The darkness was almost complete on the Blood Moor.  It was the time of the 
new moon, a time of dark deeds in the churches and temples of Evil.  The 

lone, dark figure that stalked across the Moor knew what deeds were done 

under the moonless sky, and knew how to prevent them from coming to pass.  

Her clothes were black, her short cropped hair the same shade.  Even her 

weapons were dark, a black short bow in her left hand, a quiver full of black 

shafted arrows riding across her back, and two deadly knives slung low on 

either thigh. Death stalked the Moor, seeking the souls of demons to deliver 

to Rathma's tender care.  The woman had vowed to send the god of Death a 

bountiful harvest ere dawn came.

    The demons had left a trail a blind man with one leg could follow, their 

heedless passage leaving a wake of destruction.  The woman padded along 

quietly, unseen by the occasional demon patrol.  Not that it was that hard to 

elude the stupid little creatures.  Even without training in the Ways of 

Shadow, the woman and several drunken friends could have circumvented the 

wandering bands, so loud and careless were they.  Her path took her to an 

abandoned house bearing the Eye of the Sisterhood upon its lintel.  The 

family of a Rogue, perhaps even that of the scout's sister.  Word had spread 

quickly through camp of the demons' heinous acts, leaving the gathered souls 

seething with helpless anger.  Standing now at the threshold of their deeds, 

the dark woman felt her resolve harden.  She slipped in through a window, 

seeking both cover and information.  Not surprisingly, she found uninvited 

guests in the house, five of the red skinned creatures that had been so 

prevalent of late.  The bow was laid carefully aside in favor of the two 

daggers.  The razor sharp weapons were much better for quiet work.  Unlike 

normal blades, however, these daggers had a handle that was set perpendicular 

to the blade.  It made them better slashing weapons and added a great deal of 

power to the woman's thrust.  The deadly blades felt like an extension of her 

own hands, so well were they designed.  As she stepped closer, she heard them 

conversing in their guttural tongue around a fire in the center of the room.  

Near the fire was a sturdy chest, it's brass lock bearing scratches and nicks 

from the demons' weapons. One held up a pale blue garment, about the right 

size for a little girl, or a demon creature, depending on who was holding it. 

 The demon held the dress up to his body and mimicked a simpering curtsy to 

the delight of his fellows.  Pleased with is reaction, he turned a pirouette, 

trying to seem dainty.  When he had come full circle, only three of the four 

were still in the ring of light from their fire. He made a comment about the 

missing demon, eliciting further chuckles from his fellows, and mimed 

urinating profusely.  This earned him gleeful gales of harsh laughter, as his 

comrades rolled about on the floor and pounded the floorboards in their mirth.

    When one finally caught its breath enough to offer another crude remark, 

it opened its eyes to see the blue dress laying on the floor, and the leader 

of the merrymaking gone.  It cocked its head quizzically, wondering where 

he'd gone.  Then, out of the darkness came a black ball, rolling and thumping 

across the firelight.  It stopped at the curious demon's feet, and he let out 

a scream of terror at the blank-eyed face of his fellow.  Grabbing his spear, 

he poked at the other two and pointed frantically at their leader's severed 

head.  This brought the laughter up short, and weapons to hand.  As the 

demonic trio cast about seeking their hidden foe, a part of the darkness 

shifted, and the dark haired woman stepped forward with a malevolent grin on 

her face.

    "Boo!" she said, delighting at how the little creatures screamed and 

jumped. These creatures were accustomed to being the ones in the dark, 

accustomed to having all the advantages and striking without fear of 

retribution.  Now it was their turn to cower at an unseen enemy, and she 

found herself enjoying their fear.  With a sudden cry of "Rakanishu!" the 

demons charged her, thinking to overpower her with numbers.  However their 

own advantage quickly turned against them as the woman stepped forward with a 

sweeping move of her left arm, and thrust with her left.  The three spears 

were swept aside witht he right arm sweep, and the left hand dagger took the 

one on her left side full in the chest.  As that one gave a gurgling 

death-cry, she spun to her left and delivered a roundhouse kick to the one 

that had been in the center of the impromptu charge.  Caught as he tried to 

disengage his weapon form his friend's, the demon went flying into the dark.  

