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Chapter 1: The Prediction 
War has carved bloody scars across the land; decades of relentless 
conflict between three clans has left fields decimated and populations 
huddled in fear. Their rivalry, as old as the world of Drakia itself, 
continues to fuel their drive to wrest control of the few remaining livable 
areas. 

If this wasn’t enough, the Shadows have come…again. Inexorable and 
far more ruthless than any Clan, their presence now means a struggle 
against extinction, rather than conquest. The clans must realize they 
must band together to fight this new threat, else there will be no world to 
fight over. 

Hope is fleeting as a candle flame in a whirlwind, and yet, it flickers, 
clinging to life like those that resist the Shadows. It yet lingers on its 
wick, a tenuous lifeline, because of help from an unexpected place… 

30 Years Ago 

Before this war, before this struggle, humanity had reached its zenith. It 
had been eight centuries since the Great War fractured Drakia, and they 
had made great strides to peace and harmony. Though with that much 
time passing, mankind would eventually start to forget the horrors of 
war, and revisit them soon enough. 

20 Years Ago 

King Robert reigned unquestionably over the lands of Drakia. A fair and 
honest leader, prosperity followed his intelligent decisions, and the 
people benefited from his benevolence.  



At this peak of peace and prosperity, King Robert and his Queen 
conceived quintuplets. A peaceful pregnancy brought into the world four 
sons and one daughter. Robert named each child after their ancestors: 
Hector, the burly and strong son; Gimdro, the quiet, introspective son; 
Adriel, the rascal, always getting into things; Mortred, the loudest and 
most outspoken; and Arwel, the daughter, whose beauty had never 
before been seen, anywhere. 

As part of a long-standing royal tradition, children of noble birth were 
brought before the Tirelli Oracle to receive guidance from the wise, elder 
prophets, whom would then bless the children to lead a long and sage 
life. 

Despite the tradition, Robert did not believe in the ‘tirades’ of the 
prophets, but inwardly did harbor curiosity as to what they would have 
to say about his precious children’s futures. When his royal personage 
arrived, twilight was thick and mysteriously dark, so much so that a 
veiled old woman managed to approach without notice of his guards. 
Recognizing her as one of the prophets, he accepted her presence, only to 
see regret etched deeply into her ancient wrinkles, beneath a gossamer 
veil.  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

A cracked yet strong voice spoke to him on a brittle whispered breath: 

“I know why you are here. If only you had not come…” 

Everyone strained to hear, but only the King’s ears caught her frail 
words. Confused, the King tried to speak, but she continued before he 
could utter a word. 

“She is the key. Save her, and you may yet save the world. Warn your 
boys that every fairy tale is more than it seems, that every story can turn 
into reality. Be careful with the wounded one; the world is not enough 
for him. His ingratitude pushes everyone around him into danger. 

“Now, go. When the time comes, remember my words. Do not say a 
single word to anyone, however, about what you have heard from me 
here this evening. Act like no words passed from my lips. Do not forget 
that just as the past has occurred, the future is written in stone as well.” 



As these last whispered tidings reached the King’s ears, her face was 
struck by a deep sorrow, making valleys out of her wrinkles and dark 
caves from her eyes, which went unfocused as if looking through him. 
Then, on silent slippers, she turned and walked away. 

The King never saw her the rest of that evening, never heard another 
word about her. Her words weighed heavily upon him, more so than the 
crown he wore. 

 

Chapter 2: The Mysterious Anduril 
Time passed, as it does. The King’s children grew into healthy young 
adults, all equally loved and educated. 

Besides the King’s children, most of his Court were blessed with 
offspring as well; the future seemed bright, and confidence brings 
growth in many forms. The Court’s children, all about the same age, 
played together growing up. Games organized by the King helped 
encourage the importance of teamwork, reliability, and honesty. 
Besides, organized events meant the Court could hardly refuse a request 
of the throne, even if they had wanted to do so. The royal children were 
therefore never had wont for anything to do. 

This, of course, could not last forever. For weighing heavily on the King’s 
mind were the words of the prophet about his children, his future. There 
was also the conundrum of the Anduril. 

Little was known of them, except rumor and raw stories: they are 
godlike beings. They are eternal. Their strength and power are 



enormous. And they lived behind the high, shielded walls of a city called 
Dimara, far off in the mountains. It was said no man could pass their 
walls, nor through their gates, and could not even behold the city itself, 
for humans didn’t have the strength of thought nor endurance to exist 
there, let alone even enter. There, the Anduril remained, beyond the sight 
of man, seemingly content and uninterested in the ways of the rest of the 
world. Except, that is, for once every century. 

Every 100 years, the Anduril would open their high, strong gates, in an 
event well-known through the land…mostly, as stories. Few would 
believe it unless they saw it with their own eyes, the massive gates that 
were usually unseeable by human eyes, creaking open with a crackling 
power of their own. These gates would open to welcome one human to 
the entrance and, if the Anduril found that person worthy, the human 
would be granted entrance. It was said this person would receive the 
greatest glory and reward any person could hope to imagine in many 
lifetimes, let alone one. This person would also never be seen again, 
taken into the fold of this mysterious city to no doubt learn secrets 
unknown to any but the creators. 

Now, it has been almost one full century since Anduril last took 
someone. In two months’ time, the choosing would come yet again, and 
King Robert knew that this person must be one of his children, a gift 
even more wonderous than he, as King, could ever hope to bestow upon 
any of them. 

From a young age, the King would regale his children with stories of the 
previous selections, how fanciful a ceremony it was where hopefuls 
from across the kingdom would come and await the Anduril to show 



themselves. Being every 100 years, some never saw this event in the 
span of their lifetimes, sparking belief in the King’s breast that his 
children were truly special to have been born at this time. 

As the time of the selection drew closer, anticipation steadily grew. Who 
could not help but to be excited? After all, those chosen so far were 
spoken of as legendary figures, as far back as recorded history went. The 
children of the King were as infused with energy as the rest of the 
Kingdom, as they each wanted to be the one chosen for this honor. The 
pride their father would feel would be immeasurable, they knew. Each 
son especially tried hard to convince King Robert that they were the 
chosen one, going to great lengths, even becoming boastful. 

These boasts did not go unnoticed by the rest of the Court. As many 
there had equal hopes to be chosen for entry, the avowals of the royal 
sons would be difficult to surmount. After all, they were the sons of the 
King, and even children of the high-born Court were no match in stature 
to the princes. 

Robert knew of these boasts and of their posturing, and their relentless 
claims to be the one that would be selected. These brags fell on the 
King’s ears, but instead of making him proud, they made him realize his 
sons were far too immature for this responsibility; it would be many 
years before they were ready.  

His daughter Arwel, however, stood apart from his other offspring. She 
was a jewel of kindness, full of empathy. Her words beget wisdom far 
beyond her young age, often opining of events affecting even the furthest 
reaches of the Kingdom. It was clear that from a young age, Arwel 



missed nothing that she overheard and observed, learning at a much 
faster pace than her siblings. 

When the time of the selection came, it was greeted by great fanfare 
within the Kingdom. Robert, after weeks of silence leading up to this 
grand event, brooded continuously over his choice; in the final days, he 
rarely slept, wracked with indecision, but finally he made his choice. 

Expectations were that King Robert would choose one of his princes; 
rather, he chose Arwel for this honor. She was only 12 summers old, but 
felt she was more up to the opportunity than any of his other offspring.  

When the time came, King Robert went with Arwel to the gates of the 
Anduril city. The tradition was followed closely; King Robert And Arwel 
were each on their own horses, the finest steeds in the land; they were 
escorted by hand-picked elite troops, and wound their way along the 
same ancient path that had seen the hoofprints of many past rulers and 
their offspring. 

As they rode, the sadness that took root in King Robert’s chest when he 
made his decision, fully blossomed into an oak of heaviness. Knowing 
he may never see his sweet daughter again, he remarked to Arwel: 

“Oh, my one and only Arwel! Deep inside I feel that they will choose you 
today to be part of the Anduril society. I know when this happens, I may 
never see you again. I want you to know, though, that I will always be 
your father. Do not forget the lessons I have taught you, nor where you 
came from and whom you grew up with. Please, keep warm memories 
of your brothers and your mother and I close to your heart.  



“You are my greatest treasure,” he said, tears welling up in his eyes. “I 
knew from the day you were born that you would be truly special. The 
prophecy only reinforced that. I knew, in my heart, we would be 
standing side by side at the gates to Dimara, waiting for your 
admittance. 

A tear flowed from Arwel’s eye, a lone glassy trail that slowly cascaded 
down her cheek. Riding closely to her father, she reached out to hold his 
hand, and promised she would never forget her parents or her brothers. 

