
"The sun is baking and creating illusions in the forest where Nof is now chasing what he
thinks is a butterfly. The butterfly first landed on his nose when he was standing in the
midst of the tall trees that made up this forest. The butterfly looked like it had eyes that
were starring him right into his soul. It spoke to him and said "Catch me if you can".
Instinctively he followed after it"

You are chasing the multicoloured butterfly through the forest and you are amazed by its
agility in the air. It swishes between the trees and you have a feeling that you must
catch it. The butterfly if now flying towards a hill and you know that that will be tougher
for you but not for the air born butterfly.

Please make a Sensory Check(1d10) -- result: 4

You see no other choice but to run forward up the hill. You pass over the stones and
branches like a monkey swinging from tree to tree. As you climb the small hill you hear a
hollow sound that seems to come from under the ground. The butterfly is still ahead of
you and now you can also see that there is a stone structure at the top of the small hill.
The closer you get the more you think this is a well. Right before your eyes you can see
the butterfly taking a turn down in the well but you think there still is time for you to
catch it before it disappears.

I jump at it, trying to grab it.

Please make an Agility Check (1d10) -- result: 6

You throw yourself forward and grab in mid air one of the wooden poles that stick up
from the stone well, then swing yourself around it just to grab the butterfly in your palm.
You know it is a fragile creature and you don't want to crush it, you want to ask it why it
spoke to you.

Please make a Touch Check (1d10) -- result: 10

You splay your fingers gently around the butterfly so the fingers separate and forms a
cage. You can both see and feel the butterfly flapping its wings inside your hand cage.
The scenery of a clear blue sky, mossy soft and green ground, trees in bloom stretching
proudly to the sky, a lonely well made of stone and a roof made of wood you feel a
tremendous power as you have the ability to grasp death in the palm of your hand. But
you think that the butterfly is winking to you by flickering its eye lids. You didn't know
butterflies had eye lids.

I settle on the grass looking at the little fella... then try with a "Hi!?"

"Hi" it responds and you think it giggles, a tiny girlish giggle.

"What? Why do you talk? You are a butterfly???" I shake my head and search my mind...
am I dreaming, did I eat and drink enough? Am I halucinating??? "Answer me know, did
you just talk?"

"Yes" it replies and giggles the same way afterwards. "You are cute" it then says blinking
its eyes again

Shouting: "WHAT?"

"You're cute, is all" it then flaps its wings softly and it feels nice to your touch. "You
catched me after all. I didn't think you could do it. But you're cute"

"Well most people are afraid of me... aren´t you? I would crush you if I relaxed my



hand!"

"I'm not afraid of you, big boy and you would never have the heart to crush me. Would
you?" her voice is still sweet

"Hmm... don´t know. You are tempting me now. Well, what good what that do to me?
What are you anyway?"

"I am a butterfly of course. Have you never seen a butterfly before?"

"Well, Ive seen lots of rocks, and flickering halucinations when hungry enough. But
butterflyes don´t usually talk now do they?"

"No, I suppose you're right, I didn't think of that. But my time is up I need to continue
my journey. You could follow if you like."

You then hear a small Poff and in an instant the butterfly has disappeared from your
hand cage and she appears right in front of your face. She then kisses your nose and
says "You're cute" and disappears down the well in front of you.

I jump headfirst after her, trying to grab her.

Please make an Agility Check (1d10) -- result: 10

You jump straight into the well and when you think you have caught her she is not there
in your hand. But now you realise that you are in mid air inside the well and you cannot
see and end. Instinctively you twist your feet around the edge of the well and end up
hanging upside down inside the well. To your right inside the well you can see a ladder.

I swing over to the ladder grabing it with both hands, then letting go with my feet,
letting my body swing down and against the ladder (that I keep a firm hold on).

You can feel your coordinated body do the work for you and it all happens instictively,
not time to think and no time for failure. You feel safe and you feel empowered by the
physical realities of your body and surrounding. You look down and can only see
darkness.

Please make a Sensory Check (1d10) -- result: 4

You can hear human voices from down below and they sound harsh and threatening and
you can feel vibrations of stomping in the ground through the ladder.

I try to judge the distance.

You estimate the distance to be broken bones if you fall from where you are.

