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Oh what a wonderful sunny day, Lilianya thought as she strode through the canals of Stormwind. Even after her years of living in the city, it was always a sight to see considering the history behind the stone walls. As she strode through the archway leading to the Keep she took careful time to pull the silken strands from her face and tuck it, oh so very precisely behind her ear. She reached the Keep and carefully adjusted the dark purple tabard over a simple shirt and black pants. It was a simple outfit, but impressive. Since joining the Lions she proudly displayed it over any outfit whether it matched or not. It was a sign she had found family at last. Ah, family...

She stumbled a little on the step leading into the grand hallway thinking about what happened. The day that the Lady who trained her for so long told her she had found someone of some blood relation. It was not exact, as was expected from anyone; however the magical ties were close enough for her to tell. She took to her newfound brother as if they had known each other their entire lives and Lilianya was happy. So happy in fact she tossed away her old ways and became a Lion that very same day. She cursed quietly under her breath and quickly regained her footing. The stumble was bound to be noticed by one of the guards, however they stood still. Good, a slip up left behind and hidden.

As she walked through the hallway, a runner caught up to the young woman. "Miss Iris," he said, pausing to catch his breath, "Miss Lilianya, Sir Marten wishes to see you immediately. He is waiting in the Slaughtered Lamb."

Lilianya grimaced. She knew that if he had called for her, she had to show. But she had to meet up with her friend. She shook her head, family matters first now. "Of course. Here, run into the room of summoners for the Battlegrounds. Tell the rogue with two swords and a chip on his shoulder guards that I was called away on important business. He will understand." No he won't, she thought as she handed a few gold coins to the runner for his duty. I will have to see him tomorrow and explain.

Lili bolted through the hallway, quite the opposite of before and once outside summoned her felsteed. A new summon to her, it was still proving difficult to master. In fact, the only thing that scared her worse was riding the damn thing. She had grace to walk, but running or even taking the reins of a steed, that was a different matter. She told the horse she had to see her brother and it set off at a speed still blinding to the young warlock. The entire time her eyes were closed.

Once at the Slaughtered Lamb, she saw her brother seated at one of the tables in his gear. It was not what she was used to. "Wearing your fighting gear? What, called to service?"

Marten only nodded, silent. He was a quiet fellow to her, but never like this. "Have you had lunch yet?"

"Not yet, big brother." She sat down at the table and quickly adjusted her tabard.

After the food was brought out for her, fish caught in the nearby river outside in Elwynn, Marten began his story. "The reason I have called you here, Lili, is to tell you my great news. I have been selected to accompany Lord Cleebin, on a mission of great importance." He was smiling. Lili felt slightly queasy in the stomach from the statement; however it could have been the bad food she ate in Old Town the day before.

"Guess that is something to do. I wish I could go with."

"I don't know if I am going to return from this mission or not. But if I do not return, I want you to keep up your studies, and to give Mother and Father my love." His smile was gone, now replaced by eyes beginning to stream with tears.

Lilianya replaced her silverware on the plate, hardly a bite taken from it. "But I don't want you to die..." She was looking at the food, but seeing right through it to her feet dangling off the chair much too tall for her. "...you helped me finally figure out what the word family means..." Being an orphan her entire life, only to find one of the Lions - the most amazing group she heard stories of when veterans told their stories to the children in the orphanage as of late - was her brother...then to have him ripped from her life was almost too much to bear. She forgot all the "womanly" training the Lady impressed upon her. "I don't want you to die..."

Marty had moved around the table and now had a hand on her shoulder, kneeling. “Do not fear little sister; I will come back to you. Nothing but the fires of hell itself would keep me from your face." Lilianya smiled a little at this, noting the irony. "Could you also do one more thing for me?" She nodded as both wiped tears from their eyes. 

"What is that brother?"

"Would you deliver this letter to my beloved, Sharlexi?"

She nodded, "Of course, anything for you." Marten stood, kissed her on the forehead and made way outside of the inn. Lili began to cry again, her stomach ached so.

After a while, the innkeeper walked to Lilianya. She instinctively pulled out gold coins, however he turned them away. "On the house today. Say, I heard him mumbling earlier, and my ears are quite sharp. I heard he was flying to Southshore." Lilianya gasped. Southshore! She had been there previously on an excursion to add to her map, however untrustworthy it was. It was, um, west of Arathi and north of Menethil, that she knew. Gathered with the whispers of the Lions about Dalaran, she could put two and two together. She stood, hugged the innkeep and left a small sack of coins at the table. She had summoned her steed again and was off, blind as a bat.

She visited Sharlexi and gave the note, sharing the same feelings for the same person. She had previously met the beloved one once, however it was brief. Again, the meeting was short but still impressive. Marten had good choice in women...maybe she could catch a good man with his help. But before the thought was complete, she was off again towards the flight master. Soon she was off to the nearly dead land of Southshore.

The town reeked of dead fish, but that was to be expected. Hints of the Silver Lions expedition littered the place. She took refuge near the homes on the outskirts, however hunger drove her into the inn. Inside she saw some of the people who she had met previously, the most noted was Drysdale with his sword casting a bluish glow over the place. Oh, wait, Drysdale? She thought as he turned and looked her straight in the eye. Lilianya closed her eyes and grit her teeth. I'm caught..."Lilianya, what are you doing here?"

She could not say a thing. "I...I...wanted to be of some help." The warrior shrugged.

"Help would be back home studying. You're not of any help yet."

"I can be of help. I hear things people don't! I...oh man..." She shrugged. Of course she could not think well enough with her stomach aching so badly..."I don't feel so good..." she was able to mutter as she wavered and landed on the ground, her dagger and belt pouches scattering on the floor.

Get your act together, you're in love with him, I'm sure of it. The young warlock thought as she wandered her way through Stormwind. She saw a familiar face in the park and caught the familiar monocle and robes immediately. How could she have forgotten? She asked for him to show to ask questions! Lili tripped a little over a raised stone. "Brother!"

Marty looked up from whatever thought was in his mind. He smiled and hugged Lili, who returned the favor. "You asked for me?"

"If it isn't too much. I want to talk. Not about anything particular, but just to talk."

"Then let's make way towards the well." Lili nodded in agreement and they made way towards a small table. For a while there was an awkward silence before Marty broke the air. "How is your training?"

"Good, I learned how to summon a steed recently; however I am still too clumsy to ride the darn thing. I still find it faster to run." Marty quietly chuckled. "But if we're brother and sister, I would like to hear more about you.” 
“That was why I asked you to come to Stomwind tonight." Lili looked to her brother. Marty looked past the form to see a small mechanical Yeti that had been trailing the younger of the two.

"You already have a kitten to take care of."

"I saw her on the streets and had to take her in, however I may find a new home soon. If I am venturing out to the front lines then it would be hard to take care of even the smallest of creatures." Marty mentioned something about kids and their toys, to which Lili only replied she never had anything until now. "Tell me about yourself brother."

"I can say I'm adopted, but either than that, you can guess."

She looked to the ground below her. "But if you're adopted, then that means...if my mentor was right that our magical ties are close by blood...” Marten only nodded to the statement.

"Starliska said the same thing." Lilianya bit her lip. "Are you okay?" His little sister only nodded silently.

It was the completely wrong time to say this, but Lili didn't care at all. Things were tense now with the news about her family. She may have just found her family, but only one was of a blood relation. Might as well tip the tide. "I really want to join you on the front lines, to help with what is going on. I cannot stay here and do nothing. All my training would be put to waste."

Marten blinked and retorted,"I am not hearing this! You're my little sister!"

"Who is not little anymore?"