They waited at the door to Dimara for what seemed an eternity, so long 
in fact that King Robert felt that maybe they had the wrong day. Finally, 
though, a massive bass-like tremble was felt; it resonated through 
everything, as if an earthquake was birthing deep in their chests. The 
door slowly began to open, the grinding noise almost too deep for 
human ears. The King felt his heart beating madly, being both fearful 
and proud of his daughter, but also a small part of him hoping to catch a 
glimpse of the inside of their city. 

A near-blinding light poured forth like a waterfall, stopping any minor 
hopes of seeing inside. The thought escaped his mind as if lost in a 
rushing river, and he turned to his daughter. Her gaze was fixed on the 
brightness in front of them, her hand trembling in his. Or maybe, the 
King thought, that was his own hand… 

Arwel squeezed her father’s hand one last time, then hugged him 
mightily. Wordlessly, with tears, they separated; Arwel stepped lightly 
towards the door, seeking worthiness. To Robert, it seemed as if she 
were ascending to heaven, her footsteps on the very beams of light 
themselves. 



The closer she drew towards the open gates, the more the light engulfed 
her, and the more pride King Robert felt – as well as pain. It was a strong 
mix of emotions and was all he could bear to stand firm without fully 
breaking down. The closer she got to the gates, the more apparent it was 
that she would be admitted to the ancient, mystical city. 

The retinue that had accompanied King Robert was silent. He had 
forbade any other royal family members from coming, and everyone 
knew the consequences of approaching the gate without permission of 
the King. In the past, there were some that had thoughtlessly flung 
themselves at the gate, running past the chosen one, in the hopes of 
being the one allowed in. Whenever this happened, those interlopers 
would not only not be admitted into the city, but would be exiled by the 
Crown.  

Despite these rules, the King’s boys had secretly followed – Mortred, 
Hector, and Adriel, as well as Idela, the boys’ closest friend, a girl that 
would have made a fine knight in her own right someday. Curiosity 
drove them all, though Mortred was infused with jealousy. He thought it 
should be himself that should be allowed in the city, not anyone else, 
and though he promised his brothers he wished only to observe, he 
waited for the right moment, and lunged forward towards the gate. He 
knew in his heart that he was the chosen one, and would show his father 
– would show them all! 

His brother’s reflexes were just as sharp, though, and they quickly 
pinned Mortred in a wrestling grapple that would have made their 
Master of Arms, responsible for their sword and combat training, very 



proud. They held the squirming Mortred fast to the rocky ground, out of 
sight of the King, Arwel, and the retinue that served as the King’s guard. 

Perplexed, fearful, and angered, Mortred cast envious glances at Arwel 
as she approached the gate. So convinced was he of his righteousness in 
being the one to get into Dimara, that his father would look up to him 
with approval and love, and yet pinned now as he was, something 
snapped in his mind. Something deep, something dark, and something 
that had been reclusive. He decided right then that maybe today was not 
his day, but he would find a way. He would be the first; he would show 
them all. As these dark thoughts eddied in his mind, a warm comfort 
spread through his body. His strength was sapped, and his brothers 
relaxed their grips on him as they felt his resistance crumble. Had his 
brothers gazed upon Mortred’s face at that moment, the look would have 
haunted them. Instead, their eyes were on the departing Arwel and their 
father, as well as the smattering of hopefuls that had tried to rush the 
gate only to be turned away. 

The rush of the hopefuls brought the boys back to reality – they knew 
they’d have to get back home before their father returned. Picking up 
Mortred and pushing him towards their horses, sequestered out of sight 
beyond a bend in the path, they made their exit quickly. Only Mortred, 
last to mount his horse, cast one last glance behind, vowing to enter 
someday. 

Idela, with the brothers, saw none of this, but had been the only one that 
saw the calm yet fear-inducing look on Mortred’s face, something she 
would never forget for the rest of her years.  

 



Chapter 3: The Past of the Future 
The lives of Robert’s children growing up were not exactly hardships, 
but being trained in the ways of the court – speechcraft, dueling, 
diplomacy, etiquette, and numerous other topics fit for royalty – meant 
the children were in need of restful sleep, as more would come on the 
morrow. Robert would often tell them a bedtime story, richly woven and 
paced perfectly to help carry them from the travails of the day into that 
much-needed restful sleep.  

One of their favorite tales was an ancient one on the Awakening: 

Long ago, upon the time when stars winked into light and our forebearers first 
came together, all lived in peace and happiness. There was no envy, nor 
selfishness; everyone helped each other and loved each other. Nothing was ‘mine’ 
or ‘theirs,’ but of them all, as if a part of one large family. 

Then, one day, everything changed. 

People began to turn away from their families, turning their backs on those 
they’d spent countless years with, tossing aside countless years as if it meant 
nothing, acting as strangers. The best doctors of the realm investigated, 
examining these poor souls when they could, finding no exact explanation for 
their behavior – only that their bodies changed, ever so slightly. Heart rhythms, 
breathing patterns, and the color of one’s blood were often different among one of 
three groups. These groups uncannily sought each other out, slipping from the 
heartfelt bonds of kingdom and family, to seek others of their ilk. This 
inexplicable series of events was called ‘The Awakening,’ where these three clans 
‘woke up’ to find themselves of the blood of one of the three, looking at the other 



two with distaste. They further differentiated each other by calling their clans by 
one of three names – Warriors, Engineers, and Mages. 

The Warriors are, as you can imagine, devastatingly strong fighters, fueled by 
an aggressively cruel streak. They believed their birthright was to claim 
everything they saw, and own it through brute strength. War was their nature, 
and this strength could only be barely negated through the efforts of the other 
two clans. 

The Engineers saw themselves as betters than the Warriors and Mages by their 
use of ‘inner strength,’ wielding their talent for manipulation of physical forces 
to build and create. Initially, the War that broke out between these three clans 
weakened the Engineers a great deal, but their grudging alliance with the 
Mages made them able to withstand the Warriors’ onslaught, saving their clans 
from total destruction. 

The Mages were even more introspective than the Engineers, seeing themselves 
as spectators. Only when necessary would they manipulate their environment 
for their needs. At heart, they are perhaps the friendliest of the three clans, but 
are certainly not above using their powers to defend themselves, or correct what 
they see as wrongdoing. They are fascinated with searching for and collecting 
relics from ancient times. 

The War resulted in heavy casualties across all three clans, with many losses 
among talented men and women, which in a way brought them all to their 
senses again. Peace was found, perhaps begrudgingly so, but it was peace of a 
kind at least. Just as this peace took hold and the clans began the long, arduous 
process of rebuilding, the Shadows appeared. 

With the world still in ruins, the clans had little time to prepare, though their 
recent conflict kept martial spirits and methods in mind well enough. Still, the 



Shadows drove the world to the brink of complete destruction as the clans, still 
not entirely trusting of one another, each waited for the others to take the 
initiative to make a stand. If they had stood together early on and not let 
indecisiveness take root, they may have had a chance. As it was, this hesitation 
had dire consequences for the land and its people. 

Slowly, with little hope, the Shadows overran the world, conquering city after 
province, victories tumbling into their dark maws as vengeful Shadow armies 
cut down any who opposed their inexorable advances. 

Their darkness now covered much of the land, except for one small portion 
where the Warriors chose to make a final stand. Gladius, their legendary leader, 
instilled a focus in his soldiers despite setback after setback; there was, after all, 
nowhere else to go, nowhere else to fall back. They would stand and live, or die 
trying. 

This battle, which featured no landmark nor nearby town, was unexpectedly 
turned in the Warrior’s favor by the genius of Gladius. The Warriors retreated, 
as if in panic, and the main body of the Shadow army advanced greedily to land 
the killing blow. However, it was a trap – Gladius was merely drawing them in 
to encircle them, using every last levee and blade he could find. Packed tightly, 
the Shadows could not fight effectively, and were slaughtered. It was the first 
great victory against a foe that had not tasted defeat since they appeared. While 
this main body of Shadows was destroyed, there were many others still infesting 
the lands, but this defeat made them take notice. Expecting a counterattack with 
a vengeance, the Warriors and remnants of other clans stood ready, but no 
counterblow came. Instead, the Shadows withdrew from the world, leaving the 
clans in more or less peace. 



Those peaceful bonds that had grown from years of inter-clan warfare, however, 
came back quickly after the Shadows’ disappearance. Feeling their contribution 
to the destruction of the Shadows was most important, the Warriors felt as if 
they should subjugate all others. Of course, the other two clans did not agree 
with this assessment, and any peace that was known became short lived as all 
slid back into the depths of anarchy and fighting once again. 