I climb swiftly and quietly down the latter, looking and listening for the people below,
ready to stop if Im close enough to hear or see them clearly.

Please make an Agility Check (1d10) -- result: 8

You climb down the ladder without making a sound and after some time you get to see a
dim light which you feel is definately from natural fire. You bend your body athetically
down and can see a small group of people standing in a circle surrounding what looks to
be a victim. The group of people are animated and you cannot hear many words, more
grunting and threatening. You feel like you have to act. You think it is a safe jumping
distance down to the ground from where you are.



I approach the group, trying to judge the force of the group in front of me. How many
and how well armed are they?

Still hanging on the the ladder you have climbed further down. You can now see that
there are four persons in black clothing, all of them holding small daggers in their hands,
kicking another person lying on the ground trying to protect him or herself to the best
ability.

I let my self drop drawing both my knifes, readying myself to throw one at the chest of
the first character to turn.

Please make a Reaction Check (1d10) (Agility and Instinct) -- result: 7

You drop to the ground soundlessly and know that you are taking them by surprise.

Since no one has turned I sneak up to the closest body and slip my wedged knife swiftly
across his throat, then jumping back in the shadows.

Please make an Attack Roll (2d6 + Combat) -- result: 5, 6

With a swift draw of your blade you soundlessly cut the persons throat and you can see
warm blood pouring down on the ground. The other three now turns around looking
completely surprised and utterly terrified. One of the persons to your right charges
against you with a dagger before you have time to retreat.

Please make a Defensive Roll (2d6 + Agility) -- result: 3, 4

He launches towards you and misses you because you dodge the attack both down and
side ways creating an opportunity for you to counter attack his miss.

Please make a Reaction Check (1d10) (Agility and Instinct) -- result: 1

You realise that you have no time to counter attack because before you get around to it
the second man launches his leg towards your chest.

Please make a Defensive Roll (2d6 + Agility) -- result: 1, 1

You do not manage to avoid the kick in your chest which is directly followed by a second
kick in your chest and you are on your way down to the ground.

You take 19 loss in hit points

Please make a Balance Check (1d10) -- result: 9

You manage to stand up and you need to react fast unless you will be assaulted by the
third person.

Please make a Reaction Check (1d10) (Agility and Instinct) -- result: 5

You take a step sideways and forward towards the third person and you can act before
him. He is standing with both his hands around his dagger.

I launch towards him ready to twist my body to avoid his blade on my way to wrapping
my arms around him and stabbing him in his lungs by hammering my knifeblade in
between his ribs on his back, right next to the spine.



Please make an Attack Roll (2d6 + Combat) -- result: 5, 4

Like a spear you penetrate the air before you and you manage to get your arms around
him and your dagger seems to penetrate his skin.

Please make a Damage Roll (1d6 + 5d8 + Strength) -- result: 6, 19

You wound him but you do not manage to punctuate his lungs instead he still stands up
and he now tries to knee you in your stomach.

Please make a Defensive Roll (2d6 + Agility) -- result: 9

You manage to jump up while still holding the knife in his back and you are able to sink
it in deeper.

Please make a Damage Roll (1d6 + 5d8 + Strength) -- result: 3, 25

And with that you hear the last breath of him and it is swallowed by death. The last
person standing makes a new kick at you and it is coming towards your face.

Please make a Defensive Roll (2d6 + Agility) -- result: 6, 2

The foot goes past your head while you are in the midst of the air and you eventually
land on your arms with which you dampen the fall and are fast up on your feet again.

You are now standing face to face with this unknown person who holds a dagger in the
hand. Your steel dagger is bloody and it drips down to the floor. Your presence creates a
chill in the room and you think it has made a shield around you for the person does not
come closer. You either wait each other out or you...

I maintain a low stance, then start slowly walking up to him, grinning... I want to bait
him into striking first, then either duck the blow or grab his wrist, relying on instinct and
agility. Im not looking to wrestle him, just get an opening for stabbing the knife up
under his yaw and jank it through his throat up into his skull.

You waltz around each other for what seems to be forever but your target never strikes
at you. You think he is scared and with almost cry in his throat he quitely says with a
disgust on his facial features "Who are you?". At that point he seems to relax his dagger
holding hand.