"Excuse me for a moment." The elder walked up and took a quick stroll around the moonwell, supposedly to check something and calm his mind. But when he returned, Lilianya was gone. She had begun to walk off brooding herself. Upon seeing the red flowing robes of her brother, she summoned her steed - quite shakily - and was off through the canals.

When he had caught up to Lili, she was far out in Crystal Lake on a small island, casting shadowbolt after shadowbolt at the murlocs. They took the hits without knowing what was hitting them, and when too many came at her, she pulled out her sword, until then it was purely for show. Still quite upset she swung blindly at the creatures; her staff would have proven more useful. She was not using any of her fire spells, only shadow. There were quite a few on top of her when Marty came and blew every one of them out of the area with one word. Lili collapsed into a small heap upon her knees, arms scratched, shirt torn and purple tabard pulled away slightly. Her hair was in disarray and she tried to tuck it around her ears as usual, but even that proved difficult. She would heal and would regain her composure eventually. For now she forgot most of her training. "Damn murlocs."

Marty smiled at the pile of humanoid creatures. He chuckled quietly to himself, for it was the same thing he did when he found out that he was adopted. "Good stress reliever, granted, they are not that intelligent."

"Smart enough to come in packs here."

"I am sorry to break the news about that. But there was one thing I was going to tell you when I was going to come to Stormwind tomorrow. It seems random and the completely wrong time to say this, but it deals with that rogue you are seeing."

Lilianya gasped. She had known the rogue since the time she was tossed on a mission from the nobles - the most notably Lord Cleebin. It seemed he did this to gauge those coming up in their professions. The rogue had saved Lili when she was burnt out of mana and her summon was failing at protecting her. She had some feelings for him ever since. "Issildur?" Marty nodded. "What? What did you hear?"

"We were signed up for the front lines of Arathi when he was going around saying some crude things. He didn't know I was your brother at the time, but I heard him saying that he...knows you quite well."

She stood up only to cast another shadowbolt at a passing murloc. It jumped high in the air upon impact, obviously doing more damage then it was supposed to. "So you're saying he's going around trying to ruin my reputation? I wonder how badly it was ruined with him there."

"I told him that he would face my wrath if it continued, however some damage may have been done. I am not sure."

The young warlock would have to talk to him the next day, for now, she let it be. "So I see why you don't like rogues that much." Marty laughed. "There is another I seem to have my heart set for, but I am not terribly sure. I want to have another in my life, but it's proving too difficult." She laughed and pulled some fallen strands of hair back to their proper place. 
The elder nodded. "So, it seems like we are brother and sister, however..." Lilianya looked up and focused her gaze. "Have you been hearing weird things? Passing out for no reason?"

Lilianya kept her focus, "Didn't Drysdale tell you? I had gone to Southshore, but I went to the inn for food. He saw me and I tried to say something, but I passed out."

The brother yelled. "You went to Southshore?!"

"I was told to go to Dalaran."

"You were hearing voices?" Lili nodded.

"A book, the voice said that there was a book inside of Dalaran of great power."

Marty looked at his sister. So she was hearing voices too. "Blood relation. It seems like you are in this whether you like it or not." He thought, gnawing on his lip for a moment. "Because of this, your friends may turn on you. Especially that rogue, although he seems to have done so."

"My two best friends trained to become paladins, young and naive. They were recruited to Cleebin's plans and were killed. I know if I were to fight with the Lions I'd have a chance at surviving. Look at you. That Cleebin. I hate the guy for what he did. I have few friends now thanks to him. So what if what's left of them turned on me?"

"I'm afraid that Cleebin wants the same book I possess. I only know a small bit of the power it holds, and there is another half floating around. He may use you to get it, or get to me. You are in danger." Tears welled up in his eyes. "I can't let anything happen to you! It's not even safe for you to walk through Stormwind. This new information will be brought to the Council soon."

"I am a smart one, I can figure it out. And if called, I will testify." Lili rubbed her temples. Since mentioning Cleebin's name she felt dizzy.

"Lili, are you okay?"

But Lilianya didn't hear this. She looked to the ground but didn't see it. Her mind was filled with what happened at Dalaran. How Marty grabbed the book, the beast, Drysdale enveloped in a tornado to bring him to safety, the fight and eventual leaving of the place, only to see the beast still in its lair. "That monster...I...I see what...happened." It was like she was there, she felt the black pain of every hit to the group, it tore through every nerve in her body. She fell to the ground wimpering, tears streaming from her eyes. She saw Cleebin and a small breakdown of his self. He was not like the noble everyone knew, he was much like...like...she could not place it. He was searching for something. "It hurts!"

Marty collapsed to her side and placed a hand on her shoulder, only to catch the pain it caused her. He tried to calm her down. "Shh. Just let it pass. It will pass." Slowly it did, she tried to pull herself to her knees, only to fall onto her hands and back to the ground. Lili moved again to her knees, and Marty helped steady her. "Do you think you can move? We should get you to an inn." She nodded and with her brother's help, got to her feet. They slowly made it to the Goldshire inn and Marty paid for a room for his sister. He sighed, knowing it wasn't the best place to drop off anyone, but Lili was not quite in any condition to move much more, she was already hinting of passing out again. Once placed in a bed, he whispered to his sister, "I will protect you. I don't care what will happen, but you will make it through."

Lili nodded, some tears still in her eyes. "Call on me. Don't forget that I am useful even though I'm still training. I will fight beside you."

"You do have the makings of becoming great."

"Just like my brother.”
Lili was finally alone. She had gotten out of her training for the day saying she was feeling ill. Of course it was a faked illness, but she had other things on her mind. After listening to that rogue tell his story and in turn, part of hers, she had to finish the conversation. Quztip, her imp had reported that he was back in Stormwind, staying in the Guilded Rose. The little thing was quite stealthy and hopefully did his job without the contact seeing him. Lili dismissed him with the wave of the hand and Quztip disappeared into the nether, or wherever her demons were summoned from.

The Guilded Rose. She will have to get a hold of him. Maybe this time he won’t run off like a shadow. Since picking up the battlefields he always had one assassin or another on him. She smoothed out the deep purple tabard and adjusted her shirt slightly and she left the small house she had claimed for herself in the canal district. She was lucky to see the place open when the past owner – an older man with no heirs – passed away. But to the task at hand, the place still needed cleaning out from some of his old possessions, but that could be taken care of later.

It wasn't far to the particular inn that he was obviously residing in. The trade district, nothing much. Of course, it was the busiest of the inns in the entire city. Not even the bustle of warlocks and their hidden demons inside the Slaughtered Lamb didn't compare to the Rose. Lili tripped a little going over the bridge due to a loose cobblestone, but she came to her destination quickly. She walked up to the innkeep. "Could I ask for the room that a young man named Issildur is in?"

The innkeep nodded her head but quickly added, "I cannot say that he is even here."

Lilianya sighed. "I have my ways of knowing who is where at any given time. I know he is here. Tell him that Miss Iris is here to see him. You may see a different disposition." The inkeep shook her head and went off to the second floor. She returned and beckoned the young warlock to follow her.

Inside the room Issildur was having a small meal. Some of his gear was laid upon the bed, however his mask and blades stayed on him. However, the mask was pulled back for once and as he turned to greet the newcomer, he smiled kindly. Lili blushed, her cheeks darkening quickly and leaving a rosy tint to them. "Thank you for leading her here. She is about the only person I would allow to see. Do not let any others in." The innkeep nodded and walked off. "Now why should I be so honored as for your presence?"

"I heard you were here. I have my ways, so do not question them. I was hoping you could finish your story, or at least give me an answer to the question I gave you last time we talked."

"Oh, in the Dwarven District? My life is already dangerous, as you know, and one more facet to the stone won't hurt."