The woman smiled as she brought her foot to the ground and lunged at the last 

of the hellish creatures.  As her blade slid home in its chest, she growled 

in satisfaction.  From the darkness, she heard the one she had kicked 

scramble toward the door.  She let it, knowing it had several broken ribs. 

Her kick had nearly caved its chest in, telling her that she had 

overestimated how tough the little monsters were.  The monster slipped out 

into the night, and the woman straightened.  Combat was finished, and her 

quarry was on the move.  With a flick of her wrists, she flung most of the 

demon blood form her blades, then wiped them on the corpses before returning 

them to their sheaths at her side.  The blue dress caught her eye as she 

finished putting her weapons away, and she picked it up and folded it with 

quiet, gentle care before slipping it into her belt pouch.  Another vow was 

made there, and for a moment, a softness came to her face, then faded.  

    The chest caught the woman's attention next, its heavy lock and sturdy 

construction sure signs that it had not come from this house.  She knelt down 

and drew out a set of tools from her belt.  In a few heartbeats, the chest 

was opened, and its contents hers for the taking.  There was a sack of coins 

and two bottles of red liquid, along with a quiver of war arrows.  The arrows 

she tied to her belt to augment the quiver that rode across her back, while 

the bottles and gold were slipped into her sash.  A quick movement into the 

darkness to retrieve her bow, and she was out the window and on the trail of 

the wounded demon.

    For two hours, the woman followed her wounded prey, always keeping far 

enough away to remain undetected.  It was no great work to follow him.  He 

made no effort to hide himself, and from time to time, he gave hard, wracking 

coughs.  After that, spots of blood would glisten in the starlight along the 

trail.  Eventually, she saw the glow of a fire in the distance, and she knew 

that the demon was near to his destination.  His purpose served, the woman 

drew an arrow from the quiver on her back and nocked it.  While she was no 

Rogue archer, she knew she could skewer the little beast easily enough.  She 

sprinted forward for a couple of dozen steps, still silent, and caught sight 

of her target.  She drew back and smiled, sighting down the black shaft.  

Just before she released, she hissed.  The demon heard and turned as the 

arrow sped through the darkness at it.  It saw the face of the woman who had 

killed its fellows, and its eyes went wide with fright for just a split 

second.  Then, the arrow struck home in its throat, and its scream of terror 

became a high pitched gurgle instead.  Darkness swallowed the silent killer 

up, and Death stalked forward on her heels.

    Moments later, the woman spied the bonfire itself, and the horde of red 

skinned demons that surrounded it.  Just behind them was a gaping cave mouth, 

guarded by two silent figures.  Though they looked human, the woman could 

tell that they were long dead, animated now by dark magics.  She narrowed her 

eyes at the thought of fighting zombies.  An unpleasant proposition at best, 

a fatal one being slightly less than the worst case scenario.  Still, if 

there were still living captives in that cave, the outpost here, and 

everything between them and the cave mouth, had to be killed.  Not to mention 

whatever force had raised the zombies.  A challenge to be sure, but one she 

felt a deep joy at facing.

    Moments later, an arrow flew out of the dark to kill one of the 

red-skinned creatures.  Cries of fear went up, and they scattered.  More 

arrows flew, most striking demonic flesh.  A group gathered up what little 

courage existed in their kind and charged into the darkness.  This earned the 

rest a respite of a few moments as the dark woman was forced to shoot into 

the charge, dispersing it within mere feet of her position.  Then, a blazing 

globe of fire came at her.  She dove to one side, fumbling hte arrow she had 

been trying to nock.  Another sought her as she drew another form her quiver 

and nocked it.  This attack she let strike her, hissing at the searing pain 

along her side as she searched for the author of these new and sorcerous 

assaults.  One of the demons stood out, wearing an elaborate bone-bedecked 

headdress and chanting over one of those she had slain.  With a swirling 

light, the dead demon sprang back to its feet and charged into the darkness.  

The woman snarled as she let loose her arrow, furious that this...this shaman 

would dare interfere with her kill.  The arrow struck the shaman full in the 

chest and staggered it.  Much to the woman's surprise, however, it remained 

standing, raising another of her victims as she sent another arrow into its 

middle.  The second arrow dropped it, and another two slew once more the ones 

it had raised.  Then, it was back to shooting and breaking charges.  As she 

broke a charge of the last few demons, a new threat presented itself.  The 

zombies were approaching, slow and unwavering.  Their shambling gait made 

them easy to elude, but in shifting her attention to the walking corpses, she 

let the demons regroup, and suddenly had two charges to worry about.  The 

woman back-pedaled furiously to gain some distance between herself and the 

zombies, drawing the five remaining demons with her into the darkness.  When 

she felt she had enough room, she dropped the bow and drew her blades again.  