According to legend, the Creators of the heavens, of the world, of all creatures 
great and small, had sent the Awakening to challenge humanity, and seeing 
their failures, sent the Shadows to punish them all. Every thousand years, these 
challenges will revisit humanity, who must demonstrate that they can work 
together and be worthy of the life that wiggled deep in their chests, despite their 
lack of trust for the other clans. Only through trust could humanity truly stand 
on their own. 

Usually by this point, the children would be asleep. Mortred, however, 
would feign sleep through closed eyes but taking in every word of his 
father’s tale, lost in his own thoughts of the conflict. His brothers were 
exhausted from the day’s trials, and even the game of tag they played in 
the royal halls after supper did nothing to tire the boy. Little did he know 
that even that simple children’s game would have serious consequences. 

 

Chapter 4: The Seal 
The next morning, the children were fairly well exhausted from staying 
up late, having heard that story which they’d heard many times before. 
Yet, children being children, they embraced the day with energy, 



attending their compulsory classes and physical training, then going out 
afterwards yet again to play. 

The evening before, Mortred was the “it” in their favored game of tag. 
Despite his best efforts, he could not catch neither Hector nor Adriel, as 
both were more dexterous than Mortred; this chafed the young prince 
greatly. During play this day, Mortred wanted a rematch of the previous 
evening’s game, which his brothers quickly agreed to (except for Gimdro, 
who did not like social games at all and avoided them as much as he 
could). 

Mortred knew he was slower than his siblings, so he had to resort to 
trickery if he wanted to catch one of them. The night before, he’d 
schemed and planned the different ways he could accomplish this, and 
the one he thought would work best, he immediately set to do. This 
involved Mortred hiding in a thick bush, waiting with patience, where 
the others could not possibly see him.  

For Mortred’s efforts, he was rewarded with a long wait and a deep 
scratch on his face thanks to the thorns in the bush, but he cared little. 
He was solely focused on catching someone, anyone. Finally, after what 
seemed an eternity, Adriel and Idela came along, unwary of his hidden 
presence. He bided his time until the right moment, and then leapt out. 

Alas, despite his patience, despite his waiting, and despite a bleeding 
face, he only came within a hair’s breadth of tagging them; the miss was 
made ever the more painful due to its closeness. Frustrated, he tried to 
chase his siblings down, but as usual, failed to catch anyone. 

After the game, his brothers made jokes about his slowness as usual, 
piling on the painfulness of Mortred’s loss by heaping mockery upon 



their brother for his fresh scar. Idela tried to comfort him, but Mortred 
would have none of it. Instead, the sullen brother sulked his way home, 
seeking his only solace – his father. Surely, Mortred thought, his father’s 
love would soothe and comfort his child’s inner torment, as well as his 
fresh wound. 

When his father saw Mortred, he was taken aback, for he remembered 
the words of the Prophet: “be careful with the wounded one.” The King 
asked his son how he came by the gash in his face, and Mortred relayed 
the story in all truth. When he finished, the hoped-for solace and 
comfort was not forthcoming. Stunned, Mortred was sent by King 
Robert to his room to sleep, leaving the child Prince confused and 
unhappy while his father gnawed his thoughts upon the words he’d 
been told, as well as his son. 

Mortred might not be the most skillful, King Robert thought to himself, 
but he did always try his best, no matter the obstacles or challenges. 
Robert knew that his diligence would ultimately overcome his much 
more talented but very much lazier brothers. In any case, the King 
decided, he would pay more attention to Mortred’s siblings to rectify that 
gap in ambition; he did not want to lose another child, but he felt if he 
could imbue solid work ethics in his other Princes, everything would 
work out, somehow. 

His thoughts also lingered on Arwel, the words of the prophecy framing 
his thoughts darkly and dealing him shame. Whenever thoughts of 
Arwel entered his mind, he realized Mortred was the source of that 
shame. 

 



Chapter 5: Mortred 
From that moment on, King Robert distanced himself more and more 
from his son Mortred; the other boys received more attention and care, 
which did not escape Mortred’s notice. The process was slow and did 
not happen overnight, nor even over a fortnight, but Mortred was not 
ignorant of it and did not understand at all. 

Mortred’s envy of his brothers grew like an angry welt in his breast, for 
it seemed their father liked his siblings more. It did not at all help that 
his brothers made Mortred feel useless and lacking, though Idela was 
the only one of them that still spoke to him as an equal, helping balance 
Mortred for a time by making rational choices each day, rather than 
acting on anger or instinct. Mortred felt that Idela was the only normal, 
good influence in his life, and felt as if he were a favorite, but began to 
notice Idela seemed more happier when Adriel was around. This made 
Mortred even more melancholy than normal. 

Mortred dwelled upon this more and more as time passed; he felt he did 
nothing wrong, and could not understand why his father chose this 
path. His siblings were treated more with kindness and forgiveness, 
while Mortred was treated as if every step were a false one, and as if 
anything he did was unforgivable. Mortred did try to get close to his 
father, despite all this…at least, at first.  

As Mortred grew older and matured, he would try to talk more with his 
father, or go hunting with him, instead of playing or spending time with 
his siblings. Usually, any such efforts were in vain, for even if he were 
able to get the attention of his father, the King would suddenly find 



something else that required his attention, and leave Mortred to himself. 
This made the boy even more taciturn and jealous of his siblings, for 
whom the King always seemed to go out of his way to make time.  

This melancholy grew more within him, unchecked, making Mortred’s 
anger grow; he had nobody else to turn to other than his father and Idela, 
and even now the latter seemed to become more distant to him. Even his 
separation from Arwel, with whom he spent a lot of time before her 
departure, added another burden to his already-overborne frustrations. 
Arwel, like Idela, had given Mortred a sense of pragmatism and 
understanding, which he felt slipping away with each passing day. 

This underlying anger did not go unnoticed by his siblings. More and 
more, his brothers would look down on him, not inviting him to their 
activities, which further alienated him. With time, this fear, anger, 
frustration, and sadness simmered until it became white hot, forging 
steel around the boy’s heart. Mortred grew to hate just about everything 
around him. 

This became so unbearable to Mortred that he decided one day that, if 
his family would have nothing to do with him, if they would not give 
him the attention he so desperately wished to experience, he would 
somehow force them to do so. His mind, twisted by channels of lava-hot 
loathing, forged a course of planning that made Mortred realize that he 
could gain power and become King after his father. If that happened, he 
could do whatever he wanted. He would then finally gain the love, 
admiration, and respect he so craved.  

And anyone that dared to get in the way of this would suffer. Greatly. 



Chapter 6: The Last Hunt 

Mortred, without anyone to talk to, had taken to muttering and 
whispering to himself, forging fantasy-laced conversations to reinforce 
that usurping the throne and seizing power would make everyone 
understand, finally. His conversations, always done in secret and away 
from other ears, would become quite heated and excitable, which fueled 
the young Prince’s desires even further. 

Despite this secrecy, Idela noticed the changes in Mortred, the only one 
of the family that did. Even so, Idela failed to think that it was anything 
other than ‘Mortred being Mortred,’ a normal happenstance.  

One evening, Hector stumbled upon one of Mortred’s self-discussions. 
Shocked and fearful, he did not make himself know; after all, to Hector, 
Mortred seemed a quiet and introspective young man. Without being 
noticed, Hector vacated the area, and when he came across Adriel and 
Gimdro, he shared with them what he had overheard. 

Both were as shocked as Hector to hear of Mortred talking to himself, 
and of the schemes that were festering in his darkened mind. They in 
turn told Idela, who was both surprised and not so surprised that 
Mortred was planning to become King and ‘show them all’ what he 
could do. Before long, the other siblings were told of this, and after a long 
discussion that went into the early morning hours, all but Idela were 
determined to convince Mortred that there was no chance ever of him 
becoming King. 

Within a day, the brothers had organized a hunt, and to Mortred’s 
suspicious surprise, invited him along. They all knew Mortred was as 



comfortable in the saddle as a child riding a porcupine, and when using 
a bow was often more of a danger to himself and others than any prey 
they would stalk. Nevertheless, as the day of the hunt drew near, 
Mortred felt his darkened thoughts begin to part like clouds on a rainy 
day, and found himself looking forward to it. Hunting was, after all, a 
royal endeavor that all Kings participated in, and the best Kings were 
known as the best hunters. Mortred knew his shortcomings, but 
convinced himself this would be different; his brothers, on the other 
hand, were determined to show Mortred exactly how awful he was at 
this, and how his lack of hunting skills would hopefully reinforce how 
unsuitable he would be to become a King someday. 