Lili began her story. She started about the time she was fourteen and ran to the mage district and became a warlock. When she ran into Marty first at the Lamb. Eventually it lead to the stories and her thoughts about Cleebin, in which she hushed her voice and spoke as if venom were her tongue. Her friends who died at his hand, and then she reached out and told him about her quest.

"A book? All that for a book?"

"You should know the greatest power hides within the smallest of things." She rubbed her head a little. "Marty tried to decipher what he found in his book, however...it's proving difficult."

"I know of his profession. I saw it when I fought alongside him once with Lady Shalana. If it's the language I know of, he should do it easily."

"Not necessarily true. Sometimes it's hard to translate."

Issildur simply nodded. He took another bite of food and replaced his mask. He walked over to where Lili was sitting on the couch, next to his shoulderpads and a couple of bags. Issildur looked at Lili's small dagger. It was dwarfed in comparsion to his twin blades but possessed magical power. He noticed it never tasted the sensation of flesh and blood, but helped to absorb and destroy many enemies before her. Even this sweet girl was cruel in her own way. He looked to Lili's eyes, now closed in pain. "Are you okay?"

She shook her head. How could he have not noticed that she was feeling terrible? What could he do? It had to be a poison or something. "Lili..."

"Just let it pass...this happens at the most...inopportune...mo...men..." She fell over onto the bed. A small device fell out of her bag. It seemed simple with a little white button on top of a repainted purple surface and small swirling details that flowed over the sides. Issildur didn't notice the small thing and kicked it out of the way, activating it.

Marty was walking along the trade district when he heard noises coming from his backpack. It was a muffled voice, obviously from far away. "Lilianya, wake up...wake up..." It was a male voice, that was for sure. He wondered who she could be seeing when the realization struck him. He was afraid to speak into the machine, but he had to help her somehow. He darted off towards the nearest inn, the only idea he had as to where she was.

He ran to the inkeep, slightly out of breath. "Have you run into a young woman named Lilianya?" She shook her head, obviously annoyed. "She also goes by the name of Iris."

"Yes, she went to go see someone, but I have been payed to not release any information, or to let anyone else in. Upon orders of the master of the suite."

Marty furrowed his brow. "I'm afraid that lady must be in danger. I need to get up there."

"I cannot show you the room."

"Then I'll find it myself." He handed her a sack of gold coins - more than enough to cover any expenses and override the rogue's offer. He was up the stairs before she could say anything. He heard the noise again. A man trying to wake up someone. He located the door and burst in. He did not like what he saw.

Issildur was holding Lili's head up, the latter obviously passed out. He was kneeling on the bedside where she was laying. His swords were at his side, thankfully but his face was covered by a soft leather helm. He had jumped when Marty entered the room and quickly turned around, leaving Lili lying on the bed, his hands hovering over one of his swords. "What did you do to her?" Marty's voice was grim as he readied his hand for a curse.

"She had passed out. Something is wrong with her and I don't know. She said it happened at the worst moments..." The rogue relaxed and removed his hand from his sword. The warlock followed suit. As if on cue, Lili moaned a little.

Her brother walked over and moved some of Lili's hair from her face. She had begun to mutter in her sleep about a library. "Lili, it's Marty, wake up." Lili rolled over and sighed out the name of her brother. "It's okay...just wake up." She didn't respond. Marty sighed and picked up the small form and began to walk out of the room. He fully understood what was happening to his sister, but he could not resist those tempting words. "I will watch for you rogue. Keep your guard."

A dream, it has to be a dream, Lilianya thought as she saw the carnage around her. She was as if banished by a backfired spell, unable to act but seeing all of her friends around her slain by dark monstrosities. Those from the past, the present, and some she hardly new were all running for a certain goal but all met the same fate. She could have sworn she saw a familiar demon and red robes, but shook the image away. She turned around and saw books, rows and rows of books, although one in particular seemed to draw her attention more. It seemed to radiate from the very wall, and in turn tried to draw her to it. Lilianya easily obeyed, walking across the carnage of her friends being taken down. As she tried to reach for the book, she felt a hot searing pain in her back. She was turned around just in time to see a masked figure before the poison took effect…

“Yaaaaaah!” She woke with a start, holding the bedsheets around her. Lili sat there, scared and crying then tried to regain some composure when she saw her brother. The look of the room around her gave away exactly where she was and she was grateful.

“Calm down, you wish to wake up Ironforge? It’s night you know.” Marty sat on the edge of the bed and handed a small glass of water to his sister. “That didn’t sound like you had a good ending to your dream there.”

Lili shook her head. “I don’t think it was a hint to the other book, but I thought I saw it. I’m not sure.” She spoke slowly, thinking of the words. “But if it is, I can only see my friends, slain.” The girl did not want to mention the possibility of her brother being in the race.

He knew it was off topic, but it was closely related. “Shalana found the information I was looking for. She just delivered it.”

“That’s good. You have to finish reading it I assume?”

Marty sighed. “Yes, but the way it was delivered, I’m afraid to even send you home. Shalana did not find the information, not even through her connections. It was given to her.” Lilianya looked at her brother, who only shrugged.

“But Stormwind is my home. Where can I stay?”

“Not even my home is safe. As of late Shalana said her old home in Ashenvale has not had any attacks. Her parents are more than willing-“

Lili straightened up. “I am not going there!”

“You are going to have to go.”

“Why are you acting like such a father to me?”

“Because you are about the only thing in my life I can fight for.”

The words hit her hard. She would be devastated if she lost Marty, and the same the other way back. But how else was she going to continue her work if she didn’t have her ways to get to information quickly? She looked down. “I’ll go. But if I hear any word that pertains to you or me, I will be back faster than you think.”

Lili simply walked around Ironforge. She took in the sights and some of the smells of the hot city. If she was going to leave the continent she would at least have a good walk to think things over first. Of course, Marty sleeping in his room did not help. Not long after the short-lived conversation had her brother fallen asleep and the younger slipped out unnoticed. It was kind of a trick her hers.

She thought about how she would have reacted even just a short time ago to some of the men dressed in formal armors on their matching black stallions. Gone were those days already, she had found her one love. Also, more pressing matters than her heart caused her to forget her old ways. It was then she heard a familiar voice. “Lili!”

The young warlock turned to see Issildur riding up on his dark night saber. She had known that he proved himself worthy to the night elves and had received the tiger as a gift. A gift from an old druid friend of his to be exact. “I was looking all over for you in Stormwind after last night. I still would like to hear why you did that.”

Lili frowned and tried to shush the man. “I will not speak of it out in the open.”

The rogue tilted his head and dismounted, the faithful mount following as if a small kitten. “Explain more then, we can go into that place over there. It’s empty.” She sighed and nodded, then followed him towards the house.

Once inside she found it quite cozy and about the right size for a small family. Only about half the size of Marty’s place across the way, but she liked it.” Explain why you did that. Your brother nearly took my head yesterday. If I’m supposedly in this, then I should know, correct?”

“Yes, you should.” She walked over towards the window and looked out at the pool of heated coals. “Simply put, I am cursed.” When she didn’t hear anything from the other, she continued. “I seem to be haunted by visions. Supposedly I am to find the other half of a book. A journal it seems, but it holds information that could help the current condition of the Lions. Unfortunately, they seem to cause me such pain that I pass out.” She turned to face Issildur. “Marty doesn’t even want me near you. He’s afraid of you. Being too possessive of me.”

Issildur walked up to the young warlock and removed his mask. Indeed he was quite handsome underneath that mask. No scars and blue eyes that just shone without the shade of the hood hiding them. “I’m not leaving you.”

She hugged the rogue, which threw him off as he stumbled a little, but took the embrace. He returned it – not as strong but enough to make her feel welcome. This was his chance.

