After the body fell the necromancer had observed what
he has just accomplished, a dead zombie lay on the

ground...he thought it was time to test his new found

strength, he concetrated as hard as he could at the

dead corpse and chanted an ancient verse under his

breath, slowly the bones of the zombie were torn from

his body and began to form a new one, a skeleton.

Draconias had just recently left the necromancer city

where he was born and raised and traveled to search

for the rogues and help them in their time of need.

     He had finally risen a real skeleton by himself,

he had tried it on dead birds and pets in the city but

only now had he done it by himself, he was proud at

what he had accomplished, the skeleton shuffled over

to him, bone sword in hand, and let out a "hissss"

signifying he knew who his master was. Draconias named

his first skeleton "Lunky".Him and lunky traveled

together for many days until he found the body of a

dead rogue, he knew the rogue stronghold must be near

and he picked up his pace. Him and Lunky arrived at

the camp just a short 2 hours from the time he found

the dead rogue. As he entered the camp, several

barbarians were in a corner frowning at him, he knew

about the barbarians and how they trained harshly

their whole lives, but he had also heard from his

father that barbarians were dumb as rocks and that he

could easily outsmart them in case of a fight.

          Then he saw another skeleton wandering

around a tent, he wandered if there was another

necromancer in camp and he hurried about looking

through the adventurers of the camp, he then saw a

figure in black chain armor, the kind necromancer

smiths make, he hurried over to him and said "Draken"

(a comman necromancer greeting) all of a sudden the

mysterious necromancer swirled his head around and saw

Draconias, the necromancer smiled and said "Draken" in

a happy voice.

        "So whats your name Necro?" Draconias asked

him.

        "My name is Dante, its not often that you see

another necromancer around here" Dante smiled. "Most

of us like to travel alone."

        "Have you noticed the barbarians around here?

whats wrong with them? they seem angry." Draconias

asked him.

        "A few days ago a wounded barbarian came into

camp shouting 'a necromancer has gone mad in the black

marsh!' and then he fell dead, though i doubt it was a

necromancer, just a dark rogue shooting at him,

barbarians usually are too stupid to make out what

things really are, the barbarians have been angry ever

since, especially towards me, watch out for them, they

are not to be trusted." Dante frowned solemnly.

        "So what city do you come from?" Draconias

looked at Dante, "I'm from Doomshire"

        "Thats pretty close, I come from Gravenhold"

Dante said.

        "Hmmm. so have you made any allies here?"

Draconias grinned.

        "I have made friendship with a sorceress, she

has helped me adventure from time to time" Dante

smiled and pointed at a sorceress draped in black

robes. "Her name is Kinsha and she is very

beautiful... we have established a sort of attraction

for each other."

        "Heh, i get it" Draconias smiled and walked

towards and empty corner, he must find a way to help

the rogues, he had promised his parents in the city

that he would help vanquish Diablo in any way he

could.

He sat down and thought of what to do, just then a

woman in a purple hooded robe walked over to him.

         "Hello, I am Akara, it is not often that we

see necromancers around here, and your friend has been

adventuring with my cousin for some time now, i think

that he is attracted to her..." Akara smiled softly

and looked at Kinsha.

         "Pleasure to meet you , is there any way i

can help you in this time of trouble?" Draconias

asked.

         "Well, We are facing an evil far superior to

that of our rogues, we must get all the help we can so

i guess there is something you can do, but be warned

it is very dangerous." Akara frowned and looked at the

ground in front of me "There is an evil creature that

lives in the monastary from where we dwelled. Her name

is Andarial and she has bested our most valient hero's

powers, we ask you to slay her and restore peace to

our beautifull land..." A tear fell from her eye.

         "Its as good as done, I will not fail."

Draconias felt a surge of courage shoot all throughout

his body, he jumped up and walked to the edge of camp,

Lunky quickly followed.

         What is in store for Draconias as he heads

towards the monastary of evil?

                    -By Willie

Part 2 is coming soon!

