I grimace as I take a sip of the vile tasting potion that Adrea gave to me, she said it would help fight against his efforts to overcome, and it has.

It was many nights after my flight from Tristram that I realized I was changing, that I was being changed. It was on a dark road far from any civilization, they were the first people I had seen since leaving Tristram, and as soon as I saw them I knew that they had been tainted by Diablo's evil. His power grows stronger as my will defy him grows weaker.

But as he is a part of me, I am a part of him, with barely a thought to my actions hellfire engulfs them,  and I leave their burned corpses to continue my lonely journey.

                                                           *    *      *     *       *

Gaidin looks up from the weathered diary he was reading. He looks around at the small room he is in, it is an inn in a town by the name of Caalen, a small border town on the edge of the east.

He looks at the bowl of meat stew on a small table next to him, uneaten. Next to it is a large empty wine bottle, his stomach is sour with drink, he wont be able to eat this night.

Behind him hanging on the wall be steel pegs is a set of full -platemail, and next to it a large axe. Five years ago he had been a fighter for the border Barons fighting the "sand devils" from the east, he had been the captain of his company, one of the greatest fighters in the land. But now after peace had been declared and all the garrisons disbanded, he was a drunkard, wondering from town to town, whore to whore, and where ever drink was, but even his wine soaked mind held onto the suite of armour and the axe.

He stood up and walked over to where the axe hung. He lifted it off the wall, its weight burning his muscles turned to fat, he hefted it, his body once heavily muscled and able to swing the great axe with such ease now turned to fat with the wine, he could barely swing it with dropping it clattering to the floor. He swore his favourite oath, and left the small room, slamming the door behind him.

He stumps his way along a dimly lit dingy corridor, towards a small flight of stairs that led to the common room.

The stench of tobacco smoke, sour ale and sweaty bodies greeted him. A few greeting were shouted at him and just as many obscenities. He grunted as he sat down on a chair barely able to hold his weight, "Wine." He shouted.

He took a moment to observe his surroundings as he waited for his wine. He was in the poor quarter of town, where all the thieves, beggars and even worse scum lived, where he now lived. For a moment his mind sobered, "How did I get to this." But his musings were cut short when his wine arrived with a barmaid, she smiled invitingly to him and whispered in his ear, but any urges for a woman he had had, were burned up by the drink. He shoved her away from him, growling in anger, "Find another to fill your bed this night."

He took a deep pull from the wine, and his lips in pleasure, when he had first started drinking he would pride himself by only drinking the fine and expensive wines, but soon his money ran out, and the few caravans he was hired for guarding did not pay well, so any slop would do.

By the end of the hour three bottles of the wine lay empty before him, his brain was so soaked with the wine he couldn't even remember who dragged him upstairs to his small room.

The sun woke him the next morning, it felt as if someone was beating him on the head with a hammer, his stomach churned, and vomited out the acid that seemed to be eating his stomach the last few months, it was the lack of food.

He stumbled downstairs, the common room was empty. "Innkeeper." He gasped in pain, the acid was eating his stomach.

The innkeeper was a large burly man, with a warm caring face. He handed Gaidin a large mug of some dark warm liquid. He gulped it down and waited for the pain to subside as it always did.

The innkeeper shook his head sadly, one day his brew wouldn't work, and that was the day Gaidin would die.

Gaidin heaved himself up and stumbled back to his room, he saw the the leather-bound diary. He had found it upon coming to the room, he had told no one of it, it was his secret.

He sat by the table and resumed reading.

                                                     *   *   *   *    *    *

The dark road had finally come to an end, a settlement lies before me in the deep of the gully that signalled the end of the road, lights and the sounds of people below urges me on. I cant remember the last time I  had human company, and I long for it.

I draw forth the vial, it was halfway empty, and took a sip, I could not afford a lapse of strength among innocent people. I walk deeper into the valley, a feeling sets upon me, a feeling of right, what I was doing felt so right, that I was destined to find this settlement.

I was nearly upon the settlement before I was spotted, I feared that might not want me, but they shouted and welcomed me.

The settlement was not much only a few shacks and a large building in the centre, that would probably be an inn or tavern. They greeted me with claps on the back and shoved a drink into my hand, pointing me in the direction of the large building. I took a mouthful of the drink that had been shoved into my hand, it was strong whatever it was.

I pushed open the door that led in, it was large inside, it seemed hundreds of people were in a circle watching two men playing flutes both. Everyone was clapping and cheering, I felt the cheer wash over me and joined in their festivities.

I finished the mug of strong spirits and many more that night, all my troubles fled, I was so involved with these happy people, who I heard are like this every, I lost myself in their joy.