On the day of the hunt, Mortred and his three brothers bid their father a 
good day, and rode out into the woods on horseback. As the day 
progressed, only small game such a hares and the occasional reindeer 
were found. Most of these were expertly targeted by Hector or Gimdro, 
while Adriel drove the game where they wanted them to go. The three 
brothers were always good at working together towards a goal, and their 
performance this day made Mortred more and more restless. His three 
brothers cast knowing glances at each other; they felt their plan to drive 
that royal foolishness from their ineffectual brother’s head had 
succeeded marvelously. 

As it grew dark and the hunt was winding down, Mortred spotted a wild 
boar – a very large one, bigger than he’d ever seen or heard of. His mind 
whirled with possibilities, and he realized in a split second that this 
would be his last chance to slay an animal on this hunt. If he could 
down this monster of a boar, he thought, surely his legend would grow 
and finally, be noticed. 



Mortred spurred his horse and sped off, calling out to his brothers to 
follow. After all, he thought, he’d need witnesses to tell of his great 
victory, and doing that right in front of his egotistical brothers would 
simply be icing on the cake!  

The four brothers raced into the darkening wood, with Mortred holding 
on to the lead, surprisingly. His lack of horsemanship skill was being 
atoned for this day, for he remained firmly seated and the horse seemed 
to be connected to what he wanted. The lightning-like power of 
anticipation and victory grew with every gallop of his mount.  

The large boar, which had been running for its life thanks to it being 
surprised and fearful of the large royal horses, darted into a bush. 
Mortred saw this, as the light had not yet flickered out. He slowed his 
horse to a trot and neared the bush when he heard a loud cry of alarm 
behind him. Focused as he was on the boar’s hiding spot, he ignored the 
call. After all, it could not have been anything but his jealous brothers 
meaning to slow or stop him, and have this creature for themselves! 

His horse trotted through a small space in the thick brush, Mortred’s 
mind giddy with success. The light may have been there, but it wasn’t 
enough to help Mortred see the gaping slash of a ravine behind, the 
bottom far below. His momentum was too great to stop; instead, in a 
very uncharacteristic show of dexterity, he leapt from his horse and 
grabbed for a branch hanging low overhead. He managed to hold onto it, 
the sudden fear of injury or death now tamped down by this secure 
purchase, the screams of his horse as it plummeted into the gorge 
assaulting his ears. However, after a long day of riding and tightly 



grasping reins and bow both, his aching hands were greatly weakened. 
Almost immediately, he felt the branch begin to slip away.  

His brothers, who had called out to warn their brash brother of the 
obstacle there that they knew well from their many hunts, rushed ahead. 
The near-darkness hid Mortred from view until they came upon the 
brush that lined the gorge… 

Hector was the first there, dismounting expertly and smoothly, 
intending to catch Mortred if he had been lucky enough to cling to one of 
the many branches. His guess was a good one, and for a moment hope 
soared in his chest as he saw his brother swinging from the branch…but 
then saw his hold slip. In slow motion, the other brothers were at 
Hector’s shoulders, all seeing the look of confusion, sadness, and 
hopelessness in their brother’s eyes, the last specks of daylight flickering 
madly there, and then he was gone.  

Gimdro, Adriel, and Hector all stood there, rooted to the spot, speechless. 
They braced themselves, waiting to hear something…anything. But only 
silence from the deep, dark gorge greeted them in return.  

Hector immediately suggested climbing down, but the others logically 
dispelled that hope. It was far too dark to even attempt to climb down, 
and the ravine was well known by hunters to be too deep to be safely 
descended, even in daylight. Their hope became fear, which then became 
unbelieving sadness, staring into the nothingness, knowing their 
brother’s broken body was drowned away in its depths. 

 They stood there for many minutes, unable to fathom what just 
happened, when they were shook from their despair by the boar they’d 
been chasing. It easily escaped into the trees with an angry series of 



grunts and cries. And only then, it sank in that their brother was truly 
dead. 

Unable to even look at each other, they slowly re-mounted their horses 
and began to head back. Each brother’s thought dwelled on guilt and 
dread that they were singularly responsible for Mortred’s fatal dive; after 
all, they were the true huntsmen, and Mortred was a novice at best. 
Their plan to humiliate their brother into submission now resulted with 
death. Each’s thoughts swirled in a maelstrom of cloudy uncertainty as 
they slowly headed back to home. 

Only many minutes after this destructive contemplation were they able 
to utter words to each other, which started with Hector asking how they 
would break the news to their father. Gimdro insisted that they tell the 
truth, squashing any fantastic lies that may have started taking root in 
Hector and Adriel’s minds. Most of the rest of the journey was made in 
silence as dead as the ravine’s darkness. 

Upon their arrival, the castle was buzzing with activity, as the brothers 
were very late. Even the King himself was in the courtyard, hands on 
hips and a scowl as deep as the darkness around them ensconced on his 
face. The brothers saw this scowl set like hardened granite, but then saw 
it melt slowly away as he saw only three of his sons, instead of four…as 
well as the miserable look shared by all three riders.  

The brothers wasted little time in telling their father what happened. As 
the tale was woven, Robert sank slowly to his knees, the weight of this 
loss physically pressing him. The King’s gaze fell to the earth, his mind 
flowing with equal parts anger, fear, sadness, and most of all, guilt. 



King Robert blamed himself, more than anything else. The tale, he knew, 
would be truthful, for Gimdro would have it no other way. The other two 
themselves may have dreamed something fantastic up to deflect and 
explain this away, but King Robert knew all the words to be true. And he 
also knew, had he not been so standoffish with Mortred, this may never 
have happened. He realized with a crushing wave like the sea bursting a 
ship in a storm, that he could have said something – anything – about 
the prophecy, especially. The King knew in his heart he did not have to 
embrace his duties so earnestly at the expense of his neglected and now-
departed son. 

Mortred’s death shocked not only King Robert and his siblings, but also 
the entire court. Idela, being close to him, took this the hardest of all of 
them. She felt like she lost a dear friend, someone that might have made 
a great King someday – with the right attention and tremendous 
patience, of course – but a King, nevertheless. 

Before first light the next day, they set out to locate Mortred’s body. 
Daylight poured into the ravine by the time they arrived, and its depths 
made the search much more difficult. By midday, they’d scouted the 
river far below, its banks, and the surrounding cliffs and even woods, 
just in case Mortred did survive and find his way out. It was Adriel that 
first spotted the clothing downstream a good distance, an all-too-
familiar coat the brothers knew well. Climbing down, the mood was 
even more somber as somehow not finding a body meant there was 
some hope. 

The clothing was indeed on a body, which was the size and shape for 
Mortred, but the fall and subsequent nature-driven tumbling along the 



shore by the edges of this fast-moving river, had taken a severe toll upon 
its features. They could not tell for sure it was Mortred, but everyone 
knew in their hearts it indeed was their fallen brother. Adriel, on the 
edge of a breakdown already, finally broke completely at the sight; Idela 
went to comfort him. Hector took it upon himself to gently lift the body 
from the shore, before the river gain a grip on him again and tumble it off 
to never be seen again. 

A small burial ceremony was held by only the family, once the body was 
properly prepared per royal custom. Afterwards, at the crypt, King 
Robert placed a small hourglass on the sarcophagus. It had been 
something Mortred made when he was but a small – and happy, Robert 
realized, trying not to cry but failing miserably – child. He remembered 
clearly one day when Mortred had purposefully clogged up the middle of 
the hourglass somehow, causing the sand to no longer flow. When 
asked why he broke his present, Mortred answered his father, “Because, 
I want time to stop so we can always be happy together.” Robert’s grief 
came to a bursting point at that memory, as he realized his boy was gone 
forever. 

Alas, King Robert could not know how this act of ignorance would affect 
the future of all the people, in all the land. 

 

Chapter 7: The Three Brothers 
Years passed, and the remaining three brothers grew into adulthood. 
Their time was increasingly taken up by their own interests and studies, 
rarely overlapping. In fact, they hardly had the time, nor took the time, to 



speak to each other, not after Mortred’s death many years before. Their 
only connection was Idela, whom maintained a tacit yet frail connection 
by reminding the brothers often that they belong to each other, and must 
remain united. 

Hector’s frame grew large as he grew older, the result of near-constant 
physical training and exercise. He had a keen interest in the science of 
warfare and in hand-to-hand combat, as well as swordsmanship. He 
entered knight tournaments arranged by their father, King Robert, and 
won every one of them. Even as a young adult, he earned a reputation as 
a fearless and powerful warrior, becoming a master swordsman. His 
achievements in tournaments made him famous across the land, ever 
increasing his fame with each new win and prize. 

