Author's Notes: Hello people! I know I should be finishing the stories I have, but I love this one! There is a lot to be explained here so don't go away! This is like a combination of several things: Diablo, Lirael, and Sabriel, to name a few. It doesn't really matter if you haven't played Diablo because it's not that hard to understand and I'll be here to answer any questions, and also I might post a character profile type thing. And I do believe a lot of this might be in the dictionary so don't forget to highlight and press 'D' if you don't get something. 

     Another thing, I'm posting riddles at the end of each chapter of this fic... til I run out, at least -_-; Go ahead and tell me if you think you know the answer, and I might just put your name up for everyone to see. Anyway, sorry to bore you.

     Disclaimer: I do not own Diablo! I also do not own Garth Nix or his books (I want to though... the books, I mean! ~sweatdrop~). I own almost nothing in this story, including half the names... but some are mine! I'm not totally useless! Anyway, if I took something (like a name) of yours (I forget where I got half the names I have) that you would rather not have me use, tell me, or I'll keep using it. Once again, sorry to bore you, on to the fic! (Don't sue me!)

*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*

“Is each of us a creature free, 

Or trapped at birth by destiny?” 

~Ticktock, by Dean Koontz (The Book of Counted Sorrows)
Long Road's End

Prologue: The Dead Swamp

"Andariel, you dork." 

"Shut up, Arcada." 

"Be smarter than the bandolier, Andy." 

"Do I have to use Dyrim on you??" 

"I'm not dead, it won't work on me." 

"Don't worry, I can fix that." Andariel drew a sword from the sheath on her waist. The sword glinted in the moonlight as she held it ready in front of her. "Are you ready to shut up?" Arcada eyed the charter marks on the blade and said nothing. "Good. Let's go." Andariel replaced her sword. She bent down and picked up a holder with seven different sized bells in it that had fallen from her hands when she had drawn her sword. She tried a while and finally buckled it across her chest. 

"Finally," Arcada sighed. 

"Hey, it's rusty." 

"So oil it." 

"I have, it needs more." 

"So get more." 

"Leave me alone," Andariel complained and started walking. Arcada silently followed. 

"Why do you guys train at night?" Arcada yawned. "It's almost midnight for goodness sakes." 

"Because you're naturally more afraid at night, and more aware, if you're not a sleepy head like someone I know..." She stared at him. 

"Who...?" He looked around. "Hey! I guess you're right though." He admitted. 

"And because you've got more cover, The Dead come out then, and it's more fun. Keeps your senses sharp, too. Helps you not to be paranoid no matter what." Andariel rolled her eyes at Arcada, who was chasing a moth. Andariel turned into the kitchen of her huge house and her mother stopped her cleaning. 

"Sweetheart," Andariel hugged her. "Does your father have you training again tonight?" She sighed. 

"I'll be home around two thirty. Get some sleep, Mom." 

"You'd think it would be enough that you read that book, it gave you nightmares for weeks." She tsked. Andariel walked out of the house with Arcada following. He shoved the moth in her face. 

"Ugh, I don't want it." She waved it away and started walking. 

"You're mean." Arcada pouted. 

"I'm only mean to the person I'm mean to." She stuck out her tongue. 

"...Says the person who has no friends 'cause she's mean." 

"Hey, Arzael is my friend, isn't she?" 

"That's what you think." 

"Why do you torment me?" 

"Because you're an Abhorsen." 

"In training," She reminded. "Good," Andariel stopped. Arcada ran in to her. "We're here... the Dead Swamp."

*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*

Well? What do you think? Please tell me! Oh, here's the riddle! 

          *~* I am a father's child, a mother's child, but no one's son, who am I? *~* 

‘I’m only mean to the person I’m mean to’ is Static Wolf’s. Oh yeah and ‘that book’ Andariel’s mom talked about is The Book of the Dead. From the books, you know. Okay, so, review! C'mon... press the button... that's it- there you go! Good boy/girl!