He took his hands, stealthy in their own way, and removed the small curled dagger Lili now kept. The rogue leaned in and with a gentle caress of his forehead turned Lili’s face up and kissed her. It distracted her enough to finish removing the dagger. He had eyed it the previous night and saw how it never tasted flesh, until that moment.

Lili felt the hot sensation hitting her right shoulder, Her eyes widened as he twisted the dagger slightly and saw the grin on his face. “I’m sorry, but I told you already I belonged to another. She still awaits me. I just need some cash to get back home. My commissioner will be pleased that your face will still be in horror when you die.”

The pain was almost unbearable, her entire right arm was draped uselessly at her side and she found it hard to breathe. She was caught between the man and her own dagger. She coughed enough breath to cast one spell. It had sent the other in confusion a short distance away and lessened the pain, but not by much. She ran out of the house and into the main square, where she promptly stumbled into one of the passers-by. The tripped woman screamed at the collapsed figure draped in blood.

The shout awakened Marty, making him think that he was back in Dalaran. Shaking it off, he saw Lili’s bed empty and quickly summoned his felhound. He ran out the door to see his sister on the ground, her white shirt now dyed a gruesome red and a woman scrambling to move out of the way. What annoyed him more was a semi-hidden shape looming over his sister. The hound lept forward, knocking the figure into existence.

Marty’s hands began to crackle with dark energy. “I told you to say away from her, to watch your guard! You failed me and will perish by my hand!” He launched a shadowbolt at the attacker, who blocked it with one of his large swords. He vanished in a puff of smoke. Marty ran to his sister’s side, seeing her gasp for air. She was badly injured.

“I swear you spend more time on the ground than standing anymore.” He muttered before screaming for a healer, a priest or a paladin. Something…something to save his sister.

“I…I cause you…too…much trou…trouble…” She coughed between ragged breaths. “My…own foolishness…”

He tried to calm her down. “You are just a brash one, everything will be fine.”

“I will continue…to be….cursed…until we find…that book…” She looked as if her eyelids were getting too heavy to hold open. Marty saw she had been loosing too much blood. He was loosing her.

“Everything will be fine.” The words startled Marty as a dwarven paladin kneeled beside the warlock. The same young woman that he saw scrambling off – also a dwarf – stood beside him. The words were spoken in such a thick accent he almost could not decipher them. But a few moments later, Lili was breathing normally and looked much calmer. “Keep an eye on her, she’s had a rough night.” He stood to walk off. “And thank th’ lass next to me. Your friend would be dead if not for her.”

“I thank you…what can I do to repay you?” Marty said to the woman.

“Nothing. I was scared when I saw the girl run after me, but I believe I will be okay. Just look over that girl.” She bade a farewell and she too was off.

Marty turned to his sister. “I wish I was able to keep you from all of this.”

Lilianya awoke in her own bed. All she remembered was the pain in her shoulder and stumbling out of the home. She felt the sheets and the soft down pillow and knew she was safe – at least for the time being. Simply staying put, Lili wanted to forget everything that happened and return to the days she was running around the Cathedral with her best friends without a care. Now, all of those people she knew had either become Great War Heroes or have died serving some higher power. All of those who sought out the Light, unlike the path she followed, had left the world. She believed in the Light, there was no doubting it as she wished to use her own power to help her home, but she thought it ironic that the magics she wielded would be her salvation of sorts.

She must have made some noise, because a voice broke though her thoughts. “Mi’lady Lilianya?” It was spoken properly, however in a tone that made her nerves stand on end. It can’t be…She thought as she rose slightly from the pillow and turned around.

Upon seeing the person greeting her, Lili muttered quickly, “The Light must be toying with me.”

“What was that?” The voice spoke again and the male walked though the doorway and sat in one of the chairs.

“Nothing, nothing…” Of all people to be greeting her, it had to be the one paladin she felt she could never get along with. So proper, such a gentleman that it was sickening. Lili knew the type from being around the Cathedral. Paladins were essentially the warriors with class. Now, she had no reason to be against them, but the squire before her probably annoyed her the most from being assigned to do a couple missions together. The entire missions were covered with the mutterings between them of ‘witch’ and ‘silly paladin’.

“I was asked by your brother to tell you to show up downstairs soon. I believe he left a letter for you when he left.” He bowed and walked out.

“If I have to work with him again so soon after…Dear Light, shoot me now. Please, just shoot…me…now.”

She walked down the stairs to the desk that her brother commonly used. It had been cleared of most of the materials – a simple hint that he would be gone for quite some time. Upon it was a small letter, quickly penned and he did not even bother to fold and place his seal. Lili picked it up and quickly read it while Herman went to the other end of the room to sit down. She didn’t notice the look on his face.

As she read the letter, the reason that the squire was in the home became apparent. “Merciful Light…” She quickly turned and ran upstairs to her bags and pulled out a small device. Turning it on, she hardly waited for the pinging sound before she began to speak. “Marty, what is this? Why did you do this to me?”

Her brother nodded. “That you two are to venture out towards Ashenvale to let your wounds heal? Or to find the other half of that journal?”

“Both. The fact I’m going to be stuck with the one person I can’t possibly get along with!” Lili cringed. She regretted going out and felt sick at even showing her feelings to the rogue. “All I can say is that I learned my lesson…”

“But because of that you nearly got yourself killed! You are not even safe in my own home!” She knew that it was hurting him to even speak to her and because of it she wanted to do something, even if she had to be shunned from her own brother. “The Priestess Shalana told me about what she had been overhearing. She has ears – and I do not mean those of an elf.” The latter must have been quickly added as he thought of her. “Because of what happened, you need time to heal now. Shalana said that her father was more than willing to help after contacting him…”

Lili knew what it meant. “I can still fight. I just need to figure out what…”

“You can do it while that back of yours heals. After that we are going together to finish what has been started." She heard noises as he had stood and among them was the annoying sound of a tram. They easily drowned out the sounds of his annoyance and pain. “Herman has his orders, and you have yours. You move out as soon as you pack and head to Ashenvale. There is a map within Herman’s packet.”

The warlock turned to the door where Herman stood. He only silently nodded, obviously not liking the fact that he had to be paired with the ‘witch’. She turned off the device and slowly stood. Her bags were still quite packed, however some of her gear was still left out. She reached for her dagger that was bedside, her own blood still quite fresh on the blade. Not caring for what was happening, she stuck it in her sheath grabbed her blanket from the bed and packed it. She tried to pick up her bag, however even the strain on her opposite shoulder proved too much. The bag was light, however she could not even carry it.

Herman walked up and picked up the bag. “I assume you’re ready milady?” Even if he was quite upset with what was going on, he kept his visage. Lili nodded and walked out of the house, careful to lock the door once Herman picked up his own equipment.

Lili quickly summoned her felsteed, a quiet yet very valuable companion and rode off towards the gryphon master, her guard quickly in tow.
Ashenvale. The thought of going to such a far-off place was absurd. Of course it would only take a few days by boat and another few hours by gryphon to get to the small town there. And after that Shalana’s father should be waiting the two after gaining some basic supplies he could not find himself.
Upon landing Lili summoned her steed again and mounted, having Herman lift the two bags to the back part of the saddle. The pair had not spoken much over the past couple of days outside of one or two sentences here and there. The warlock highly regretted being so hushed and she admitted that the absence of their usual “paladin-warlock” bickering was misery, but it was livable. 
Herman tried to take the reigns of the felsteed, however it shied away at the presence of the paladin’s gauntleted hands, nearly knocking Lili and the bags off of its back. Lili calmed down the horse. “Just stand by. I don’t think a demon wants a touch of a paladin.”

“Afraid I’ll destroy it I assume?” the other scoffed at the horse – although more aimed towards the warlock. He settled in front of the horse and began to walk towards the largest building of Astranaar, while the other two followed. Lili sensed a presence around her and looked, however she did not see anything. Everything seemed fine until something shadowy pounced on Herman, knocking him to the ground on his stomach.