"Hehe what does it matter..." I walk straight up to him, slowly reaching to put my
fingers around his knife wielding hand.

She does not move and he let you momentarily disarm her, though you are not sure this
is a woman or a man but to the touch of your hand you feel a much smoother skin than
your own.

"Drop your weapon" ...I smack the wrist of the knife-wielding hand with the blunt side of
my blade before she can answer.

The dagger makes a metallic scrambling noise when it hits the ground but it does not
dstract you. She keeps still and you can feel her heavy breath being exhaled on your
bare skin. She does not say a word while you search her through.

Please make an Exploration Check (1d10) -- result: 3

You find nothing else than the clothes themselves. The clothes are made of a soft
garment and she wears several layers of it. The clothes are all black maybe with a hint



of dark grey. Her face is covered by the same garment and the only thing you can see is
her eyes. You would estimate her age to about 20.

"Dont move" I grab the garment covering her face and tear it off.

You see a young woman with smooth features, proportionate features and trembling lips
that even though are sensual. She still does not speak

"Sit down." I now look around the room, and at the figure lying on the ground.

She obeys your command. Now you can see a person lying unconscious on the floor and
there is blood and scratches on the face. The body looks helpless and weak. You pick up
one of the daggers now lying on the ground around you, to inspect it. You can see that
all of them looks the same as if they were mass produced. Each dagger is about 30 cm
long and has a snake ornament at the top of the shaft. There is no colour, just a dark
metal.

I shift my stare to the trembling girl... "Why these snakes on all knifes?" I start
searching the bodies for other treasure.

While you are searching the bodies and the rubble around you the girl dares to answer
"It's our clan" but she does not look at you. You continue searching but cannot find
anything else, there seem to be nothing the victim had that the offenders wanted.

I look at the little helpless weak one... get closer checks if its armed, then if its alive.

The person is definitely alive but seems to have taken too much damage and ended up
unconscious. The person bears no weapons.

"What happened?" Studying the figure, how did the wounds come about, from knifes or
others damage? Is it a fighter?

The girl sitting on the floor replies "Knives and kicks, mostly". The scratches on the
victims face does match that of knife wounds but seems to be on the surface only. You
find no other real wounds and it might be that the victim became unconscious because
of the kicks.

I keep studying the figure on the ground as a potential opponent, does it appear to be a
man or a woman, does it look like a magic user or a figher of any sort...

The person on the ground looks like a woman but you have no idea what kind of
profession that woman could have. To you it looks like any human being.

I shake her to wake her up. "Hey, wake up now aight..."

She does not react. Her body is relaxed like a rag doll.

I check the trembling girl, still sitting neatly? Then my water bottle if there is anything
left... if there is I pour it on the wounded face.

The trembling girl does not move and not speak. You think she is waiting for your
command. You then pour the water over the dirty wounded face and both blood and dirt
is cleaned off, the girl does not regain consciousness though, still lying there de-
animated. You would estimate the victim to be of the same age as the offender, the
trembling girl.

I check the room, how many entrances, any furniture.



The room is not really a room but more of a hollowed out cave. The light is faint and
comes from torches on the walls around you. The cave you are in now has a sanded floor
and the walls are made of a bright stone but very uneven. From the ladder speaking,
behind it the tunnel does not go further but in the other direction you can see that it
continues though you cannot see very far in this dim light.

I put the wounded over my shoulder, point the knife at the trembler - "Get up. Are there
more like you here?"

"Yes" she says

"Where?"

"Everywhere" she says as if she answers your question literally but adds "We live here."

"OK." I punch her in the face as hard as I can, trying to knock her unconscious.

Please make a Damage Roll (2d6 + Strength) -- result: 4, 1

Your fist lands on the right temple of the girl and immediately her muscles relax and she
falls without protection to the ground where her face smashes into a edged stone
opening up a wound on her cheek.

The adjust the unconscious girl over your shoulder, her limbs hanging down and sway
with your movement.

I slice the throat of the girl I just knocked unconscious and start moving quietly down
the tunnel.