The demons hesitated as they came within melee range of her, perhaps puzzled 

by the feral gleam in her eye, or simply not used to a human who was willing 

to face them in combat.  With a savage yell, the woman launched herself at 

them, blades slashing and thrusting, her legs snapping out vicious kicks that 

broke bones and crushed organs.  In moments, the five were dead, and she 

raced toward the zombies.  The dead were harder to deal with, requiring far 

more damage to drop.  In the end, the woman bore a deep gash along her left 

forearm and felt as if one her own ribs were broken.  They zombies were slow, 

but incredibly strong, and though only two of their many blows had actually 

connected, both had counted.  

    Breathing heavily, wincing at each gasp, the woman pulled one of the 

bottles from her pouch and pulled the cork from its mouth with her teeth.  

She gulped its bitter contents down greedily, and prayed she remembered her 

few lessons in alchemy correctly.  A few moments later, she felt the warmth 

in her veins as the elixir did its work.  The gash along her arms slowly 

fused itself, and she felt her rib slide back into place with a grating 

sound.  It was not an altogether pleasant experience, but it beat the pain 

she had been feeling earlier.

    After retrieving her bow, the woman made her way among the dead, hoping 

for more weapons or potions to augment her meager supply.  Her efforts were 

rewarded with another potion bottle, this one blue, and of no use to her, as 

she had no cause to use Mana, and thus did not need her mystic energies 

replenished.  Certain that there was nothing more to be gained among her 

fallen enemies, she made her way to the cave mouth, hoping none of the demons 

had escaped her notice in the fight and sounded the alarm.  The stench of 

death reached her nose, but no sound came forth.  A few moments spent 

listening by the entry convinced her that all was still quiet inside.  

Whoever was inside still thought all was well.  She silently entered the 

cave, determined to make sure that all did not stay well for those within.

    Perhaps another hour later found the woman deep in the cave, having left 

many more demon and zombie corpses in her wake.  Sound had a way of getting 

distorted in the cave, making it impossible for the inhabitants to keep track 

of her movements as she moved from one slaughter to the next.  Zombies made 

only low moans when she sliced them into bits, and if she caught a demon 

quickly, it died quietly enough as well.  However, the sound distortion had 

also worked against her as well, keeping one patrol masked from her hearing 

until it came around the corner and literally bumped into her.  She still had 

gashes from that fight, in spite of the four more healing potions riding in 

her sash.  Alongside them rode more gold and a small chipped topaz.  In her 

pack she carried a dagger and short sword that had magical runes etched upon 

their blades, and her soft black armor was now replaced with a hardened 

leather breast and back piece, paired with vambraces of the same material.  

All in all, it would have been quite a lucrative haul on its own, but her 

purpose on this trip still lay ahead of her. 

    She peeked over the edge of a low half-wall that ran for a few feet 

before dropping off to join the floor.  The room itself was well lit and full 

of enemies.  A full troop of demons and a half dozen zombies lingered about, 

with a pair of the demon shamans conversing with a curious zombie.  The 

undead being spoke, and there seemed to be a spark of intelligence in its 

sunken eye sockets.  But beyond these was her goal, a crude pen holding two 

dozen or so humans.  Fear rolled off of them in palpable waves, at least to 

the senses of the dark woman.  Her eyes scanned the group, seeking a single 

form.  At last she found it, a small girl clutching the hem of her mother's 

skirt, wide eyes searching about as if seeking some escape.  In her hands she 

gripped a grimy blanket, once obviously very fine, now dirty and worn.  The 

woman's hand went to the garment in her sash.  Her vow sounded clear in her 

mind, and she took her hand from the garment to draw an arrow.  Killing as 

many of the demons as possible from a distance had worked so far in keeping 

them at a suitable distance, as they tended to run as soon as one dropped, 

then regroup for another charge, only to scatter again as she killed more of 

them.  It was the zombies that had given her pause, as they tended to keep 

coming until she had to face them with her knives.  This battle was going to 

be the ultimate test of her tactics, and her ability to adapt under pressure, 

as she knew this time was going to be much different.

