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A moonlit night. A darkened forest path. A solitary warrior, face hidden by the hood of his gray cloak. A classic setup, he thought sourly. 

The man sneezed violently, throwing his hood back. 

“Ugh.” He sniffed, wiping his nose on his sleeve. He was still a little ways away from the Border, but even though it was so late, he was loathe to make camp in a land where he was no longer welcome. He'd lost his temper when he'd mouthed off to the Lord General. He couldn't be sure there weren't a few footpads trailing him for the insult. Gripping the haft of his halberd, he continued on down the path. 

Some time later, he came to a small stream. He intended to pause only long enough to drink before moving on. No sense in lingering. He bent down and tugged off his steel-backed leather gauntlet and drank from the cold, crystal waters. He’d had his fill, and was readjusting his glove when he felt a pair of eyes on him. He looked up from the stream. 

Across from him, in the shadow of a tree was a solitary wolf. The man’s brow furrowed at the presence of the animal. Then he met the wolf’s golden, piercing eyes, and his world erupted in a swirl of color and haze. Images flickered behind his eyes with dizzying speed, leaving no time to contemplate or grasp their meaning. Flashes of steel, blood, houses set aflame, the guttural tongue of Trolls on the warpath, and the cries of the dead and dying. Following came glimpses of fur and fangs. The comfort of the pack. The taste of a fresh kill. The musk of the Alpha. The strength of wild living. Those piercing golden eyes. 

The man staggered under the assault of memory. When his vision cleared, the wolf was no longer to be seen. He had an idea that he’d just seen an old friend. 

“Loki.” Came a voice from behind him. The man stood up from the stream. He pointedly picked up his polearm. 

“I’ve abandoned that name, DarkeSword.” He said gruffly. “It’s Fenrir now.” 

“Is that right?” There was a hint of mirth in his voice, as though he found the prospect somewhat amusing, and yet disheartening. 

“You’re alone.” It was a statement of fact, not a question. Fenrir knew somehow. Something in the air told him. 

“It’s true. I came by myself. Honestly, I hoped to dissuade you, but I can already tell that it would be a futile pursuit.” The hulking Judge was clad in midnight plate mail, and had a frighteningly wicked looking bastard sword strapped to his back. The lower half of his face was hidden by the protective collar of his armor, but what could be seen was that of a dark-skinned veteran warrior with a scars running from the bottoms of his eyes to (it was assumed, the collar concealed most of his face) his chin. It lent him a malevolent countenance, and when paired with his raven blade, it was easy to see how he earned the name DarkeSword. Despite his intimidating appearance, Fenrir knew him to be a lawful and understanding Judge. 

“You were right about that.” Fenrir said darkly. “I’ve no intention of going back.” 

“If that’s the case-“ the other began. 

“What, you gonna take me back by force?” Fenrir interrupted. DarkeSword paused. 

“Actually I was going to wish you luck.” The Judge said mildly. “And offer some advice, as well as a request.” 

“Which would be?” 

“I don't know what your intentions are, but if you plan to roam the lands of UnMod, you'd best be prepared for the worst. If word gets around that you're a former knight, you might not be looked at too kindly. Take care that you don’t wind up in over your head. Oh, and if you ever run into GrayLightning, give him my regards." Darkesword said. 

"I suppose it's the least I can do." Fenrir said. "But he's been missing for years, hasn't he? He disappeared right around the time I joined the Knights. I doubt he knows who I am." 

"Nevertheless." He said firmly. 

"Very well." Fenrir nodded solemnly. "The next we meet, I hope it's under better circumstances." 

"I as well. I as well." Darkesword replied with a hint of sadness. "Farewell." 

"Farewell." 

With his mind full of wolves, memories, and cut ties, Fenrir hoisted his halberd and disappeared into the Badlands.