With the victim still on your shoulder you bend down and draw your steel knife and
stretch it towards the girl lying on the ground. Before you put it against her throat you
can see the reflection of your face in the blade. You are reminded of the importance of
this moment and your external shell speaks to your inner self with a cruel but realistic
tone. You push the blade forward and put it against the throat and the sharpness of the
blade do all the work for you, while you just with a small movement draw the tool down
and up. The blood pours out slowly and it is thick adding to the already bloody scene
around you.

You stand up again and start moving deeper into the tunneling cave system that you
now are in. The halls are wide and every fifty meters a new torch clads the walls. After
some hundred meters you start hearing music and voices, but it comes together as a
thick sound. The music is made up of a slow and steady rhythm on a base drum and
melodies dark as the atmosphere you came from, played on dirty string instruments,
while flutes add the harmonies making it even darker.

You are naturally drawn to it and you soon see that the cave system opens up both in
width and height. You now see a grand hall being lit up by fire here and there and the
hall is filled with people talking and dancing to the music. There are many different
people here and you try to glance around it.

Please make a Sensory Check (1d10) -- result: 8

To your right about twenty meters ahead there are men and women talking loud with
other men and women standing behind tables. They seem to be bartering for different
articles.



After that you can see a big wooden structure that looks like mechanical contraption,
you have not seen anything like it before.

In the middle of the grand hall the space is free and people walk back and forth here.
Every single person seems to have a grim and attentive expression on their faces.

To your left you see half nude women trying to attract men for bodily pleasures and they
stand outside a wooden and stone house which you interpret as a brothel.

All over you hear agitated but somewhat excited voices and it seems to set the mood
here.

I look around for guards, for the strength and numbers of the people. Do they look
organised, uniformed?

You do not get the impression that this is an organisation. Instead you get the
impression that this is more of a city, a city that happens to be underground. People
seem to live here and you think that this might be a square for people coming together.

I drop the girl on the ground, and walk into the square. I walk over the the brothel
listening to the conversations.

With a thump that is swallowed by the rhythimc music, is heard when you drop the girl.
You walk over to the half nude girls and try to listen in but it does not seem to be much
of conversation instead you hear "Come here handsom, I'll give you your dreams" As
you come closer to them you can see that the first woman who sees you is at first
frightened by your appearence but she puts on a show "Heeey they handsome man.
Want some lovin tonight. You can get it right here" and she caresses herself with both
her hands as to signal that she means her body is where you can get it.

"How?"

"Aahh, but isn't that clear giant stud? Fifty Founs and I'm yours for an hour" she puckers
her lips and smiles at you with an intense but fake mouth.

"Ok." I walk up to her and try to pick her up. "Where do we collect the those founsies?"

"Hey easy there big guy, no touching before you give me the fifty Founs!" as you try to
grab her two big men armed with giant swords and leather armour and scarred faces
appears in the door that is the entrance to the building. They look at you giving you the
impression it is their rules that needs to be followed here.

I pick up the girl and put her on my arm: "Ok - tell me where we collect them!!"

You try to grab the girl but she backs off before you can get too close and before you
can get closer the two armed men has gotten closer, so close that they stop you from
coming closer. "You don't collect Founs stupid. You either have em or not. Now, do you
have em or not?"

Still looking at the girl with a baffled expression - "Stupid?"

"Yes! Stupied! You got a problem with that?" one of the men replies

I turn to him, spread my arms to out wide to both sides above my head, like a prancing
bird with the demeanor of an angry monkey. I walk up close to him grinning: "Choice:
Tell me how to collect funnies or get answer to your question!!!"



Please make a Defensive Roll (2d6 + Agility) -- result: 4, 3

You have no time to react before a fist connects with your nose. The force behind the
punch is so powerful that you are almost lifted from the air but your weight keeps you
on the ground.

You take 26 loss in hit points

The two armed men however keep their position and the one who punched you says
"don't get back here until you respect our rules

I pretend to bend over in intense pain, then swiftly draw my knife and launch knife first
towards the crotch of the man, trying to stab him with the full power of my weight
behind the blow.

Please make an Attack Roll (2d6 + Combat) -- result: 6, 2

You launch yourself forward and you think you will hit the man where you intended but
instead you feel a heavy weight sword on your back and you suspect that something in
you might have broken. You are slammed down in the ground lying there pathetically.