Near the end of the night as everyone was leaving the large building heading off to their beds to sleep off their hangover, when I noticed an extremely beautiful woman heading towards me, with a low cut blouse and dress, she didn't leave much to imagination.

She granted me with a dazzling smile, and said. "I noticed you come in, you're new here."

I nodded,"I am."

She reached out and took my hand. She led me away from the dying festivities down a dark corridor and into what must of been her room. She set me down on her bed, and what happened next shook me to my very bone. The once sweet voice was now harsh and grating. "The master is not pleased with you human-man, you will die now for his pleasure."

But before she had finished I had called upon my magic and watched as lighting tore her once beautiful body to pieces. I shake my head, his power grows too strong, how long will I be able to withstand it.

                                                    *   *   *    *    *    *

Gaidin reads over the page, absorbing all he has read. He realizes what he has found but probably isn't sure of its worth. The story of the adventurer who had defeated Diablo is already a famous tale, though only a few months old. This is the part of the story no one has heard, he knows this means something important, there is something he should do, but he cant concentrate.

He pockets the small book and heads for the door.

Gaidin is glad to be outside, the smell of fresh air, he decides to go for a walk. He passes the poor quarter of the town and heads into what is known as the merchants quarter. He walks steady and with a pride that no amount of drink could squash, it was this attitude that made people leave him alone.

A group of four men head towards him, his long forgotten warrior instincts taking action, he wished he had the protection of his armour and his axe, but he had nothing, not even a dagger. 

They pass him by without a word, he breathes deeply. He hadn't fought another man for many years, bar brawls were not considered a fight, he was not ready to do so, not in his condition.

He continues on, noting his surroundings. Caalen was fairly decent for a border town, as a border town anyone was decent even those from the eastlands, once known as the "sand devils" for there fierce and ferocious fighting.

Gaidin hears hurried footsteps behind he turns but pain explodes in his head and blackness consumes him.

He awakens slowly, to voices around him, but they instantly stop upon hearing him.

"He's awake" Comes a woman's voice.

A moment or two more and he is fully awake. He is in a small room with a few chairs and one large table, around him are two woman, and further behind them is a warrior by his armour and the sword at his side, but more so his stance of pride and arrogance erase any doubt that he is a mercenary and a true warrior. 

One of the woman, with long black hair and piercing blue eyes hold up the diary before him. "Do you know what this is."

Gaidin nods. "It is a diary of Darthais the adventurer who defeated Diablo and in so doing took upon him his spirit."

She looked surprised and half amused at his answer. "I see you've been reading it."

"If he had any brains he would see the danger in reading it." The warrior growled.

The woman shook her head. "Wine has clouded his mind."

"A warrior turned drunkard." the man in steel snarled.

"Hmmmm, yes I think you are right, by the way he holds himself he was once a warrior."

"I still have my armour and my axe."

They seemed to ignore him him, the other woman very similar to the first asked. "What is your name once-warrior."

"Gaidin"

Everyone in the room gasped. "Gaidin the famous captain of the border wars, what happened to you."

The warrior asked.

"After peace was declared the garrisons were disbanded, I traveled far trying to gain service to a noble or any one in need of a strong arm, but after three years of searching I gave up."

The two woman stood up and looked at the warrior. "You know what to do." The warrior nodded, and the two woman left.

"My name is Bogar." He held his hand and helped Gaidin to his feet, "You said you still had your armour and your axe, take me to it." 

Gaidin led Bogar back through town, the house he had awoken in had been close to the spot where he had been attacked.

The inn was starting to fill as they entered, no one paid them any heed. Gaidin opened the door to his small room and showed Bogar the suite of armour and the great axe hanging next to it.

The warrior looked thoughtfully at the armour, then took the axe off the wall, and swung it, he grunted. "I have never seen an axe of this quality before, and this armour, it is better even than my own, and mine is the best. You must truly be the Gaidin of the border wars." He looked critically at Gaidin, "But you could use a bit of shaping up." He lifted the suite of armour off the the wall and handed it to Gaidin."Put it on." His tone left no room for argument.

Gaidin reluctantly took the suite of armour, its weight baring down on his arms, it had been over two years since he had worn it.

"I don't know if it will fit." He said.

Bogar chuckled,"We'll make it fit."

And so they did, it took a bit of hard work and sucking in on Gaidins part but eventually they made it fit."I'll work you into it. Now take your axe." Bogar handed him his axe. He felt a certain amount of pride, after two years he was wearing his armour and wielding his axe.

"And from this moment forth, no more drink." The big warrior warned.

Gaidin sweated profusely under the heavy steel."Run." Cracked Bogars voice like a whip.

