
 

 



Prologue 

 

The dirty half-elf girl looked up from the parchment in her hand. This was the correct address, 

yes: 20 Spinagon Alley, Silverymoon. She crumpled the paper. It was a squalid, ugly building, 

with peeling lichenous green paint, and blackened, boarded windows. She could hardly imagine 

anyone living here, but Ninaran had lived in worse places. She sucked in a breath and let it out 

slowly. 

 

 

 

This is where her mother had told her to come. Despite that her elven mother was long, long 

dead and buried. 

 

She raised a fist and rapped lightly on the door. Silence. She looked up and down the street but 

saw only trash spinning in the chill wind. It was cold out here, no one up and about yet. She 

raised her hand to knock again, wondering if her mother’s angry spirit had made a mistake, but 

the door suddenly cracked open. 

 

An eye glared at her. 

 

Ninaran found that she could not speak. Perhaps she should not have come at all. What was she 

doing here? Did she really think that this stranger would help? 

 



“Are…are you…Kalarel?” Her question was a mere whisper, nearly lost in the rustling wind. 

 

The eye blinked, and the door opened wider. 

 

“Enter.” A man’s voice, deep and full of command. She did not dare disobey. Gathering the hem 

of her muddy traveling cloak, she stepped up and entered the door. It closed behind her with a 

snap and was quickly bolted shut. She stood in a small, dirty apartment. The room stank of 

something sickly sweet and rotten, and the only light flickered from a large candle on a table, but 

the candleholder was half a human skull. The man, whose features were shrouded by a black 

hood, stepped slowly away from the door, watching Ninaran. She stood quietly, looking down at 

the paneled floor between her feet. She did not want to see his face. 

 

“You must be…Ninaran. Yes. Your mother told me you would be here soon.” 

 

His eyes were just two glittering dark jewels under the hood. He was tall too, broad shouldered 

and emanating an authoritative presence that genuinely frightened Ninaran on some primal level. 

She did not say anything, just nodded. 

 

“Sit,” the man instructed. 

 

Ninaran found a chair. He walked behind her, his boots clicking on the cold wooden floor, and 

she heard him stop. Her fingers were shaking, but whether from cold or fear she did not know. 

 

“We have much in common, you and I, Ninaran the half-elf.” 

 

Ninaran wondered what that meant exactly. She had never met this man before, and would not 

known of him at all unless her mother’s banshee had repeatedly come to her, instructing Ninaran 

to seek this person out, a man who would help Ninaran find what she and her mother sought… 

 

…revenge. 

 

“Did…did you…know my mother in life?” she asked, her voice hollow even to her own ears. 

 

“No child,” he answered, “but the dead speak to me more eloquently than the living ever could. 

Her very soul screamed for revenge against the human who burdened her with a child all those 

years ago, and then promptly abandoned them. Your mother died from grief, did she not? So in 

love with a young man named Ernest Padraig that his rejection of her and her young daughter 

was more than she could bear. Heartbroken. 



 

This…Padraig killed your mother Ninaran, just as surely as if he had slid a blade between her 

ribs himself.” 

 

Ninaran felt the tears and the old rage building, bubbling up in her gut like a hot fountain. It was 

true what Kalarel said; a young nobleman named Ernest Padraig was her natural father, 

according to the banshee’s tale of woe that haunted her so many nights. Ninaran hated this man 

she had never met, a man that long ago thoughtlessly killed her mother without even knowing. 

 

“I know of loss too,” the man said, placing a hand on her shoulder. Ninaran stiffened at the 

touch. 

 

“The lust of the Padraig family has passed through many generations. My own blood is tainted 

by their seed, by the father of the father who left you with a life of inequity and poverty. And my 

own mother…” and he paused briefly, as if struggling with a memory, “…died too young. Too 

young.” 

 

Kalarel stepped around the chair and pulled his hood back. His head was clean shaven, his 

features strong and angled, his skin deeply tanned, almost handsome in a way if not for the 

maniacal gleam in his eyes. 

 

“So you see Ninaran…we do have something in common. And we share a desire for revenge.” 

 

“Revenge…” she whispered so quietly it was barely audible. 

 

“I can help you Ninaran, if you help me. I have a powerful master, more powerful than you can 

imagine, with control over life and death in the palm of his hand. I have business in the small 

town of Winterhaven to the south, and if you help me, I promise that you will have the revenge 

you seek. Ernest Padraig lives there even now with his family, uncaring of the woes he has 

spread. 

 

Help me Ninaran the Half-Elf, and you will see justice served.” 

 

And Ninaran knew in the deepest part of her soul that this evil man was right. 

 

And she agreed to help. 

 
 