Lili was already casting a spell when she heard laughter. A deep rumbling laughter not unlike many older night elf males. A cat had appeared, one large paw on the paladin’s back. Quickly the paw was removed and the cat changed into a night elf male with white hair and dark skin. Two braids adorned each side of his head as well as a topknot. He was not exactly handsome by Lili’s standards however for his age sported a good appearance.

“I’m terribly sorry, I just had to have my fun. I never get to test out my skills on anything unsuspecting anymore.” The elf laughed again. “My daughter told me you two would be coming. I am Sharaen Whitestar, the father of Shalana.”

“A pleasure to meet you, Sharaen.” Lilianya politely stated, smiling more towards the paladin than anything else. She could have sword she heard Herman mutter ‘witch’ as he stood and dusted off his breastplate. “Are you prepared to take us out?”

“I am. If you could follow me we will head out immediately. I have a feeling we should move.” He turned his head into the wind, obviously sensing something that the other two weren’t.

“Next time warn me if you do that kind sir.” Herman finally spoke and bowed towards the druid, a tad late but it was still considered a greeting. Sharaen started off a brisk pace, Herman and Lili quickly following suit. It was not far out of the town that a few faint calls of the sentinels hit their ears.

“Astranaar is under attack!” and “Sentinels, help me!”

Sharaen slowed his pace down and chuckled. “Knew it. We got out in time.”

Herman took a pause to catch his breath. “How did you know that?”

The druid stopped and allowed the paladin to rest. “Two reasons. One is that I could smell that orc miles away. The second was that it is a constant battleground. This is the area that Shalana grew up in, torn by constant attacks.” He walked over to Lilianya, who was still on her mount and as quiet as ever and touched the horse on its muzzle. “A strange horse you have there. Unnerving to me, but he’s calm.”

“He knows his place well and acts like another of its kin. The only difference is the feelings you get around him and the flames. Otherwise he’s as calm as a trained horse of the guard.”

“You know your profession well it seems…” The druid nodded, already figuring out her chosen path and accepted it. “Well, not much father along the road and we’ll be heading off. My home is not far from that upcoming fork.” He pointed at an oncoming split in the road.

It was not long before the group got to Sharaen’s place. Like many druids, the house was simple and nature-based. Carefully constructed walls of wood and moss as well as a thatched roof that had gained moss itself.  There was a small gazebo off to the side made of similar materials and a well was not far from there. “There are also some ruins not far from here that nature has claimed back after an attack long ago.” Sharaen mentioned. “The beauty around here is astounding. It never takes long for the land to heal.”
A few days later both humans became accustomed to sleeping on the soft ground, although both rested on blankets not far from each other. Sharaen on the other hand never seemed to sleep and Lilianya frequently found him in the form of a cat. She found it quite amusing to talk to the druid and scratch his ears. As he spoke the druid purred with his words of the place around the home and about Shalana’s past. He was quite fond of his daughter, although he held his grudges for taking up the priesthood, but he understood her choice. Both Lili and Herman seemed to grow comfortable around the simple home and found it difficult to even feel angry. The land seemed to even draw that away. Even Lili’s wound seemed to heal at an accelerated pace, much like the land nearby.

One morning, when Sharaen had run off in search of food before dawn, Herman awoke to Lili’s absence. He called her name and when she didn’t respond, donned his plate armor and ran out of the home. Running around the land he continued to call her name and remembered how she said she was interested in the history of the land. So he ran off towards the ruins.
He found her not far away, perched on a fallen tree that overlooked the ruins. She seemed in a daze but talking to something. As he approached the tree, he called out her name again. “Lady Lilianya?” She jumped and grabbed onto a small branch.

“Herman? What are you doing out this early?” It was the first time she didn’t reprimand him for being formal, which startled the paladin.

“Looking for you. I should be asking where you are. There are rogues about I’m sure.” He walked over to the lower half of the tree and began to climb, but quickly slipped off due to the wet moss. “How did you get up there?”

She laughed. “I am not the one wearing plate armor.” She slid down carefully, cautious about her shoulder. A shady figure followed her although with less caution.

“What in the name of the Light is that?” Herman’s hand was pointed towards the shady figure next to Lili.

“Quztip, my imp. Even you should know more about my profession than others. I was talking to him about my dream last night.” Herman offered his hand for the last few feet of descent, which the warlock gladly took.

The imp interrupted whatever Herman was going to say. “It was not a dream Lili! That was a vision! There is a large difference.” He continued on muttering about how incompetent of an owner he had, to which Lili only made him snap out of existence on the plane most people knew. She smiled.

“He’s worth his weight in copper, that nasty little guy. If only he would bathe more.”

Herman fell in place behind Lili when she started walking towards the ruins. “What were you two talking about? A vision?” 

The warlock paused to look at engraved runes on a fallen podium. “A recurring dream I’ve had. Not pleasant but I finally gave in and asked for help to decipher it. Unfortunately Quztip only provided some information before he got angry at my questions. That demon has the least amount of patience known to man – or demon.” Herman nodded, wanting her to go on. “A large library that looks like Stormwinds, but it’s very dirty from misuse, as if no one was around or they didn’t care anymore. Inside is very cold and cobwebs are everywhere. Everyone inside seemed so pale, like all their blood was washed out of their veins.” She didn’t dare mention her comrades, because instead of a familiar red robe she saw a plated man in the latest reenactment. She began to walk towards the druid’s home.
“Undead. Only two major libraries that large exist that have been overtaken by the scourge.” The paladin rested his chin on his hand. “Stratholme has since fallen completely and the books are mostly burned, however Scholomance…oh dear Light…”

“What is it?”

“Don’t tell me we’re going to Scholomance.”

“If that’s where my mission takes us, then yes.”

“Oh merciful Light…”

“I can relieve you of your duties if you wish.” She only continued to walk towards where they were staying.

“No! I can’t have that on my record; however we should ask for more help if we’re going.”

“If we know where it is, then we should head out. There isn’t any time for reinforcements. I can call and see if they meet up with us, however everyone else has their own task to do in the guild. And spies are around that will probably catch any bit of information going around. Unless…” Lilianya grinned. “I can call upon my brother to see, but I highly doubt we will have any help.”
“How comforting to hear. Two warlocks.”

“Oh shush. Your liege trusts Marten, and I trust your abilities. Just give us a break with your bias.” Herman blushed at the statement.

“I still think we should wait for reinforcements. I don’t want a dead person on my record.”

“Forget your record! We’re heading out tonight. It isn’t safe for us to even sit in one spot for long and we do need this book. The safety of the guild relies on us being successful. And we shall be successful.”

“Whatever you wish mi’lady. We head out tonight.”
They thanked Sharaen for his hospitality and were off the next morning before dawn. Sharaen lead the group back to Astranaar where they were able to buy flights back to the nearest port. Soon they were off back to the familiar land of Menethil Harbor and from there they were able to rent a horse for Herman and were off to the nearest stronghold to Scholomance that the dwarves knew of – Aerie Peak. The Wildhammers would take care of the two until they were ready to slip into the unknown. A few days of swift riding brought them to the stronghold and they took only one night to rest as Herman’s request. Lilianya had never seemed to be so energized in her life. Even her old clumsiness seemed to disappear, as if an alternate, more capable self had arisen. A leader seemed to show through.
The next morning Herman awoke to Lilianya not resting in the next room over. He saw her in a large common room not far from the room they had stayed in. Her bag lay nearby and matching gear lay strewn across the floor. The paladin saw that her dagger was set aside and she was polishing a new sword with oil. “Mi’lady, did you sleep at all last night?”
Lili jumped at the words. She was used to the couple weeks of being called a lady, but still spat the usual words “Call me Lili, please.” She continued to polish the sword with a piece of mageweave similar to her black robes she wore.
“Have you been down here all night preparing?” He knelt down next to Lili and inspected the dagger. Spots of rust seemed to take the handle of the blade. “You should be taking better care of your weapons. Rust does not look good on a dagger, even if it is of magical origins.”