Ever since leaving Caalen with Bogar and the two woman he now knew as Tammy Rae and Carla, he had been forced to exercise till he collapsed from exhaustion. He now ran ahead of his companions with his great axe held in his outstretched arms. The muscles in his arms and shoulders burned with such intense pain, his foot caught a rock and he was pitched to the ground, falling on his armour that chaffed his still flabby stomach, and sending the axe flying before him.

Bogars rough laugh sounded behind. "Pick it up and do it again, and if you try to refuse I'll give you another whipping."

Gaidin grumbled, but that was the loudest of his protests. He had learned quick enough that to refuse Bogar is to look for trouble.

They made camp as the last rays of light were banished with the oncoming shadows. Gaidin collapsed to the ground, exhaustion overwhelming him.

"You work him too hard Bogar." Tammy Rae said.

Bogar grunted. "He's tougher than he looks, give him a few weeks and he'll be running with that axe for days on end."

"I still think you're working him too hard."

"Well go mother him if you want to." He said with a touch of amusement in his voice.

Tammy glared at him. "I just think I will." 

"We're heading south to the warrior encampments." Bogar was explaining to Gaidin as morning came.

"Why?" Gaidin asked, poking at the dying embers in the fire pit.

"There's trouble there, rumours say there are small demon like creatures attacking the towns down there."

Gaidin thought suddenly of the diary of Darthais he had found in Caalen, he turned to Carla."Give me the diary back."

She stared at him a moment, shrugged, dug in her pack and handed the word leather bound book to him.

"I haven't finished it yet." He said absently, as he stuffed it into his pack, filled with food and bottles of water.

"That's more dangerous than you know." Bogar said.

Gaidin frowned. "How."

"WhenDarthais wrote that diary he was fighting off Daiblo from within, and every day he became more and more like him, until eventually he became him. Diablo's evil has rubbed off on that diary, and the more you read it and handle it, the more it rubs off on you."

"How do you know all this."

Bogar laughed the bellowing throaty laugh, and still without an answer they broke camp.

The days dragged by, as they made their may further south. Gaidin continued his training everyday, even once in a while he would spar with Bogar to see if he had lost his touch, he hadn't. Many times he laid Bogar on his back, but many times he to was smashed to the ground.

Bogar looked him critically up and down. "Few more weeks, you'll be as ready for battle as any man."

"Battle." Gaidin nearly shouted. "I haven't been in abattle for over two years."

Bogar grunted. "Don't worry in a few more days we'll reach the warrior encampments. I cant teach you everything you need to know about that." He pointed to Gaidin axe. "But there are men there who can teach you."

"Teach me." Gaidin sounded disgusted. "I don't need anyone to teach me how to fight with this axe, I may have been out of battle for a few years, but before that I spent ten years in the border wars."

It was Carla who spoke."We wont be fighting humans when we reach the  warrior encampments. Diablo is risen again, and war is on the winds. It will be his minions we'll be fighting."

Gaidin was subdued, but he had one more question to ask. "I read somewhere that when Diablo is truly free his two brothers: Mephisto and Baal will also be free, is that true." 

"We shall have to wait and see." She said mysteriously.

That night they made camp in a grove of pines. "If anything comes we'll see them." Bogar explained.

And how wise his words were, for everyone was woken from their sleep by loud hootings, roars and snarls.

"What in the gods name is that."

"Goatmen, and scavengers." Bogar said.

By the look on his face he obviously didn't have a clue as to what he was talking about.

"Goatmen are the same size as a man, stronger though, and scavengers they are only about waist high but they come at you in groups, ferocious little critters. ."

"Devil kin." Tammy said softly.

""What." Bogar snapped.

"In the shadows I saw them."

"Damn." He swore. He turned to the two woman. "I hope you're ready for a fight." They both nodded solemnly.

"Fight." Gaidin said incredulously. "What could they possibly do."

Bogar grinned."You'll see."

The Goatmen came first, two at Bogar and two at Gaidin and other two at the woman. The fighting was ferocious, Gaidin had never fought anyone that strong and that quick before, but even more came, this time scavengers, and devil kin.

It seemed to Gaidin that hundreds came. He had forgotten about the woman, but when he turned back he saw   them both throwing balls of fire and lighting at the oncoming horde.

It was hours later when finally they stopped coming. Everyone was injured it seemed, but they all knew the simple healing spell.

"We'll have to move on." Bogar said distastefully, "Those were only the forerunners, a whole lot worse will be coming soon."

"And since Diablo's found his freedom he has made new friends that will make these look like babies." Carla said.

Bogar nodded."The next town is only a few more hours ahead. They wont attack a town, or not yet anyway, their numbers are not big enough, and the western towns are held by warriors, so we'll be safe."

They gathered what equipment they had, and set out once more into the night. 

So ends part two of the Winds of War, Part three continues with THE FOUR GENERALS