Gimdro, however, remained opposite. A quiet and wise boy growing up, 
he liked to withdraw to the castle’s extensive library, eschewing any 
kind of social life or physical exertion. Instead of his brothers, he spent a 
lot of time with the inventors and researchers of the King’s Court, where 
he found much in common. His passions were inventions and 
experiments, of which he created several that became useful throughout 
the kingdom. 

Like his brother Gimdro, Adriel also enjoyed discovering new things, 
though his tastes were more drawn to esoteric and uncommon 
knowledge. He studied hypnosis, which he believed made the mind 
stronger, and believed highly in man’s intellectual and inner power. He 
did not understand Hector’s obsessions with physical strength, nor 
Gimdro’s fascination with meticulous materialism. Adriel enjoyed large 
gatherings and getting to know people; he felt this knowledge gave great 



insight into how things worked. He easily made friends with like-
minded people, but he also knew how to put on a façade to manipulate 
others into thinking he was their friend. It was important to Adriel to be 
liked by everyone, so difficult decisions did not come naturally to him. 
Idela was very special to him – despite all his friends, none were as close 
as she. 

Despite their distances, when the brothers did find rare time to spend 
with each other, they got along well. They would often talk to catch up 
on each other’s lives, tracking accomplishments, and learning of what 
went on in other circles.  

The kingdom itself flourished during this time. The people felt secure, 
the King was still young enough to be a robust leader, and all knew no 
matter which brother took the Crown after King Robert, they would all 
be worthy. 

 

Chapter 8: The Beginning of the Decline 
Despite his outer vigor, King Robert was tormented over the years by the 
guilt of Mortred’s death. It slowly gnawed away at him, making him 
physically ill. One day, he suddenly collapsed; his doctors diagnosed 
him with an irreversible disease, with merely a few years to live. Robert 
swore the doctors to secrecy, not wanting the news to be heard by his 
sons. Instead, he resolved to watch them carefully to determine which of 
them would prove to be the most worthy to take the throne over, when 
the time came. 



The disease progressed exactly as the King’s doctors diagnosed. Almost 
two years later to the day, Robert could no longer rise from his bed. He 
called for his sons, who came to be by his side, full of sadness and fear. 
The King told them he had not much time left, and his last ruling would 
be to determine which son would become his heir and inherit the Crown 
when he passed.  

Hector was strong and fierce, but these alone were not enough to be 
King. His choices then became either Gimdro or Adriel. Gimdro was self-
centered and only cared about his studies and his circle of scientists, so 
the King thought he would be uninterested in the people of the Kingdom 
and their well-being. Adriel was too manipulative; one never knew what 
his true beliefs and intentions were, and he could change between them 
at the drop of a coin. Besides, Idela spent most of her time with Adriel, 
and as she had a temper equal to Hector’s, she often influenced Adriel to 
do strange things.  

Robert’s grieving of Mortred continued. As the end grew nearer, he felt 
even more remorse at his son’s loss. If he had only paid attention to him, 
King Robert repeated to himself as he always did. If he had only taken 
more care of him, groomed him more closely to take the throne…Mortred 
may indeed have been the best choice to take the Crown. While he did 
not excel at any particular thing unlike his siblings, Mortred had been 
much more than the sum of his qualities and strengths. 

News of the King’s ill health spread rapidly, and the mood in the 
Kingdom grew somber and melancholy, a dark tide of sadness that 
threatened to drown all. The mood seemed to crush like a heavy weight, 



with moods among the commoners turning them to dark, evil thoughts, 
and in some cases, actions just as terrible.  

This affected the King’s court and sons as well. As the hours turned to 
days, their moods reflected that of most others, causing their normal 
cheerful dispositions to turn to ashes as they argued and fought more 
and more often. 

One evening a few days later, Robert slept heavily, thrashing about and 
sweating as if running a marathon. His dream chased him like a rabid 
beast, unrelenting, not letting go, and suddenly he awoke with a gasping 
start. He saw in his dream what was happening to the world…though it 
could not be! The time should not have yet come!  

He knew he must warn his sons before it was too late. None of them 
could possibly know. He painfully raised himself from his bed, slowly, 
steadily, and it was then he noticed the shadowy figure on his open 
terrace. 

The doors had been left open to let the cool night air comfort the fevered 
King, but he felt nothing but a hot fear well up inside of him. Before the 
King could utter a weakened cry, the hooded, dark figure rushed forward 
in a blur, pinning Robert to his bed. The King had the strength of a child 
now and could not push back. Swiftly, the intruder grasped a pillow, and 
locked it vicelike over the King’s face. He struggled feebly for a few 
moments, but it wasn’t nearly enough to fight back against the 
trespasser’s inhuman strength. Soon, the long, peaceful, and glorious 
reign of King Robert came to an inglorious end. 

 



Chapter 9: The Awakening 
The next day, Robert’s sons found their father’s body in bed, bereft of life. 
His eyes were wide open, surprise chiseled in them and staring solidly 
into nothingness. The doctor’s examined their liege, and determined he 
passed due to his disease. Despite knowing this moment was coming, 
his sons felt heavy anguish, for you can never truly prepare for the death 
of a loved one. 

A letter was found on the side table, which the King had apparently 
began, for it was in his own writing. It was his will, though it was 
unfinished; none could tell who the King decided would be the proper 
heir to the throne. Gimdro cared little for the trappings of a Crown, so 
things fell to Hector and Adriel. An instant, violent divide was struck 
like a thundering spike between the two brothers, for they both wished 
to be King with all their hearts. 

In the coming days, the peace and tranquility that had begun to decline 
took a dive like a dead tree. Riots broke out in many towns and cities. 
The conflict between the brothers became more intense; nobody could 
decide who would be King, and the Empire began to come apart at the 
seams. 

As this darkened mood boiled over across the Kingdom, powered by an 
unearthly and unknown force that overwhelmed everything, the sons of 
Robert found themselves physically changing. The evil that spread 
across the land affected them much more potently than anyone else. 

Hector, the strongest one of the sons, awoke one day to feel great power 
running through his body. His muscles were growing at a much faster 



rate, and he was much faster. His skin hardened almost like armor, 
impossible to penetrate; he became even larger and even more 
unstoppable. He could crush rocks with his bare hands and wield a 
huge, heavy, two-handed sword in one hand like it were a dagger. He 
knew being a good King meant being a strong leader, and the lands 
needed order and security now more than ever. He felt his new strength 
would be so frightening, that few would dare challenge him. 



Adriel awoke with power, too, though it was different from Hector’s. He 
awoke, seeing the outside world differently; his intuition became almost 
godlike as he could anticipate events that would happen a short time in 
the future. He could move objects with his mind, and could see and feel 
reality at a much deeper level than anyone else. He found he could 
control weak-willed people even more easily, and could even create and 
manipulate fire, wind, and water with simple movements and thoughts. 



He could protect himself as well with the elements, making him 
untouchable. This power made him convinced he was the one that 
should lead the Kingdom, and be the one to sit on the throne. He was still 
close to Idela, whom still supported and appreciated Adriel and his new 
abilities, even though Idela herself felt strength growing much like 
Hector was. 

Gimdro felt his mind widen drastically that same day, with everything 
becoming clear and easily understandable. Things that may have 
stymied him for solutions suddenly became effortless to untangle. He 
found nothing of the world interesting other than science, which now 
occupied his mind fully; he read books much faster than normal and 
was able to absorb and permanently retain the information.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



He could see the relationships between objects and usefulness, and 
began to design incredible inventions and engineering miracles. His 
designs were only meant to help the people, and he felt he could bring 
order to the chaos around them through these creations. Unfortunately, 
the people were only interested in anarchy, not in his constructions. 

The three brothers drew people to them, people of similar thoughts and 
abilities. Over the coming months, the chaos began to solidify into the 
forming of clans. 

The Warrior Clan formed around Hector, and was almost physically 
invulnerable. With their great power, they could simply walk through a 
wall, and could hurl boulders like mere stones. They were masters of 
weapons and fighting styles. 

The Mage Clan shaped itself around Adriel; its members could cast 
protective or offensive spells easily, and could control weak people. The 
forces of nature were theirs to command, bent to their will. 

Around Gimdro, the Engineer Clan was built. None of its members were 
truly interested in the outside world; their strength came from within as 
they were silent, introverted, and thoughtful. They were the most 
physically vulnerable of the three Clans, so they constantly thought up 
new engineering inventions for their own protection, to thwart any 
moves by the others. 

Besides Robert’s sons and the Clans that formed around them, there 
were people that barely, if at all, felt any such changes. This time, known 
as the Awakening, affected different people in different ways; many 
hoped the ‘gifts’ bestowed on others would be theirs as well to wield, 
though this never did happen. Those unaffected by the Awakening, 



though, did have their own changes – their skin grew pale and clammy, 
and their needs for food, companionship, or knowledge dropped 
considerably. These people were unable to exist as a society any longer, 
and broke apart into what was called ‘roving souls;’ they had no place in 
any of the Clans, so they departed to roam the lands at will. 

