening around his body.

A flame
suddenly erupted in front of Rickitts. He pulled a crossbow from
his pack and a bolt wrapped with a torch tip.

Rickitts dipped
the bolt into the flame and it ignited. He then loaded the bolt and
stood ready to fire it at the witch.

He watched as
the witch's black eyes went wide and she shrieked with anger at the
realization of what was happening. Her attention immediately left
the Trolls who were hacking at her limbs. Rickitts fired his
crossbow just as two of the witch’s limbs ripped his body in two.
The bolt flew through the air and struck the witch directly in the
chest. She began to shriek as the fire spread across her body. The
Trolls backed away shielding their eyes as the fire engulfed her.
The witch collapsed as her dead body burned, the flames reaching
high into the air.

Aknor gasped
for air as the roots that had been holding him down receded into
the witch’s body. One of the surviving Trolls helped Aknor to his
feet.

“What da ya
suppose she wanted with us?" the Troll asked.

“Wild aint
they," Aknor replied, holding his ribs. “Don’t have no allegiance
to nobody, all they care bout is killing to feed their 'children'.
The more dead bodies the stronger their trees get."

“Never liked
them witches," the Troll continued shaking his head.

“How many we
lose Bron?" Aknor asked sternly.

“Five sir,"
Bron replied. “Rickitts as well."

Aknor looked
around at the dead bodies illuminated by the witch’s burning
body.

“Which leaves
us with how many?" Aknor continued a hint of anxiety in his
voice.

“Nine,
includin' yerself," Bron replied.

Aknor sighed,
not out of despair, but relief.

“Collect their
weapons," Aknor commanded. “We need to find em Hunters."

Bron nodded and
began gathering the weapons strewn across the forest floor. Aknor
walked towards the archway followed by his remaining Trolls.

“Whats that say
anyhow?" Bron asked as they walked through the archway.

“Beware all
those who tread the path ahead, if ye be of Troll kind ye most
certain to be dead," Aknor said solemnly.

“Don’t you
think we might wanna heed that warnin'?" Bron asked as he stopped
walking.

“We don’t have
no choice," Aknor replied. “Rather take my chances with the Hunters
than return to Lord Antrocius after havin failed ‘im."

“What you’re
sayin' is either way we are dead?" Bron continued.

“S’pose so,"
Aknor said as he continued down the path.

Bron tightened
his grip on his axe and followed behind Aknor. The rest of the
Trolls tentatively followed looking nervously at one another. The
path led to a clearing around which a stone ring of eight large
pillars had been constructed. In the center of the ring there was a
large flat platform carved from stone. Each of the pillars had a
different marking on it.

“Eight pillars
for the eight Hunters," Aknor said out loud to himself. "The
surviving men of the woodland realm who swore a vendetta gainst our
kind after their village was raided by the wild Trolls of the
mountains. Once they decide yer dead, ain't no escaping em. They
can track any creature no matter where they go. Near wiped our kind
out in the old age. Until Lord Antrocius saved our people and
convinced the great Hunters to serve 'im in hunting the Wolf Guard
in exchange for immortality."

"Left out the
part where they become the Dark Lord's undead slaves though," Bron
laughed uneasily. "Never lost their taste for Troll meat either!
An' without Lord Antrocius here how you expect we gonna keep em
from killing all of us?"

Aknor knew this
was true. It was the part of this task that had stricken fear into
his heart. He had been prepared for this by the Necromancers
although did not know if he would be able to quench the Hunter's
thirst before they would turn on him.

"Simple," Aknor
replied. "All you gots to do is stand underneath a pillar and the
markings will protect ya."

The Trolls all
looked uncertainly at one another.

"Now!" Aknor
commanded.

His comrades
each took their place in front of a pillar.

"What bout
you?" Bron questioned.

"Don't you
worry bout that," Aknor replied as he walked towards the stone
platform in the center of the ring. He pulled a scroll out from
inside his right arm gauntlet.

"That's why I
gots this."

He climbed on
top of the platform and began reading from the scroll.

"Arak Anah
Hurin Namith Tassa Emoth Manalay!" Aknor shouted.

There was
silence. The rest of the Trolls immediately recognized the language
Aknor was speaking as that of the Necromancers.

"Sorry bout
this," Aknor said as he looked at his Troll soldiers.

The markings on
the pillars began to glow red as the ground beneath them started to
shake. The Trolls realizing something was wrong tried to run
although found themselves unable to move.

"What have you
done!" Bron yelled.

"What's
needed," Aknor replied.

