
The Fall 

“Rally behind the banner and follow me!” The commander shouted to the assembled 

city guard. Into the fray they charged, thousands of guards but they still weren’t enough. The 

demons pushed against them and eventually broke their charge, forcing the banner back.  

“Commander Chavox, we can’t hold!” His lieutenant shouted at him. “The tower is 

lost!”  

Indeed the black glass tower was already aflame from the attack. The flying creatures 

had seen to the upper levels while their goat-legged allies had stormed the ground levels. He 

had hoped to turn them away and save Lord Aritret, but there was no way his paltry force 

could cut through that line. His nephew would be here soon with the cavalry forces that 

remained, but even with them it was doubtful they could get past the demons. With the 

amount of bodies in the street, it was likely that the Lord was already dead.  

“Sound retreat, fall back to Ven’s square and link up with the cavalry!” He shouted 

back.  

Fires roared in every building around him. The skyline of Falderal was choked by the 

smoke of the burning towers. All five of the great spires were aflame now, including the 

massive quartz tower of the Wizards. If they had already fallen, the city was truly lost.  

The tower of the Druids fared the best, but it was still under attack. They wouldn’t 

last. The twin towers of the Oberon’s had already been shorn off at some point along their 

height, each completely engulfed. Their construction used much more wood than any of the 

others and thus made them the most vulnerable to the hungry flames licking their walls.  

He turned to his second. “Lieutenant, take stations three, five and nine and start 

evacuating any civilians you can save. After I’ve met up with the rest of our forces I’ll lead 

everyone I can right out the main gate.” The look of fear that crossed his friends face was 

mirrored in his heart. He couldn’t let it show, but it was there.  

His rapidly shrinking force executed their withdrawal from the lord’s tower with the 

practice of a military force. Even though they were guardsmen, he had drilled them for years 

as if they were members of the infantry and today he was happy he had. Each line fell back 

behind a waiting line of shields, the process was gruelingly slow, but it saved lives.  

Horns sounded around him, bringing him hope. Armored men rushed from alleyways 

to fill out the lines of his guards, taking their places amongst the guard without missing a 

step. These men were the military; someone had organized the men that had been on leave 

within the city. Though there weren’t many, it was a welcome feeling to see his lines 

bolstered.  



From behind him, a large man rode into the command area, followed closely by a 

beleaguered staff. “Lord Aritret?” The man asked, it wasn’t a time for pleasantries.  

“We couldn’t get to him.” Chavox admitted. “I’m glad to see you Ashe.”  

“It’s good to see your men organized as well, Victor.” The large man looked around, 

taking stock of the situation.  “Let’s bloody them a bit before we fall back to the square. One 

good push should give us room to retreat.” Ashe spurred his horse to the front line where he 

organized a knot of his footmen.  

“You heard him!” Victor shouted to his guard. “Form up on General Thormane and 

ready a push!” A roar went up from the guard as three units filed in along the left and right 

flanks of the footmen. As the front line began to waver, Ashe thundered forward with the 

combined force in tow. They crashed into the demons, splitting the goat-men through shear 

ferocity. Black blood ran down the gutters on either side of the street as the demons 

crumpled under the weight of the men. It was enough; the demons at the front broke 

stumbling over their brethren as they struggled to get clear of the flashing swords before 

them.  

Cheers rang from his assembled men, but it wasn’t to last. The charge had given them 

a few moments, but the demons were already rallying and readying their counter-charge. 

Ashe pulled the men back quickly, but some were still caught in the open when the creatures 

rushed back across the intervening space.  

The sound of a thousand hammers striking anvils filled the street as the two forces 

clashed again. They had pulled back closer to the square, but it still seemed to be miles away. 

Ashe formed again behind the front line and prepared a second charge, but it failed to 

dislodge the newly reinforced demon horde. Soon the creatures were pushing past the front 

line into the ranks of men behind them. They struggled to fill the gap, but the center faltered 

and gave way allowing hundreds of the things into the street behind his forces.  

“Full retreat!” Victor shouted over the sounds of steel on steel. “Split along Maribor 

Street and reform at the square!” His forces divided themselves at the intersection and 

formed again along the north-south run of Maribor. Ashe took the southern forces while 

Victor stayed with the northern group, their training together allowed the decision to be 

made with a simple hand gesture. More retreat followed, one line at a time they inched 

toward the square and their fellow guardsmen.  

Within Ven’s square, the majority of the cavalry had opted to dismount. From the 

ground they were able to form a shield wall and their horses proved a liability defending in 

the close quarters of street fighting. Horses were much better on the charge, they didn’t stand 

a line well. A small group, led by his nephew remained in their saddles and sallied forth every 



few moments along a random flank to keep the enemy bottled up in front of his men on the 

ground. When Victor came into view, Stephen’s group broke from the main and overran the 

demons that still had him pinned down. With room to maneuver, Victor linked with the 

dismounted cavalry and eventually ordered them back to their horses.  

Ashe arrived shortly after, bringing a new force of demons for the full core of mounted 

guardsmen to crush. They charged into the creatures, using the weight of their mounts to 

trample the goat-men under hoof before circling around and forming behind the lines of 

infantry. For now the square was theirs, but Victor had seen the horde they faced and it 

wouldn’t hold for long. 

“We need to get as many people out as we can. Where did you put the civilians 

Stephen?” Victor asked his nephew.  

“I armed the men and set them to clearing houses and taking the women and children 

to the gate.” 

Victor’s wife and new son would be among those at the gate. He had ordered his best 

men to take her from their house and bring her there as soon as the fighting had broken out. 

The gate was the southernmost portion of the city and had the best possible defensive 

location for facing a force from within the walls. It was also the closest to the river which 

gave them their best hope of fleeing.  