As each Clan gelled together and grew in strength, each was of about the 
same size population- and strength-wise. Each founded their own 
capital city, as well. 

● The Warrior Clan built their capital in the north, near the bulging, 
dangerous volcanoes and lava flows. They did not need to wall 
their cities or towns, because their people were walls in their own 
right, figuratively. The capital itself was built at the foot of the 
largest volcano and was made up of massive stone structures, 
testimony to the strength of this Clan. Despite its location, the 
volcano never rained fire nor harm upon the people or homes of 
this Clan. 

● The Mage Clan gravitated to the lands of lakes and waterfalls that 
was in the southwest corner of the now-broken Kingdom. Their 
territory was protected by invisible spells, with their cities both 
above and below the water. Their capital floated in the air, bathed 
in a mysterious purple light. 

● The Engineer Clan took to the huge forest that dominated the 
southeast of the old Kingdom. They enjoyed the seclusion and 
silence the area afforded them, with their cities blending into the 
environment thanks to their talents. Their lands were surrounded 
by ingenious and deadly traps to dissuade any would-be intruders. 



This mass migration and build-up among each of the three Clans 
occupied all their time in the early days, and little contact occurred 
between them. This, however, as we all can expect, did not last for long. 

The roamers that had been outcast from the three Clans 
eventually and begrudgingly formed their own 
demi-society of sorts, merging with those that 
were not granted entrance to Dimara that still 
existed on the fringe of humanity. These two 
groups existed as outlaws, living close to nature 
and learning how to use tools and weapons to 
make their hardened life easier. These people 
referred to themselves as ‘Lost Souls,’ a name that fit 
them and their lot in life well.  

 

Chapter 10: The War 
As the Clans found order, they also found a need to expand – for 
resources, for protection, for a lot of reasons. The Warrior Clan was one 
of the first, being made up of an already overwhelmingly aggressive 
group of fighters. Selfishly, they eyed the territories to the south with 
eager anticipation, for they felt now was the time for conquest, to test 
their skills against a real enemy, and revel in the sport of war. 

The Mage Clan, too, had ambition growing in their spirits as much as 
magic skills did. The first attacks by the Warrior Clan were dealt with, 
though they knew these brutes would get nothing but more and more 



dangerous, and therefore, it only stood to reason that the Mages should 
rule over all.  

The Engineers, though peaceful and perfectly willing to ignore the other 
two clans, knew they could not let either of them gain the power they 
sought, for it would mean their own deaths. Or worse, enslavement to 
create structures for their new empires. 

Soon, war had officially broken out between all three clans. The 
Engineers built a huge, strong, defensive wall about their capital in 
preparation; the Warriors were always ready and had little to prepare. 
The Mages slyly thought pitting the Warriors against the mechanical 
marvels of the Engineers would weaken both severely and make them 
both easier to conquer. 

The best laid plans, especially when it comes to open warfare, rarely 
went as anticipated. The three Clans battled endlessly, where no one 
Clan could gain dominance over another without having that 
dominance countered by an attack from the third. The cycle continued, 
the various strengths and abilities of each Clan ensuring each battle 
resulted in many casualties, as well as an endless persistent attempt at 
trying to cause them. 



 

Steadily, the conflict drew in more and more resources, depriving the 
lands along with the damage the conflict caused, with shortages of food 
and other basic necessities becoming a scarcity. The land slowly but 
surely was turning into a doomed, dead landscape. 

The Engineers, perhaps the most introspective of the three, knew the 
Warriors and Mages would be far too stubborn, not to mention proud, to 
bring this war to an end – despite the fact that it would end all life soon 
were it to continue much longer. They decided to act, and worked 
tirelessly with the Mages to call a ceasefire with the Warriors. For 
weeks on end, negotiations went on, with the Engineer’s predictions of 
the other two Clans coming very true. The Warriors were unwilling to 
relinquish their conquered territories, knowing the Mages and 
Engineers both had lost much. Still, the Warrior Clan had more than its 
fair share of casualties, and the prospects of holding these areas, much 
less pushing onward to continue their conquest, became less and less 



likely as the negotiations wore on. Finally, the Warriors agreed to make 
peace, and a fragile agreement was struck. 

A few weeks into this ceasefire, Adriel received a letter reporting that a 
village in an area controlled by his Mage clan had been attacked. The 
entire population had been brutally killed, even women and children. All 
structures had been destroyed and burned to their foundations. Grieving 
and angry, Adriel contacted his brothers in the other Clans to determine 
their part in this. The reports that came back disturbingly reported the 
same thing – the Engineers and Warriors both had suffered incursions 
into their lands that had slaughtered and pillaged with great abandon. 

Of course, each Clan blamed the others, fearing it was a secret attempt at 
quickly gaining an upper hand, using their truce as a shield to hide their 
movements and machinations behind the scenes. Tensions grew 
rapidly, and unavoidably, the war began in earnest yet again. The truth 
of the attacks could not be determined for no survivors were ever found, 
and the dead did not speak. 

One day, a solitary man on horseback approached the Engineer’s capital. 
He deftly commanded his horse to avoid the hidden, deadly traps, 
approaching the wall with a curiously steady and determined pace. A 
guard on the wall spotted the man, who looked half dead and barely 
clung to his horse, bleeding profusely. Gimdro was immediately alerted, 
and the gate was opened. Many rushed nearby upon hearing of the 
stranger’s approach to hear what news he may bring. 

 

 



Chapter 11: The Mysterious Enemy 
The man, close to death and barely able to speak, managed to utter a 
story weaved with an attack upon him of strange, deadly beasts, dark as 
the night.  

He whispered that he had just left his village to go hunting when the 
attack began with the speed of an eye blink. Before he knew it, he had 
been struck a grievous blow on his back, which spurred his horse into 
frightened action. As he sped away, the pain threatening to glue his eyes 
shut, he glanced back and saw their terrifyingly fast forms tearing 
people and objects apart with incredible strength.  

Even the few guards that had stood up to the onslaught were dead before 
they barely could draw their swords. Before the horse had taken him 
deeply into the trees, he spotted one figure that was different – what 



looked like a man, a man with a scar on his face. These last words 
escaped the man’s lips with a hiss, his reward, oblivion. 

After listening, Gimdro quietly ordered the man to be buried, the news 
troubling him greatly, He thought on it a time, and then quickly realized 
it was similar to a tale that his father King Robert had told them about 
The Awakening in times past. Suddenly, it all became clear – it was 
happening yet again, though he did not understand why it was 
happening so soon. His father had said it happens once every thousand 
years, and that time was some distance in the future.  

The implications of this were obvious – he had no time to dwell on this 
any longer. He had to act immediately, to reunite the Clans into one force 
to oppose these creatures – Shadows as they were known from the 
legends, whose powers made them near invincible, operating above any 
known physical laws. The Clans had no hope of facing them alone, 
while each other’s throats. 

Gimdro sent a letter by raven to both of his brothers, describing the 
details of the visitor and his story. When Hector read the note, he had 
little doubt as to the story’s truth; his warriors defending their village 
had been wiped out, even though they should have been near-invincible. 
Instead, they were torn apart like rag dolls, mere toys, showcasing the 
impossible strength of these Shadows. 

This was not the only thing that set a knot of fear to tighten in Hector’s 
gut. In the back of his mind, a deep terror began to surface… 

 

 



Chapter 12: Revenge 
Adriel likewise received the letter and had no reason to doubt Gimdro, as 
logical as he was. All three brothers quickly agreed to meet to decide 
their Clans’ next steps. Their hopes were combined, the Warrior Clan’s 
strength, the Engineer Clan’s inventiveness, and the Mage Clan’s raw 
spell power, could combined deal with the Shadow’s threat. If not, the 
dark fate that awaited the world was unimaginable. 

Plans were made, forces organized, and expeditions mounted, but 
despite the Clans’ unity, the Shadows always hit where they were not 
expected, destroying anything they touched. Whole cities and villages 
fell quickly, and the brothers and their forces could not be everywhere at 
once. Slowly, their Clans were reduced, their cities fallen, and hope for 
victory, which was small to begin with, was now but a barely-hot 
ember. 

One day, their forces near the brink of collapse, scouts brought a spark of 
good news: a huge Shadow army was spotted approaching the Mage 
Clan’s capital. The brothers saw this as their best opportunity to defeat 
the Shadows in the open field, where their hit-and-run tactics would not 
work; if they were this concentrated, their combined forces may have a 
chance. 