    The first arrow flew, followed by three more before the demons could even 

begin to scatter.  This time, however, when the first group charged her 

position, they found nothing in the darkness.  Two stragglers, however, had 

died during the run there, without any of the others knowing.  Then more 

arrows flew, slaying four more, the fifth bolt skidding harmlessly away along 

the wall.  By then, the zombies had changed course and were heading toward 

the woman.  Now too close to hide, she fired with frenzied speed, missing 

almost as often as she hit.  Moving as she fired, she presented too mobile a 

target for the shaman fireballs, but the shamans provided no such 

complications for her. Five arrows sought them, even as they realized that 

they were now her targets, slaying them as they raised a pair of their kin.  

The woman sprinted across the chamber sending arrows now mainly for effect.  

Two of the five she sent winging at the demons actually found flesh, but her 

objective was gained.  Her path had brought her around in a circle, and now 

she was behind the zombies.  A quick slash across the back of a rotting leg 

hobbled the thing, and four quick ripping thrusts to its rib cage brought it 

down in a stinking heap.  Another fell as she cut through the moldering bits 

of flesh and bone that held its head in place, tehn she delivered a smashing 

kick to another, knocking it down long enough to dispatch the next closest 

with a punch thrust with each dagger.  As the undead thing flailed at her, 

she ripped the blades sideways, disemboweling it and gashing the two 

remaining zombies at her flanks.  The one on the ground struggled to its 

knees, only to be sent sprawling by another kick.  She spun in place, gouging 

two thick chunks of rotting skin from the chest and stomach of the one on her 

left.  As it fell, she continued her spin, spearing the one opposite in the 

side.  Again the punch daggers went in opposite directions, and again a 

zombie fell.  The last zombie had managed to sit up in time to see his 

intended victim straddle his legs and plunge her blade into its forehead.  As 

the dead thing slid back off of her dagger, the woman's eye came up to lock 

onto the last monster in the room.

    "Very impressive, warrior," it said in a gravelly voice. " Enjoy your 

petty victories while you can, for now you face Corpsefire!"

    "Petty?  I've laid waste to everything between here and the surface.  

