Kodrava: Redeemer of the Empire

Part I

It has been 9 long months of rebuilding his broken troops from the hell that waged before…

General Kodrava of the Silvermane and his men set out from their final stop before voyaging to find the long, lost land of Warshire. While on the deck of the ship, he remembered the storm, the storm that would kill his own brother, Azael, as they both tried to flee the Plague. They brought all their ships could carry, men, women, children, soldiers, all he tried to save he couldn’t. He blamed himself for the death of his kin, his father, mother and fellow friends were killed during the War or the Plague that followed, his brother fell in the dreaded storm as they fled the barren lands of Warshire. He and his brother swore to reclaim this land in the future. Now only Kodrava can fulfill that promise.

He shouted an order to the captain of the ship as the continued they journey, his nine other ships followed in formation. The seas were calm, yes, but for how long he wondered. Always wary of any incoming peril he kept a watchful eye at night as his crew slept, lit only by a lantern. Daybreak, he had breakfast with his captains and discussed their journey, Warshire shouldn’t be very far now, a week or two should be sufficient. Days passed nothing. He examined the map, they were close. Kodrava told his men to be alert, the closer they got, the clearer the dark clouds over Warshire were.
Kodrava’s fleet approached the shore; he breathed a sigh of relief when he heard shouting from the ships in front. He asked the captain what it was the captain said the ships were stuck. Apparently under the calm waves there were sharp pointy rock formations that jutted like fingers. They couldn’t continue on the warships so they left on the smaller ones, carrying supplies and establishing a base camp on the beach. Watchtowers were erected around the camp, scouts were sent and training had begun again. He joined his men in prayer, they were going to need it. Only god knows what this land has to send against them…
Part II


That night, the wind blew over the barren lands of Warshire, everything was still. Kodrava entered his tent, laid himself down and shut his eyes for the first time in days. He opened his eyes and found himself on a ship on the stormy seas. He saw his brother Azael on the ship closest to him, he tried to call out but no sound came, a giant wave risen and swallowed his brother’s ship whole. Kodrava remembered the terror, the gloom, the sorrow of losing his last relative. At that moment he woke up in cold sweat, it was mid-morning. He put on his ring, the last memory of Azael, the ring was given to him the day he became a general.


His scouts had returned, there were three Orc settlements to the north-west of his camp. Kodrava strained his mind tried to remember the geology of Warshire but he couldn’t, this was not his specialty. His old castle could be seen as the spires of the fort was still standing but it looked different from afar, it was no longer gleaming of white stone as it used to. His army packed and they moved towards the Orc settlements, if he was to reclaim this land the Orc threat had to be removed. After four days they were in a valley close to the settlements. Kodrava’s scouts had caught sight of five black horsemen riding in the direction of the Orcs.


Kodrava was too busy setting up the attack to mind about the horsemen. By nightfall they reached the settlements and under the cover of night they slowly advanced on the village, Kodrava gave the order to charge and his men did so. A long hollow sound was heard; they stormed the villages finding no living thing, just ashes. He looked around the village, the huts were untouched by flame but no body was found. He muttered under his breath, “What sorcery is this?”


The hollow sound returned bringing along on of the five horsemen, this one wields a scepter with an orb and runic markings on it. The horseman raised his staff and it glowed a deep, eerie green. The ground burst with skeleton hands scrabbling outwards, then bodies, then legs. Kodrava found him and his army surrounded by undead Orcs. There was no retreat, they had to fight...
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