“It is not rust. That was the dagger that was used to stab me. That is my own blood. The sword came with the name of an old warlock I knew in Stormwind. Apparently he heard of my recent injury and wished to help.”
“How did he know that you’re here?”

“Warlocks know. Trust me, I don’t understand myself quite yet.” She sheathed her sword and set it aside. Reaching for a small black and purple pouch she dumped the contents onto another sheet of mageweave cloth. Herman stared as she counted the sharp crystals and placed them back into her bag. Noticing his expression, the warlock explained the bag. “It is a soul pouch. Those shards are the souls of my enemies. Mostly beasts that tried to kill me, however a couple are of human origin. Although they are not innocent people.”

Herman sighed. “I know what warlocks do. I’m surprised you keep so many.”

“I hardly use them.” She picked out one and grimaced as it cut her finger and began to cast a spell. The shard transformed into a brilliant purple sphere with a silver wolf around the stone and a chain so it could be worn. She sucked her finger for a moment and shifted towards the paladin. “I want you to have this. I am sure you will understand how to use it when the time comes. Hopefully it will never come.”
“Um, thank you?” He didn’t quite understand why she said those words, however took the gift and placed it around his neck. In fact, he didn’t quite understand what the stone was. Lili stood, apparently to move around a little bit, but stumbled towards a nearby table and took a chair. “You didn’t sleep at all; you should rest before we move out. You could get hurt.”

Lili muttered something but shook her head. She sat still in her chair, staring blankly at the table. Herman stood and placed a hand on her shoulder, however she whimpered at the touch. “I…I’m sorry…I’ll be fine.”
“You’re tired.” He moved to grab her gear, but she stopped him when she stood and walked over to her bag and packed it as if nothing had happened.

“No, I’m just a little weak from these visions. They have haunted me for too long, especially in my sleep.”

“You just had another, didn’t you?” Lili nodded and placed her bag on her good shoulder and carried her sword in her other hand. “Can you tell me?”

“It is not necessary for the mission. Let me change and we shall be off. I’ve hired a dwarven rogue to unlock the main door to get in, but from there on out we’re alone. He will not want to wait much longer.”

“I shall don my armor then, mi’lady.” He followed her to their rooms and met up with the rogue in silence.
It was not long before the rogue found himself waiting for the pair to catch up with him. The trio mounted on their horses and were off, the dwarf leading. It was not long before the lake was visible and the edges of Scholomance were also within eyesight. “You know, of all things people forget that I unlock doors too. Although this is the first time an odd couple such as the two of you have asked for such an odd job.”

Herman blushed at the statement. Thankfully for him Lilianya was ahead and did not see the gesture. It was Lili who spoke up. “There are going to be odd jobs no matter your profession.”

“If I may be so bold lady, why are the two of you going to Scholomance? Do you know what lies inside?”

Lili’s tone was still firm yet there was a hint of how tired she was hidden just below. “Again, there are going to be odd jobs no matter the profession. It is advised you just open the door and run off like your mission entails.” Her shoulders and head dropped and she looked down for a second as she saw the cliffs around her. 

“Aye, lady. That I shall do if such a lovely woman says so.” They had reached the edge of the town not much later. The trio dismounted and Herman tied his horse to a nearby pole. He sensed the presence of undead nearby, however his neither horse nor Lili could. It was just enough to keep him on edge.

He followed the warlock silently until the rogue opened the door and Lili tipped the dwarf. His little beady eyes widened as the packet was placed in his hands and quickly ran off. “Once inside we need to go to the library. From what that rogue told me it is not far inside.” She began to cast a spell, however it seemed to take all her concentration.
A dark blue mass appeared and caught Lili as she stumbled. The mass spoke, “What is your calling master?”

“Protect myself and the paladin Herman Moore at all costs.” She stood up and placed a hand near where the creature’s heart should be. Her eyes glazed over and soon she looked a little stronger. “Belnos, will you do what I say?”

The creature rumbled and raised his hands over his head. “I shall.”

“What is that thing?” Herman could not help but ask.

“A voidwalker. Enough talk for now, we need to get this done. Now that we are inside, it won’t take long before the undead sense the presence of the living – and especially with a demon it will take only half the time.” Herman nodded and let Lili lead into the first room.

It was clear. Perfectly clear, not even a ghost in the vicinity. The lack of enemies scared the paladin, as it was clear the marks on the floor were from a holy cleansing of the area. Lili only kept leading on. It was in the second room – where the rogue said the book would be – when the reason for the clear room became apparent.
There were two paladins. One with flaming hair, about average height height and young, brash looking. The second a dwarf with black hair. Both clad in their golden armor and the human seemed to have leathers covering half of his armor, bits and pieces strewn on the ground. The dwarf simply lay on his back, eyes open wide in horror. Belnos ran and scanned the area, but it had been cleaned like the previous room.
Herman ran to the human’s side and began a mourning ritual, but Lili interrupted. “Whatever killed them is still here. Save the ritual for when we find this enemy. Belnos, on your guard.”

“As I always am, master.”

Herman stood and looked at Lili, who seemed to be drawn towards a certain bookshelf. “But it is my training.” He ran to her side when she didn’t answer. He placed a hand on her shoulder and looked at her eyes. They were completely glazed over and apparently she was not looking at all at any of the books. The young paladin turned to Belnos, who seemed to be still aware, however in the same trance as Lili. 
“Yes father, I found your journal…”

Finally the voidwalker spoke. “Be on your guard paladin. Something near from the nether-” And his body completely shattered. A shield formed around Lili as she pulled one book from the shelf. Immediately the golden light was blown from around her as a wind blew around the pair. Herman could have sworn she heard her scream out some unknown name and something in demonic – a curse apparently.
She bumped into the paladin, eyes wide but she was fully awake. “Think I found what killed those two!” Again she turned to the monster, a black mass that seemed to form itself into a four-legged beast with a crude head, and began to mutter words. Its movement seemed to slow down. “Run back…we’re getting out of here.”
It didn’t take long for Herman to process the order. Lili turned and began to bolt out of the room, the paladin following suit to protect the warlock. Lili repeated the same words to slow the creature’s movement once they hit the first room, but she was too slow.

It caught up with Herman and the paladin was barely able to protect himself. The warlock heard the sound of his spell being cast and quickly turned around and cast her curses in quick succession. 

“Get out of here! My mission is to protect you!”

“And I would feel that the world would end if the visions that haunted me came true!” A dark shadow fell upon the warlock and she formed it into a dark bolt of energy. Her aim was true as it hit directly where the creatures eyes would be. She began to cast the same shadowbolts as they came up, however soon she ran out of mana and the creature finally noticed what was really hitting it and moved to the warlock.
Lili felt dizzy, much like the time she was in Southshore. She had the book and Herman could deliver it…she wanted sleep…yes, that was what she wanted…the young warlock looked at the creature and grinned when she saw the face of an older man calling her name. “I will get you someday…” She muttered before passing out.

She awoke and felt fully rested. Nothing was hurting her, save her shoulder. Apparently all the movement had opened the wound again. She sat up quietly, holding her head as she still felt a little dizzy from passing out. The book lay right beside her, the dark red cover and golden embroidery calling to her. She snapped up the reward and placed it in her bag as she stood to survey the damage. It was then she noticed what happened to her guard.

