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Vengeance Unleashed 

 

 

I am free, free to extract my blood price, my vengeance... 

 

A light snow is falling as I wind through the cobblestone streets to the Palace. I look 

around, amazed at the size of this city, the extent of its structures and walls, the commotion of 

people. The scurry of their lives almost stirs pity in me, but I have set on a course and I will not 

stray. Not for these poor souls, nor to preserve this magnificence of Elowen. I will not be denied 

my revenge, no our revenge. 

There is a happy chatter amongst the people as I pass  and a cheerfulness of spirit. I 

enquire once or twice to ensure I am not lost, and they are kind enough to keep me headed in 

the right direction. I come to the grand Sapphire Palace of Elowen without difficulty.  

The first glimpse of this magnificent structure leaves me in awe, for the splendour of the 

Sapphire Palace astounds. I thought its reputation to be illusion and fabrication, but I stand 

here to find myself mistaken. 

I take a moment to absorb its beauty, to marvel in the dazzling blue lazuli stone that 

gives the palace its hue and name. I crane my neck to stare at the tall curling spires reaching to 



touch the sky and glory. And everywhere the walls are sculpted in delicate whorls, leaves and 

lovely patterns. 

I bring my gaze about to the entrance, the massive carved doors of black saren wood, 

guarded by two large and solemn looking men. I take a breath and climb the slate grey stone 

steps to be challenged by one of the sentries. 

“State your business with the Palace.” 

“I am Narwis, an emissary from Karrul and seek audience with the King.” I hand him my 

letter of introduction and wait until he reads it. 

“Your credentials seem in order, but you will have to be vetted. Please remain here until 

I return.” I am left to stare at closed doors.  

I say a silent invocation as I wait, to speed my admission, but the entrance swings ajar 

before I finish. 

“You have been granted right of entry.” The guard stands aside for me.  

Despite my purpose here, I feel small and in awe as I cross into the immense structure 

through the imposing doors. I walk into a vast hall decorated in mural and mosaic. 

“Wait here, someone will come to escort you.” The guard’s voice precedes the echoing 

close of the entry doors. 

I cross the room gawking at the marbled tiled floor, a huge blue and gold mosaic of a 

sun surrounded by stars. The walls are painted in scenes of pastoral elegance, all orchards, 

meadows and gardens bursting in colour. 

I am full of drinking in the splendour and neglect to see yet another guard before I am 

brought to an abrupt halt by his looming presence. 



“I will escort you to the ante-chamber. You will remain there until the King consents to 

receive you in the throne room.” 

I follow the unsmiling man into a dim, small room, furnished by a number of chairs of 

lush blue velvet and dark plain wood, occupied by numerous people. I sit down and join the 

waiting assembly. 

I look at the others, simpering courtiers and visiting dignitaries, all unsuspecting of what 

is to come. A merciful man should spare them, but I had mercy cut out of me at a young age. 

The monks of Karrul saw to that, with their plans of vengeance. They removed me from 

my parents as a baby, and raised me as their instrument. They taught me to worship pain, 

sacrifice and revenge, to bear them in my soul. I am what they made me, a weapon, and today I 

fulfill my purpose.  

“The king is ready to receive you now.” The voice of a court page breaks through my 

musings. He escorts our summoned group into the throne room.  

I slink through to the front of the procession as we make our way forward. I can see the 

royal couple, resplendent in their silk and jewels. The Queen Isandel is as beautiful as the 

stories told of her, with white-blond hair and perfect features. They say the King fell in love at 

first sight of her and never looked at another woman since that day. It is almost a pity their 

romantic tale ends today. 

There are a few men in front of me as we halt in front of the sovereigns of Elowen. I am 

patient and unassuming, growing ever closer in the line of supplicants, until my turn arises. 

“Approach the throne.” The deep rumble of the King’s voice lilts to my ears. 



I walk forward, my pace slow. I absorb the grandeur of this monarch; his proud bearing, 

the indigo silk of his long tunic, the shimmer of the jewels that adorn his crown. It will not last. 

I stand before him with my own pride. “I am, Narwis, your Majesty, a humble messenger 

from the Monks of Karrul.  I have come to serve you a gift.” 

I reach into the pouch tied to my belt and wrap my hand, my flesh, around the precious 

relic, my nerves taut, my breath rapid. It took my people generations to find this artefact, and 

years to work the dark spell I will unleash. Those lives and loss come to this moment.  

I pull out the relic, taking care not to uncover it, yet. “Karrul sends its regards.” 

I kneel to the King and open my hand and reveal the polished amber rune stone. Around 

me there is recognition and then silence. Not a soul stirs until the King speaks. 

“Is that...” 

“Yes, it is the Arcule Stone, the Stone of Curses.”  

“Why would you bring such an abomination into my palace?”  

I rise, to look this King in the eye. “To use it of course.” I close my fingers around the 

stone, the cold touch giving me courage. “Saris, Faresh, Carabelin, Diresk Elowen!” 

The stone goes warm in my hand; I can feel the force of my life flowing into it, feeding 

the magic. 

The royal guards rush to me, but it is too late to stop the spell . They die as they touch 

me. The rest of the court run; they will learn there is no escape. 

The King has not moved from his throne. Nor has the Queen, who bravely sits at his 

side. Perhaps they know the futility of fighting what I have done.  

“Why? Why curse Elowen?”  



“The sins of the past always return, Your Majesty. You live in this city, in prosperity, in 

peace, and you know nothing of the blood and pain it was built upon, so long ago.” 

Pain screams through my body and I fall back to my knees, spitting blood. But I will 

finish; he needs to know. 

“The founder of this place, your revered ancestor, Thelphin, bound the walls of this city 

with dark magic, with the bones and souls of the dead of Karrul. Didn’t you wonder why these 

walls have never been breached? Because they are protected, sealed with the souls of my 

ancestors! Souls eternally held from their peaceful rest!” 

More pain wracks through me and I cough blood. 

“It has take a long passage of time and many sacrifices, but the souls of Karrul will be 

avenged, King of Elowen. Today and for all time.” 

“No.” 

I barely heard her whisper, but I look at her. Devastation splinters every line of Queen 

Isandel’s face. 

“You would shed innocent blood for your vengeance? The people of this city are not 

responsible for the atrocity fostered on your ancestors.”  

“But they profited from it and for that they will pay. From this day no citizen of this city 

will ever walk beyond its walls again.” 

A spasm of pain shakes me, before I raise my head again to gaze at the regal pair. “And 

you, their King and Queen, heirs of the dynasty of Thelphin and the sycophants who grovelled 

at its feet, shall bear witness to it all. By design, the curse will not touch either of you, but you 

will know eternal suffering.” 



I manage my last smile. 

“The Night Wraith are coming. The fate of this palace, this city has begun.” 

The Stone of Curses cracks and I scream. 

 