Their remaining forces marshalled, nearly four hundred thousand 
warriors, mages, and engineers, they moved to meet the Shadow Army 
on the Kindiri Plains. Hector, the true warrior among the three brothers, 
was named commander. The Shadow Army and Shadows themselves 
had rarely been seen clearly, as few that had done so survived the 



encounter. Now, here on the open plains, the brothers and the assembled 
motley army of humans faced off against a Shadow Army of perhaps 
forty thousand. Their small numbers gave the humans hope, but their 
hearts still became cold when they beheld the sight of this army, as well 
as the figure that led them. 

At the front of the Shadow Army, mounted on a horse as black as night, 
a mysterious hooded man dressed equally in black rode forward. He 
spurred his huge horse, moving away from his assembled army, 
towards where Hector and his brothers stood. As the dark figure 
approached, he pushed his hood back.  

The sun overhead highlighted the deep scar in his face, and a glowering 
look. It had been many years since Hector, Adriel, and Gimdro had lain 
eyes upon their brother, Mortred… 

The impossibility of the moment sank in to the three brothers. 
Speechless, they each struggled with their own thoughts, unable to ask 



“how” or “why.” Instead, Mortred’s horse’s hoofbeats was the only 
sound, accenting the breeze that blew across the plains, underlining the 
madness of the moment. As their long-lost brother approached, a slash 
of a smile split his features, which became more fearful as he got closer.  

Once in range of conversation, Mortred stopped his mount. His voice 
spilled out like smooth, shattered glass, his eyes lit by an unholy light. 

“I’ve waited a long time for this, my brothers,” he said, his voice tinkling 
evilly. He noted their pained expressions, and knew the question they 
had first would be the one he spoke of, an eminently satisfying situation 
he’d dwelt on for years. 

“After you chased me to certain death,” Mortred continued, his gaze 
digging into each of his brothers, “I dropped into the ravine. The fall did 
not kill me, however; I landed in the river. But the fall may as well have 
killed me, as much injury as I suffered. Bones I never knew I had were 
broken and split me with pain I’ve never known nor dreamed of.  

“Then, a creature came to me. A dark creature, the Shadow of the 
legends. It said it had always been here, all Shadows had been, only 
making their presence known every thousand years. This is the only 
time they can cross to this world in force, to attempt to destroy this 
world and annihilate all that lived upon it. 

“He stated the obvious – I had no chance, I was broken and battered, and 
this may be the last conversation I ever had in this life. I said nothing,” 
he said, his smoothly broken voice trembling, “because I still held hope 
my brothers would find and rescue me. But then I realized – I’d always 
needed you – “he spit the last word as if it were poison – “and that 
disgusted me, despite the pain threatening to take me to oblivion itself. 



My lack of an answer seemed to satisfy the creature, as he and other 
Shadows took me off to heal, to grow strong. Their help gave me the 
chance to imitate death, to plant another unfortunate soul to be found for 
your fanciful funeral. Hector, I expected you to be stronger and more 
confident – I saw you questioning my death and then convincing 
yourself that you were wrong.” 

Hector merely stood there, his massive size looking very small as he still 
tried to process his lost brother’s presence. 

“The Shadows,” Mortred continued, “trained me in dark arts, arts that 
have made me as they are – indestructible.  

  



Since you three and father chose to turn against me, I have nursed my 
revenge carefully, and they have given me the strength and the tools 
with which I can take my revenge. In return for sharing what I know 
and leading them, they will put me here to rule, as I was always destined 
to do.” 

Silence enveloped them. Wind whistled. The stench of death caressed 
their nostrils, despite no blade having been drawn yet. 

Mortred continued. “You must know, I- I didn’t always feel like this,” a 
pang of regret barely realized escaping his lips. “I just wanted to be the 
best I could. I thought of a future with all of you. Especially with father – 
my greatest desire was simply to be loved by him, and you. I honored 
and loved him more than anything in the world.” 

His voice caught, but the darkness returned. “You three were the most 
important to me, but you threw me away like trash. I may not have been 
as skilled as any of you, but I didn’t deserve that.” 

Hector finally found his voice. “Mortred, we-“ 

Mortred interrupted him, his voice cutting the air like a knife. “YOU all 
mocked me. You all laughed at me. You cast me out, made me feel 
unworthy and unimportant. I never understood why father also cast me 
out, instead paying attention to you all. But, that doesn’t matter now. 

“As I healed, revenge was my rock. It drove me to learn, to become more 
powerful. The Shadows were easily persuaded to move their timetable 
of 1,000-year invasion to…more recently.” A crooked smile formed, as if 
carved from granite. The brothers looked even more horrified knowing 
Mortred influenced this early incursion. 



“The books I had read before all said the same thing – the Awakening 
happened every one thousand years. It was predictable. The Kingdom 
could build their forces, defenses, and thwart us each time. Beginning 
earlier, tapping their darkness, feeding from their lust for death, we were 
able to make the crossing sooner. Besides – I so wanted to see your 
broken bodies, tortured and dying, before I die myself of old age. 

“I knew father was smart, wise…he would see, if not feel, the troubles 
coming. He would feel it well before the people did…” 

“You…you killed him,” said Adriel. It was a shocked statement of fact, 
not a question. 

Mortred grinned again, the edges of his mouth razor sharp. He simply 
nodded. 

“Look at what I have become, brothers. Look at me. This is all because of 
YOU. Because of your tortures, your mockery. Because of YOU, I killed 
the man who was the most important thing in the world to me! You, 
your people, you all deserve this fate.” 

He turned his horse sharply, the heavily-muscled beast moving with an 
agility that belied his size. Mortred called out one last time without 
looking back. 

“Goodbye to you all, my beloved…never forgotten brothers.” 

With that, leaving his siblings behind, his horse galloped swiftly back to 
the Shadow army. 

 

 



Chapter 13: The Final Battle 
The Clan’s army was much vaster than the Shadow’s. The Warriors 
made up most of these numbers, wearing study, solid armor and holding 
shields larger than most men. Each carried a long, heavy sword. These 
fearsome warriors could shatter boulders with their bare hands, 
unstoppable in the attack and nearly undefeatable in defense. 

Next were several thousand Mages, wearing their most resplendent 
battle-robes, noble purple in color. They were divided into three sections 
– one would help the Warriors, one was tasked to hinder or slow the 
Shadows if possible, and the third, made up of the strongest mages, 
would focus on attacking, using powerful wounding spells. 

The Engineers stood a bit back from the main bodies, standing on 
slightly elevated terrain. The armor and shields wielded by the Warriors 
were made by them, as impenetrable as the skin of the Warriors 
themselves. They had firearms of their own design that they would use 
in the coming battle; the bullets were coated with a poison, too, to 
hopefully cause further trouble for the enemy. 

Idela was there, too, wearing shiny, sturdy armor and a feathered 
helmet. Adriel cast nervous glances at her, fearing for her life here on 
this battlefield…but nothing could be done of it. Not now. 

The human army waited, but did not wait long. Shortly after Mortred 
returned to the Shadow’s ranks, he raised an arm and urged them 
forward.  

Hector dwelled upon Mortred’s words as the dark host moved as a solid 
block towards their lines. He had been right – they were not prepared, 



despite their numbers. They were not ready – it was too soon. But, he 
added to himself, darkly, had Mortred and his horde waited but a few 
more weeks, their job might have been that much easier. 

Quickly, the Shadows were upon them, and the results were 
immediately brutal. Moving with an inhuman speed and slicing through 
men and armor with ease, they seemed unstoppable. The Engineer’s 
firearms did nothing to them, and the Warrior’s huge swords were little 
more than toothpicks, barely harming the enemy.  

The battle, such as it was, did not last long. A few Shadows were 
wounded, but many thousands of men fell, slain. The slaughter was 
frantic, stunningly fast, and fearsome. Handfuls of each Clan managed 
to escape in the chaos, though – a few dozen here, a few hundred there, 
almost all with wounds of some kind. The three brothers, Adriel, Hector, 
and Gimdro were amazingly numbered among the wounded and not 
among the dead, and were able to remove themselves from the 
killing…except Idela, who was not quite so lucky. 

Mortred, leading much of the murder – for it could only be considered 
that, as one-sided as it was – found Idela, but did not recognize her in the 
plate armor and helmet cover. He struck her a vicious blow, knocking 
the helmet through the air…and stopped short, recognizing her. 

Flooded with memories, they locked eyes. Mortred’s calloused heart 
swelled a bit from the rushing childhood memories, hesitating.  

Adriel’s cry made Mortred raise his head. Gimdro and Hector did all they 
could to stop Adriel from rushing to help Idela, as by now their evil 
brother was flanked by many Shadows; it would have been certain 
death. 