Suddenly a
rotting clawed hand burst out from underneath Bron's feet and
grabbed his leg. The rotted corpses of the Hunters began clawing
their way out of the ground from beneath all of the Trolls.

"A sacrifice to
the noble Hunters, from yer Lord Antrocius," Aknor shouted.

"You slime!"
Bron cried out. "You led us to our death!"

The Hunters
began ripping their prey apart and devouring them, still alive.
Aknor turned away from the carnage before him as the last horrific
screams of his former comrades faded away. The ground was stained
black with Troll blood. The Hunters stood staring at Aknor. Their
bodies were little more than bone and rotted flesh. Their crimson
red eyes were fixed on him as blood dripped from their blade like
teeth and claws. Their long pointed ears twitching at every move
Aknor made as their nostrils flared out at the bottom of their long
snouts while they sniffed the air. Since swearing allegiance to
Antrocius they went from being human to creatures with skills
adapted entirely for the hunt. Their ability to track and kill
their prey was amplified from their already proficient human
abilities to create the ultimate predators.

"Why do you
wake us?" one of the Hunters asked his voice raspy and cold.

"Yer master
calls you to yer duty," Aknor began, his voice shaking. "The Wolf
Guard has returned."

"Impossible,"
the Hunters growled in unison.

"Once Lord
Antrocius killed the final Wolf Guard there were no others," one of
the Hunters added. "We would have sensed another."

"This Wolf
Guard never shed 'is human form," Aknor replied.

The Hunters
looked at one another. Aknor was still unsure if his sacrifice had
sufficed the Hunters and waited anxiously for any sign of them
turning on him.

"We sense your
fear Troll!" a Hunter snapped at Aknor. "It is so overpowering my
nostrils burn!"

"He is a
coward, that is why he sacrificed his soldiers rather than
himself," another Hunter stated. “Surely the Necromancers who
provided you with the scroll for our awakening informed you that
self sacrifice far outweighs a sacrifice to each of us!”

Aknor looked
around at the Hunters, thinking back to the Necromancers who had
taught him the awakening ceremony. The Necromancers had warned him
that a sacrifice of others ran the risk of not holding power over
the Hunters.

“The Dark Lord
demands your service!" Aknor cried out.

The Hunter’s
expression became angry as they barred their bloodied teeth at
Aknor.

“We shall serve
our master," they replied.

“Yet don’t
mistake our allegiance to the Dark Lord as an allegiance to you
worm," one of the Hunters stated. “We will find this human, and
destroy him. We leave you with your pathetic life. Now get out of
our sight."

Aknor jumped
off of the stone platform and ran along the path to the stone
archway. He passed through the archway and continued running
through the woods without stopping.

“How could we
have missed a Wolf Guard!" one of the Hunters exclaimed to his
brothers.

“It is
impossible," another commented. “We have never failed in the
hunt!”

“This Wolf
Guard would not have accessed his power, which means he is still
weak. He must be killed before his true potential is realized!"
another stated.

“How do you
track a prey you have not yet sensed?" a Hunter questioned.

“You have the
prey come to you," a Hunter stated as a smile crossed his long
snout.












Chapter 6






Rolf looked at
Asima as she sat beside her strange fire. Even as Rolf stood in the
damp, dense forest, hidden from the sun's warmth, he could still
feel the heat emanating from Asima’s small neon blue fire.

"What is wrong
with that fire?" he asked, wiping the tears from his eyes hoping
that Asima had not seen them.

"It is a fire
created with...I guess the best way I could describe it to you is,
magic," she replied, her gaze not leaving the flames.

"And how does
it work?" Rolf continued.

“I am using the
energy of the forest to manifest the fire," she said nonchalantly.
“That is why it has the blue flame, because it is created with
natural energy."

“So you can
manipulate the wind and create fire?" Rolf questioned.

“Among many
other things," Asima said slowly.

Rolf watched
curiously as no smoke rose from the fire.

“It doesn’t
actually look like it is burning anything," he stated.

“That is
because it’s not, it is pure energy, nothing more," Asima
responded. “Here, watch."

Asima lifted
her right hand and held her palm close to the base of the flame. It
suddenly erupted into an enormous bonfire. The fire danced back and
forth as the tips of the flame licked at the branches of the trees.
Rolf watched in horror thinking that at any moment the entire
forest would catch fire.

“How is the
fire not spreading?" Rolf questioned.

“The fire does
not spread as it is one with the entire forest. The flame is made
of the energy from the trees, the vegetation and the animals. The
energy that flows through each living thing flows through the
flame. It is a constantly growing and self-replenishing energy,"
Asima explained.
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