“Sound withdraw!” Victor shouted. “To Aritret’s gate!” 

“We’re abandoning the city?” Thormane asked him. “Shouldn’t we push as far north 

as possible?” 

“The city is lost Ashe.” Victor choked out. “I’ve seen the horde we face; there is no way 

to push them back. No, its best we take the survivors we can and flee.” 

The big man shook his head. “I never thought to see the day.” He turned to Stephen. 

“Your forces are going to be important son; we’re going to need to hold you in reserve until 

we’re ready to flee the gates. Once we’re out in the open with all those refuges we’ll need you 

to charge to hold them off for as long as possible.” 

“I understand my role sir.” Stephen told the big man. “Believe it or not, I actually know 

what I’m doing.” 

“Easy now, son.” Ashe told him, but the young man appeared incensed.  

“I don’t see your sons here Thormane,” He hissed and received a hard right hook for 

his comment.  



“My sons have already given all they could in this fight, you fool and if I ever hear you 

mention them again, you’ll join them.” The rage burning within the large man’s eyes would 

have stricken fear into any hardened warrior.  “Do your job.” He turned and began ordering 

his men to their positions. The fact that he was still fighting after a loss like that spoke 

volumes of his mettle. 

Stephen rubbed his cheek where a large bruise was already sprouting. “Mount up!” 

He shouted to his troopers. His venomous stare never left Ashe. 

Victor shook his head, now was not the time for this. The crowd before Aritret’s gate 

was massive. The gate was still closed; he had ordered it so when he first saw the winged 

women flinging fire from on high. Anyone caught out in the plains around the city would be 

set ablaze long before they reached the river. At the gate they at least had the ballista to offer 

them some protection from the aerial menace.  

A contingent of Druids stood to one side of the gate, administering to the injured. 

Their Grand Druid was not among them, likely he had fallen as the lord had. The High Druid, 

a middle-aged man named Frefal was leading them. “Commander, we must flee the city.”  

“I know.” Victor sighed. “We are working on a plan to flee now. We could use your 

support on the run for the river, do you think your Druids could stand with us?” 

“We’re no warriors and our magic is mostly for preserving life, not taking it.” Frefal 

told him. “But we’ll do what we can.” 

Victor’s lieutenant had already arrived with the units he had set to clearing homes but 

he didn’t see the men he had sent to his home, or his wife. “Lieutenant, is my wife here?” He 

asked his second.  

“No sir.” The man shook his head. “And the men you sent haven’t reported in.” 

He wanted nothing more than to run for his home near the center of the city and bring 

them out himself, but he was needed here. His men would need him to lead them from the 

city. He held out hope that his family had fled from a different gate and set about the plans to 

flee.  

A roar from above broke up the planning quickly. A great winged creature circled 

above them, spraying fire in every direction before concentrating on the men gathered along 

the wall top, incinerating them instantly. Gouts of flame shot from the creature into the 

assembled masses, panicking the untrained and the trained alike.  

A chorus of shrieks followed the creatures bellow as hundreds of the winged women 

swooped low into the crowd, dropping their own flames amongst them. Their nakedness was 



lost amongst the volumes of blood they each wore as badges of honor. Their talons raked 

those that didn’t burn.  

“Open the gate!” Victor shouted. “Archers fire at will!” The men that could respond 

did, but those that could not, were lost. “Stephen, prepare you run!” 

The gates cracked open slowly then swung wildly as the panicked masses slammed 

against them. The guard working the winch was thrown from his perch as the great wheel 

spun out of control. The thousands of people still able to run flooded into the open plain 

outside the city running with everything they had.  

“Guard forward!” He shouted to his men. “Shields up, keep those things off of the 

archers.”  

The great creature had landed near the far side of the square, spraying fire at a knot 

of soldiers being led by Ashe. He thought for sure his friend was lost, but the fire was quickly 

consumed by the armor the big man wore. The dragon attempted to take flight again when 

its fire proved ineffective, but its great body was too much to lift quickly and Ashe’s men 

slashed and stabbed through the wings before going to work on its body. The creature had 

met its match. 

Arrows filled the sky as the winged women dove again, knocking many of them out of 

the air. For a moment, it looked as though they would have the time they need to retreat. 

Then the horde charged in from all sides.  

Goat-men leapt upon shield walls, oblivious to their own injuries. Their weight 

carried the men bearing the shields to the ground and opened holes for their brethren to 

charge through. The front lines were quickly overrun and started to break.  

Spears flew from the mass of demons, sailing into the archers and the men that sought 

to cover them.  The shafts were thick and heavy, bearing a weighted metal tip that pulled 

down any man unlucky enough to be hit by them. It was a rout.  

“Sound retreat!” He ordered, but his lieutenant was already dead. He grabbed up the 

horn and sounded the call himself, moving forward to take a place among the line as his men 

stepped backward. More demons appeared along every street, slamming against their 

brothers and using their weight to push through the men.  

Another horn sounded the charge of the horses but it was too little, too late. Stephen 

charged his men into the center of the massed demons, but there just weren’t enough of them 

to turn the tide. Victor watched his nephew get pulled from his horse. He tried to signal for a 

Druid to help the fallen boy, but they had all fled. Not a one had stayed to help them. 



Ashe rallied what soldiers he could, but even his best could do little to the thousands 

of beasts ahead of them. From the right a cry went up from the soldiers, warning him that 

the flank had folded. They were trapped now; the demons had taken the gate behind them 

and were tightening the noose about the men still in the square. His friend took a spear to 

the chest and went down, followed quickly by what remained of the regular army forces. The 

guard would have broken if there had been anywhere to flee to, but inevitability drove their 

swords forward.  

The press tightened around them until there were only demons in his view. 

 