“Oh Merciful Light!” She stumbled to the paladin who lay not far from her in a bloody heap. “Herman!” She knew about the paladin’s ultimate sacrifice. By sacrificing themselves they could save someone from all harm for a short period of time. Apparently Herman was able to save Lili, but at the cost of his own life. She simply sat near the body and caressed his hair - his helmet was across the room, shattered. If she didn’t knew what happened, she would swear he was sleeping peacefully. It was then she saw the small stone around his neck.

It was so purple that she knew only demonic magic could create a stone like that. It was a perfect sphere, probably her best work ever. Lili didn’t remember giving it to the paladin, but she knew exactly what it was. However, the warlock knew that Herman most likely didn’t know how to use it. “I hope that the stone was able to spare some of his soul before he killed himself. There’s only one way to find out…”

The warlock unsheathed her sword and using the hilt, shattered the stone from its setting. The paladin still lay still. “Merciful Light, why must this be true? You warned me yet I could not prevent…” Herman stirred. Lili breathed in relief…subconsciously she was happy that her guard was able to make it. However he stayed very still, barely breathing. It was just enough to keep him alive.

“Lili, are you okay?” The young warlock jumped at the noise. She turned to see her brother and a fellow paladin from the Lions.

“I…I’m shaken…but I’m okay.” She stood carefully and hugged her brother.

“You look like you’ve been crying.” Marty returned the hug and held onto his sister, who was shaking. Apparently she was still shocked from the event.

“I thought Herman died to save me.”

The paladin was already near Herman and began healing him. “He’ll be okay. I know this one from training. He’s a true fighter.”

Lili turned to her brother. “There are two more paladins in the other room – dead….but how did you know that we were here?”

Marty chuckled, a noise she never heard before. “For the mission I had Grubber make another one of the Adjacent Speak machines. I told Herman that if he needed help, to use it. When you stayed at the Wildhammer Keep, he contacted me. I got a small group together to meet up, but apparently you were a little brash.”

“I didn’t know…” She stayed near Marty, leaning on him.

“Go outside and rest for a while, we’ll clean this up. The other Lions will take you home.” He turned to lead his sister out. “I’m still proud of you, even if you acted too early. However now we have a chance.”

Lili pulled the book out of her pouch and handed it to Marty. “Keep this for me. I do not want to deal with anything else for a while.” Marty eyed the book, wondering about something, however he too placed it in his bag and made sure Lili was properly mounted and had two guards before seeing her off.
“I’m proud of you sister.”
As soon as her gryphon landed inside of Stormwind, there were a few paladins of the Silver Lions ready to escort her to the Cathedral of Light. It seemed like an odd task to escort such a shadow magic-wielding person to a place full of the Light, but there wasn’t a safer place inside of the city outside of possibly the king’s own bedchamber. Lilianya was given a room far inside the cathedral and Herman was taken to his own quarters. The squire did not like the idea of separating the two apart, but there was apparently nothing he could say. Even the priestess Shalana did not like the idea, however through persuasion was able to take over the care of the warlock and permit Herman to see her while she rested.

And rest she did. A few days she relaxed and slept while food was brought to her, and Shalana would come and go to check up on her in her own quiet way. A few days of rest was all the warlock needed, and she asked to be released back to the Lion’s own guildhall. She returned to see her brother and the older Lions preparing for a mission.

As she approached Marty, Lili caught something in his bag that told her everything. The two books that they had found were inside the pack, along with a few spare reagents and various things she did not know about. “You’re going to open the portal.”

It was Tal-jene who answered her question. “That was the whole reason behind finding the books. Apparently we can learn more from traversing Outland than staying here.” As much as she wanted to understand and believe it, Lilianya could not take the words.

“What if the portal closes again like it did? You’ll be stranded out there!”

“I admit it’s a risk I’m willing to take.” Her brother simply stated. “I hear that father is out there, and from what I’ve been able to translate from the book I found, he poses a threat not only to us, but to both worlds.”

Lilianya seemed to be stunned. “When are you leaving?”

Again, Tal-jene spoke. “We’re riding to the portal tonight. If everything goes well, more armies from Azeroth will follow us out.”

“I wish you luck out there, and maybe some day I can rejoin you in our search.” She walked up and hugged her brother, and with that, Lilianya turned and walked out of the building. The last sound she heard of her brother was his quiet sigh.

It had been a few months and luckily, the portal that was opened to the newly dubbed “Outland” stayed open without any help from other magisters or magical forces. Lili had been trying to contact her brother as soon as she landed in the red-sky land known as Hellfire, and continued as her missions forced her and a small band towards the marshlands. Because of her status in the Alliance Army, she led a small team. Her clothes changed with the land, her only signifying feature of her status within the team outside of everyone looking to her was her coronet slipping through her hair.
It was in Shattrath City after she told her teammates they could run off for a night of rest when she ran into him. She was sitting in the main Terrace looking at A’dal when she saw a familiar walk catch her eye. The monocle gone, red robes replaced by elaborate deep purple and silver ones and a black gryphon in tow.

She walked up to him. “Well, you look well off, don’t you?” Her brother paused, hearing the familiar sarcastic tone. Indeed, his robes looked torn and his gryphon’s feathers quite ruffled. “I see you picked up new things on the way.”

He relaxed as she stood and walked over, pulling her black horse behind her. She had simple robes on, since it was a day to relax, her coronet was in her bag on her horse. If her brother had found out about her rank in the army, who knew what would happen. “Lili, why are you in here?”
“I came through the portal. Remember I said that I was going to follow you?”

Marty stood as if trying to remember. He shook his head.

Lili sighed. “I can see that I am getting stronger. My spells work quicker and I can cast them out in greater numbers. Soon I can join you.”

Again he sighed. “You are getting stronger. That I can tell.” Lili waited for something else. “But I still can’t let you go.” 
“What do you mean? I’m nearly equal with you now.”

“I just cannot let you go. Not yet. I’m still finding his location.” Marty walked towards her dreadsteed and rested a hand on the muzzle of the demon. “Soon you won’t even need this summon anymore. You will have a gryphon like me. You will become stronger after you figure out that you will be able to fly to places and train more.” The horse became startled at the apparent controlled release of energy and reared, knocking some of Lili’s things from the saddlebag. One of them being her coronet. Her brother walked over and picked up the thick piece and studied it. “What’s this? Don’t tell me you ‘became stronger’ by fighting on the front lines against the horde.”

She spoke in a steady tone, indicative of her previous battles. “It’s a Field Marshal’s Coronet. If you do not like it, then do not deal with it. It was the best way to train after you left.”

“You may be able to fight many weak-willed trolls and orcs but against a single warlock you cannot do anything for yourself.”

“I have run into other stronger casters.”

“Father is different. I forbid you from joining the military and yet you did. I cannot trust you. Therefore you have to stay in Shattrath or stay with that ragtag team of warriors and rogues.”

“I will fight beside you eventually. Leaving me behind is admitting that you want to die.”

Marty yelled in frustration, startling even the vindicators nearby standing guard. “I am not hearing this!”

“Well, you are.” Lilianya mounted her fiery warhorse and was off before he could reply. 