Give a girl some credit," the woman replied with a feral smile.  With that, 

she sprinted toward her foe.  Her first attack was a jumping kick, which the 

lead zombie knocked aside with his pale right arm.  The woman landed on her 

side and rolled away, barely dodging a swift follow-up punch.  Grave dirt was 

plowed up in the wake of Corpsefire's fist, a testament to the power in his 

withered arms.  The woman rolled a few more times to put some distance 

between herself and her foe and sprang to her feet, daggers up in a defensive 

stance.  Corpsefire advanced far more quickly than a zombie should have been 

able to and raked at her head with his right arm.  Her left arm slashed out 

to stop the blow, but was overpowered.  Three deep gouges were left across 

her cheek in the wake of its passage.  Another raking blow was met with both 

arms, this one halted mere inches from her midsection.  The woman sprang back 

from the zombie, sizing her opponent up again.  He was too fast and too 

strong to fight toe to toe.  Up until now, she had been able to fight her 

foes on their own terms.  But now, it was time to fall back on her old 

lessons.  She assumed her stance again, daggers up, feet shoulder width 

apart.  But this time, when the sweeping hand came at her, she was simply not 

there, and her dagger flicked out to take a nick at Corpsefire's arm in 

passing.  The walking corpse swung at her again with its other hand, only to 

find the blade waiting for its open hand.  Two fingers fell to the floor, and 

the woman danced away.  As he stared at the severed digits rolling on the 

floor, the woman's roundhouse kick caught him in the chest, shattering bone 

and sending him flying against the wall.  The zombie bounced to its feet 

quickly and charged the woman.  Just as it reached her, she reached up and 

planted her blades in his belly with an upward thrust, then fell back with 

the momentum of his charge.  He made to tackle her, the foot of steel in his 

guts little more than an inconvenience to a creature who felt no pain.  As 

she went down under his weight, the woman tucked her knees up between them 

and rolled on her back, sending Corpsefire somersaulting over her to land on 

his back.  He scrambled to stand as she kicked up to land on her feet in less 

than a heartbeat.  Turning, she waited for his next charge.  Once he regained 

his feet, Corpsefire made to close with her again, but nearly tripped on 

something.  Looking down, he saw several emaciated loops of his own 

intestines caught up around his feet.  With a brutal yank, he tore the 

useless organs free and kicked them aside, then charged forward.  This time, 

the woman's foot snapped out in a sideways kick, and once again, bone 

crunched and he found himself skidding into the wall.  This time, the woman 

was right on top of him.  As she crouched over him, the zombie curled its 

hands into claws, thinking to disembowel the bitch and end the fight.  But a 

sudden weight on his arms foiled that plan, as she leaned forward to pin his 

torso against the stone wall with her knees.  Hate blazed in his eyes as she 

crossed her blades and laid them against his throat.

    "When you go screaming back to Hell," she hissed in his face, "I want you 

to go screaming my name."  Her voice was pure malice, and her eyes matched 

Corpsefire's for sheer blazing intensity.

    "My masters will avenge me, whore of the Zakarum.  Give me your name, and 

arm me with your identity!" Corpsefire growled back.

    "I am not of the Zakarum, idiot.  I am Dahlia, of the Viz'Jaqtaar."

    "Mage Slayer!" Corpsefire blurted, then the woman pulled her hands apart, 

and his head was separated from his shoulders, ending the terror that was 

Corpsefire.

    For a moment, there was silence.  A brief eternity spent where no sound 

entered the cave.  Then, there was a oozing, slurping sound as Corpsefire's 

remains began to decompose rapidly, filling the cave with a loathsome stench. 

 Dahlia stood and backed away from the rotting pile.  A moment later, she 

uttered a cry of victory, then turned to release the captives.  

    As she approached the crude pen, the men and women inside shrank away 

from her.  Confused, she nevertheless opened the latch and pulled the gate 

wide.  The prisoners retreated to the far end of the cage, eyes wide in 

terror.  She cocked her head, wondering why they were still afraid.  Were 

they not free?

    "You're free," she said, her voice betraying her bewilderment.  "Go.  

Leave this place.  The Sisterhood has set up a stockade a few hours South of 

here.  You'll be safe there."  Still, the crowd did not move, their wide eyes 

locked on her.  Dahlia looked over her shoulder to make sure that there was 

no threat behind her, then looked down at her self.  

    From neck to knees, she was covered in blood and gore.  Most of it was 

demon blood, but in the fitful light, it may as well have been human.  Her 

blades dripped ichor down their edges, and in the light, she saw her icon, 

the flower of her name, a dahlia, etched on the blade and drenched in gore. 

Realization dawned in her eyes then, and her arms dropped to her sides.  

Slowly, she turned and left the pen to make her way back to the surface.  

When she emerged, the sky was grey with the light of false dawn.  

    Minutes later, the first of the freed captives emerged behind her.  

Giving her a wide berth, they began to flee to the South, perhaps as much to 

get away form her as from their Hellish captors.  Among the last was the 

little girl and her mother.  Dahlia was reminded of her oath, to return the 

child's dress to her, and she pulled the garment from her sash.  She stopped 

at the sight of the bloody stains upon it, stains from blood she had spilled. 

 Silently, she fell to her knees and pressed the little dress to her face.  

The smell of lye soap and creek water filled her senses, and the scent of a 

little girl's innocence, mingled now in the sulfur foulness of demon blood.  

Tears came now, followed by racking sobs, as guilt overwhelmed her.  The good 

deed she had done was forgotten in the light of the fierce, almost orgasmic 

joy she had taken in the wholesale slaughter she had wrought.  Such delight 

in murder was evil, she knew, even if her victims were servants of Hell.  It 

was simply a justification for murder.  It was only a matter of time before 

she could justify the slaughter of an innocent, she knew.  Gone completely 

was her own little girl innocence, stolen from her by the Viz'Jaqtaar, the 

Order of Mage Slayers.  She was an assassin, nothing more. A trained 

murderess, a killer for hire. An agonized wail began deep in her throat, and 

she threw her head back to let it escape.  Even now, the demon in her reveled 

at the devastation she had unleashed, and she hated herself for its voice in 

her heart.  More sobs wracked her form, and she curled herself into a ball, 

unable to do aught but grieve for her damnation.