Blinking, any empathy Mortred felt left just as quickly as it had come. 
Stunned from the blow, Idela could do little but watch as Mortred raised 
his blackened sword, looked Adriel right in the eye, and plunged it 
straight into Idela’s breastplate. 

Hatred fueled Adriel’s eyes, though his brothers held him firm to keep 
him from a suicidal, pointless charge. Mortred watched as his former 
brothers restrained Adriel, an evil smile carved from his lips. His 
revenge had begun in earnest. 

Adriel loved Idela, as they all did. He flew into helpless rage. 

All hope had been lost. They all paid this high price because they did not 
give their brother the attention he needed. Their punishment was to 
watch helplessly as the remnants of their world were torn apart... 

 



Chapter 14: The Spark 
Decimated and in retreat to all points of the compass, the Shadows 
continued their destruction, with no living creatures spared and no 
structures left standing. They were slowly crushing the once beloved 
Kingdom into even further ruin than what the Clans had done before 
this. The brothers remained in hiding, unable to do anything but wait for 
their ultimate doom. 

On a day not too long past this horrific battle, the brothers were 
speaking of what-ifs…what if their father had given Mortred the 
attention he craved. Would this have happened? Probably, they decided. 
Mortred had been a broken soul, they thought, ever since his childhood 
and if things had not happened the way they did, it would probably have 
happened in some other way. They took some comfort from this – very 
small, but some. 

After discussing this for hours, a white raven visited their encampment, 
with a message for the brothers to meet at the Tirelli harbor at noon the 
next day, to discuss vitally important matters. There was no indication 
of who this message came from, though the script was light, gentle, and 
yet gave them a sense of strength. The brothers thought they had very 
little to lose, so they set out early the next morning for this mysterious 
rendezvous.  

There, they were stunned to find Arwel, wearing a long, white, 
shimmering dress. They had not seen her since she was a little girl, 
passing through the gates of Dimara. She had changed, utterly and 
completely. 



Before they could say anything, she spoke first. 

“Anduril will help you all…if you are worthy. We will open the Portals 
for you. Look for the legacy called The Awakening in the library of the 
old Empire. At the very end of this tome, you will find how to overcome 
magical obstacles. You will also find how you can find the magic 
crystals that lie underground, far out of reach and hidden, in order to 
accomplish this. These crystals can be brought to the surface by Lost 
Souls, who can be found in the most unexpected places. Adriel will show 
you how to guide them properly. But be careful, because the Shadows 
can influence them, too. 

“Anyone that overcomes the magical obstacles are worthy of gaining 
access to Dimara via the Portal. There, Anduril will provide you with the 
tools to beat back the Shadows, to rescue your Clans, and to save 
humanity from destruction. 



 

“However…there are limits. You 
only have nine days, for the Portal 
will close forever in the assumption 
that you are not worthy enough, 
and that the Shadows will grow 
strong enough to defeat you. 
Dimara must protect itself, first and 
foremost. 

“You must be brave, and show the 
world what exactly you are made of 
as heroes of this land.” 

Arwel turned her back, her 
movements graceful and gliding. Hector called out, wanting to know 
more about the Shadows – who they were, where they came from, and 
“how we were expected to defeat them.” Questions poured from him like 
a torrent in the hopes of gaining something, anything, useful for the 
coming challenging endeavor. 

Arwel halted, then slowly pivoted to face the brothers again. She smiled, 
softly… 

 

 

 

  



Chapter 15: The Legacy of Thracks 
Arwel let her ether-like gaze fall carefully to Hector. She regarded him 
for a moment as he stood there in silence, transfixed, before she spoke. 

“WE…as you say…are not going to overcome the Shadows.” 

Concern and fear crossed the brothers’ faces. What was this, some kind 
of double-cross? Was she going back on this promise of hope? 

“It will be YOU that overcomes them. Or…tries, more likely. You must 
prove that you are capable of doing this. 

“As for the Shadows…we know them well. We always have. We created 
them, after all.” 

The brothers grew silent, still; even their breathing seemed to stop. It 
was almost impossible to consider that Dimara, a place they all coveted, 
a place they all dreamed of inhabiting, would be responsible for 
releasing this monstrous plague upon the people and the Kingdom! 

“A long time ago,” Arwel continued, as the brothers’ agitation rose 
higher, “this was the only world the Anduril inhabited. In those times, 
they were gods…in their own way. They had evolved for millions of 
years and had reached the peak of their abilities. They were perfect, and 
this world was perfect. 

“As with any perfection, there comes a lack of things to discover, to work 
towards, to endure against. This, over time, bred stagnation. After much 
debate, it was decided that the Anduril would create humanity, to give 
ourselves reasons to strive for even greater perfection. To prove there 
was still much to learn, to discover. 



“The Anduril gave these new humans specific rules to follow, advice on 
how to peacefully coexist, and how to live well as a newfound race. We 
then retreated to Dimara to continue our consideration of our expansion 
of thought, skill, and life, leaving our new creations with a solid 
foundation. We intended to check in on humanity, but we did not…for 
when we observed them, we found them living in peace and harmony, 
helping each other, striving for greatness. All on their own. The order 
and calmness of the world was reassuring, but ultimately proved a poor 
assumption. 

“One day, a mysterious race – one we call the Thracks – arrived from the 
skies. Their arrival heralded untold pain and suffering, as they 
butchered humans whenever they came across them, and tore their 
cities and villages asunder. Humanity was still new and peaceful to 
know of war, or how to defend against such a terrible threat. So, we 
sallied forth from the gates of Dimara to help those we created. 

“We were,” she said, with a hint of sadness lacing her words, “not 
enough to stop them.” 

Silence enveloped them, with the brothers eagerly anticipating her next 
words. Arwel’s gaze had fallen to the ground for a few heartbeats, then 
she looked the brothers in their eyes. 

“It was obvious very quickly that despite our perfection, we were 
nowhere near as strong as these…visitors. The obvious solution was to 
create something that could fight them at their own level…and thus, the 
Shadows were created. They were infused with incredible power so they 
would excel over anything in combat. With their addition to our ranks, 
we – just barely – defeated the Thracks. 



“Ultimately, the Thracks disappeared, and the Anduril retreated back 
behind the gates of Dimara. The Shadows, however, remained abundant 
across the lands, helping people recover and rebuild…as we instructed.  
This…was a mistake. 

“A few Thracks had survived, and the Shadows found them. The 
Thracks taught them that they had come from the heavens, which were 
really stars, making up an incredibly large empire that brought their 
‘gift’ of conquest to all planets they found. To the Thracks, the strongest 
always survived, the weakest were culled, and war was the best means 
to weed out feebleness. This means of thinking was an epiphany for the 
Shadows; they embraced this teaching, news of which spread like 
wildfire through their ranks.  

“Since that time, the Shadows and Anduril have been ancient enemies. 
We believe that laws, justice, and fairness makes civilization thrive and 
grow, whereas they learned the opposite – chaos and war were the 
pinnacle, and natural selection came by who was the strongest. 

“To prove their righteousness, the Shadows infected humanity, altering 
their gene makeup so that, every thousand years – for time means 
nothing to Shadows – these genes are activated. This causes what you 
call The Awakening. 

“Instead of eternal peace and evolution, humanity must face two 
challenges every thousand years – first, that after their genes are 
touched, that they can live together despite their newfound gnawing, 
conflicting interests. If they can live through this and not slaughter each 
other, they become stronger…that inner strength which humanity has 
that the Shadows know of but cannot replicate, making humanity a 



curiosity to them. More so, a challenge to face off against, like so much 
target practice. If the people are worthy enough, as they have more often 
than not proven in distant history, they are worthy in the eyes of the 
Shadows, and survive – for another millennia, in any case. 

“But now…now, a thousand years have not passed. This is not the way 
of things. The people were not prepared, and time is running out. So, we 
will help you. Mortred has already changed into a half-Shadow, a 
transformation that is much our father’s as our mistake. 

Her gaze grew distant. “How strange…the old prophet’s prediction in 
Tirelli proved to be self-fulfilling. If only Robert had not…well. Things 
have happened as they will happen. Mortred fell into that river, the 
Shadows found him and embraced him because of his keen sense of 
vengeance. They chose to make him an example, to show us and 
humanity both that our creations are failures, that you are not the same 
race as you were so long ago… 

“So, we will help you…the first one that overcomes the magical obstacles 
will pass through the gates to Dimara, where we will show you how to 
stop the Shadows and prevent the destruction of your people, your 
lands. 

She turned again, wordlessly leaving the brothers behind. Questions 
and voices arose from their throats, but all they heard was Arwel saying, 
“Time is running out. We will be waiting for you…” 

 

 