Secondary fight on the Aldor Terrace.
Lilianya had finally given up. She finally was able to craft a set of Shadoweave robes – the very same ones her brother wore and yet he would not let her help him. She understood that if he would go alone, he would find a place to lie next to Sharlexi outside of Stormwind. The thought of her murder and use of the corpse to convince another priest of the Silver Lions to attempt to open the portal herself made her shudder. Whoever was behind it was quick and wanted that portal to be open sooner.
However, the silence of her father bothered her more. Something was able to keep him entertained enough to not bother either of the siblings. Lili stood from the terrace overlooking Shattrath at Nagrand. She let forth a sharp whistle and a pitch-black gryphon armored with similar colored plates flew from above and squawked a happy greeting. Apparently he had fed on something and it was good. “Take me towards, somewhere. Maybe Ecodome Midrealm to the team. I just need to think.” She brushed her hands against his head before mounting and closing her eyes and letting the massive beast take her into flight. It was relaxing to feel the strength of her gryphon. He would take her quickly towards the dome called Midrealm in Netherstorm, where her small band of soldiers would be waiting for their next orders. She knew her gryphon was smart.
The only way I can take care of father is to spy on him somehow. But how can I do that? She continued to let her mind wander, and after a while it took her back to Herman, who she had not seen since she went through the portal. The same thing her brother did to her. If I go in myself I will learn about the Council, but through father actually controlling me. I know it.
She heard the gryphon squawk again, more of a warning. She unconsciously pulled her body close to his and held onto the reigns with more strength. As soon as he had took her into the sky, the journey was over. He was well bred and his feathers showed – according to the Wildhammer Dwarves – was a sign of destiny. Her second in command, a middle aged man armed with a claymore and dented but well polished gear met her. “Commander, something wrong?”
She shook her head. “Nothing Garren. My mind has been wandering lately.” She took her coronet from one of her packs and put it on, following through by taking the belt pouch and placing it across her chest of herbs and vials for potions and placing her large bag on her back. “Help me get this armor off of him. We have some time and he should be free for a while.” Garren followed suit by removing the gryphon’s armor, nearly getting bowled over by the beast’s happiness. After seeing him fly off, Lilianya followed her comrade into the small building filled with ethereal. 
After a short meeting the team went back to their tents to relax for one last day before being deployed into the Tempest Keep, the wing dealing with a problematic blood elf named Pathaleon the Calculator. He was behind a few of the problems plaguing the Cenarion Expedition and had to be dealt with one way or another. It was while she was eating dinner when she overheard a conversation between two of the ethereal traders.

“I don’t understand why that deal fell through. That would have been a lot of profit if I could have sold those bolts of cloth.”

“Soulcloth goes well and he could have made it, but the death of a leader is enough to throw off the sale. He could have gone for the position and need the money to prove his worth, or could have gone into hiding.”

“Hiding seems more like it. The Shadow Council seems odd in their ways.”

“Wait until after the new moon. They’ll initiate a new leader soon, the next new moon over that orc city, even if it be the previous head’s child.”

Father? Dead? She thought quickly. But no, she suddenly remembered it was not her father who was the leader, but a blood elf at the time. Lilianya decided to speak up to the two. “Could you tell me more about the previous leader? I could pay you if you know, of course.”
The second spoke up. “I knew of him. He did many gem trades with me. Also had an apparent appetite for blood thistle. He also spoke highly of his daughter, even though she never took to the warlock arts, he was still proud of her ability to wield fire.”
“You know her name?”

“Lianoria I believe her name is. She resides inside Silvermoon City.”

“And the next new moon in Azeroth over Orgrimmar?”

“Three nights from now if I believe.”

As quickly as it was said, she dropped a coinpurse well loaded into his hand and dashed off to Garren. The last thing she heard from the ethereal was how strange humans were and how valuable information could be.

“Garren! Garren, wake up!” The warrior woke up and poked a head through his tent, a soft squawk coming from a gryphon behind the tent. He nodded his head sleepily. “I need to talk to you.”
“If it’s about that boy again, not this late. Tactical matters, yes.” He popped his head back into the tent, waving a hand for her to follow him.
Inside the tent, both sat down and once Garren looked awake enough, she started to speak. “I know I have other matter that everyone has been well able to take care of lately, especially in my absence, however, I’m starting to think that I am not a capable leader anymore.”

“When you are here you do a great job Commander.”

“A cheap compliment. But I cannot allow it. I have been gone too much lately. And I learned something that will have to be taken care of quickly. I am going to head towards Azeroth again, and I wish for you to take full command of this team.”

He found himself suddenly awake. “What?”

“I want you to take command of the team. You have done well and the order will go through quickly.”

“But I-”

“You did well while I have been gone. You can do it. You are more battle seasoned and I am still young. I’m barely into my second decade. You are in the middle of your fourth. Thirty-five is a good age to lead, not twenty-one.” He looked amazed. “I will send the order in the morning. But for now, good luck. I need to get this done soon. I leave you with the charge of telling the team.” She stood and began to walk out of the tent, again letting a sharp whistle for her mount. Leading him to where she was staying, she tore down her tent, repacked her bags and put her gryphon’s armor back on before flying off towards the Dark Portal. It was time for her to return to Azeroth.
She knew about the Shadow Council’s dress, and any initiate would wear simple robes of black with silver embroidery. As their rank would increase, their outfit would become more elaborate. They would have to wear their clothing to the meeting or face other dire consequences. At least this Lianoria would be easy to spot, if she could get into the city.
Lilianya quickly crafted a black cloak to fit over her current dress, considering it was a deep enough color to work. She ruined her old cloak in the process; however it would help conceal her identity enough. As a human, anyone dealing with the horde – especially the Shadow Council – would pay closer attention to her. A human’s place was not with orcs. She only prayed it would be enough.

Walking towards Silvermoon with her summoned dreadsteed, she noticed a smaller elf hanging around a few of her kin, four of them dressed in heavy plate armor and the other in red robes and a mask. The first was dressed in black and silver robes and looked very worried. This had to be Lianoria. She waited for her to walk away from the group, but it never happened. Eventually, her and one of the plated ones walked away and sat in the grass. A small pang of a memory went through her right shoulder, thinking about how she thought she had found someone but it only was acting. The scar of that would live forever.
After a while she saw a heavily armored man walk towards the two – his armor a deep hue of the forest and quite menacing, a large cat following behind. She heard a word from the other girl – plated in black and red, “Fuu…” apparently a name or something to call him back, for he turned his back on the direction he was going. If she was going to do anything, it had to be then.

Lilianya stepped forward, hoping she remembered enough demonic to have a proper conversation with an initiate. As a requirement, any new member would have to learn the language that everyone could talk in. She cleared her throat outside of earshot and spoke up once she got near. “Initiate Lianoria, I presume?” The words were rough on her throat. The man near Lianoria stood and placed himself between the two, the beast master turning and holding a hand near the cat, apparently ready to send the creature after her at a moment’s notice. The third, the girl in plate, simply stood as if knowing what would happen or was already prepared to fight but did not show anything. The forth man in plate and the other woman stood near each other, mostly worrying for themselves.

Lianoria nodded and spoke in the same harsh language. “It is me. Is it that time already?”

“Yes. If you could start the portal if you may. We shall be off.” Lianoria talked to the one near her and he calmed, but kept a wary eye on Lilianya. “I am truly sorry.” She knew he was a Blood Knight, as was the other woman. They could not come along as bodyguards as they would be slain upon entrance. “If you could please gather any guards able to show and continue on.”
The elf simply looked at the beast master. “Fuudaman is a free mercenary. He shall follow me through.” She casted a portal to Orgrimmar and allowed Lilianya to step through first before herself and the mercenary. Liliaya only hoped that her lack of summoning power was not visible enough. All she had to do was speak a few words and then run off.

Once through the portal, her black cloak and elaborate purple robes proved enough to fool many of the guards around her. As a human, but a member of the Shadow Council, she was able to walk freely around Orgrimmar during the new moon. She saw a few other humans and a couple gnomes walk around, all towards the same direction. “One last word Lianoria before we go off?” The elf nodded. “Meet me outside of Orgrimmar after the meeting. I wish to talk to you after.” Again, she nodded and began to walk off, looking at Lilianya before finally stepping away. The human would have to find safe haven before she saw her father and recognized her in any way.