You take 49 loss in hit points

You now feel that the two men grab your arms

I relax, then say with a booming voice "Impressive... how have you learned to fight like
this?"

They ignore your question and as you relax they get a good grip of your arms putting
them in a cross over your back and you are immobilised. They pull you up with all their
strength, which seems to outmatch yours. "You are going to the cage my friend!"

They then ask "Will you let us lead you without resistance or do you want more pain?"

"Pain?"

"Yes, do you want to be beaten up again?"

"Doesnt matter..." I look up and down the two guards. "Who taught you?"

"Stop being so stupid!" The man says with an irritated voice

They then start dragging you behind the brothel passed all the half nude girls. A giant
steel cage then appears in front of you and in it you can see people standing around
restlessly and they cannot get out. "That is where you are going punk!" he says to you.

They lead you up to the giant steel cage and you can now hear the people in there start
shouting "A new brute!". The two armed men who hold you says to a shielded man
inside the cage "open the door, we got a new fighter for you!" The shielded man then
opens the door to let you in.

I walk through the door, nodding to the guard, looking quezzically at the two guards who
brought me.

They ignore you and then seem to make a transaction with the shielded man. You are let
into this giant steel cage and can now see that the shielded man is inside another small
cage that separate him from the rest of the cage where bloody and disillusioned men
and women stands waiting for you to get in. He then says "You are to go down the metal



spiral stair that you find in the middle of this room. Report to Misanga in the first booth
you will see. He will give you further directions. Other than that, you are on your own"
he then opens a barred steel door for you and gestures for you to enter it. It leads to
another small cage that is like a transfer cage between the big cage and the cage you
are in.

As you step into the transfer cage you hear the door behind you being closed. You are
trapped in a cage between the cages where the guards stand on one side and brutes and
barbarians stand on the other. The brutes screams at you and taunt you and you
instinctively prepare yourself for physical contact.

The guards open the door, mechanically, and you are free to go in.

Please make an Aura Check (1d10) -- result: 6

You try to make yourself as big as possible and you by no means show any signs of fear
in your facial features. No one is approaching you as you enter the big cage with the
brutes in it. There must be about 50 people hear, both men and women wearing ragged
clothes, brused and scratched.

Please make a Sensory Check (1d10) -- result: 7

You can hear distant screams that you know are battle cries and you think it come from
below. You cannot see the stair case that you are supposed to go down yet but you think
that you will reach it by pushing into the middle of the cage.

I smile and walk directly at the middle of the group, slowly, but steadily. I look around
the group, looking each of them in the eyes, one at a time.

You are bigger than the others and they seem to take a step back as you approach. You
find the stairs down within a minute and it looks old and made of a metal almost dark as
black. It spirals down. A man to your right, close to the stairs, suddenly pushes your
shoulder and says with a taunting voice "Hey Punk! You haven't payed your fees yet!"

I straighten up, look around, looking past him with a searching scowl, focusing on him
with my peripheral vision, trying to get a read of his size and pose.

His brows are lowered, and his face is dirty and scarred. His hair is shaved off with only
some stubb left both on his face and on top of his head. He is a head shorter than you
but very muscular and wide shoulders. You catch a glimpse of something shiny metallic
in his right fist and you think that he intentionally flashes it to you.

"Are you gonna pay up or what!!?"

I raise both my hands slowly, then focus on him: "Sure, whats...", then kick his balls
with all of my strength.

Please make an Attack Roll (3d6 + Combat) -- result: 1, 6, 6

Your kick lands exactly where you aimed and the thug has no chance to react.

Please make a Damage Roll (3d6 + Strength) Double Damage -- result: 4, 6 (strength
10)

The man falls to the ground in a shrill scream which dies out when he hits the floor
where he passes out. A short but intense silence fills the room and taunts turns in the
whispers. The thug is out and the stairs are yours.



I drop to a athletic stance, slowly turning, looking at each person in the ring around me
with a stone cold face: "COME next one"

Each person stands in place not saying anything, looking to the floor not meeting your
eyes.

I walk down the stairs.

You ignore the handle bar walking freely down the stairs. The battle cries now become
louder and it fills your body with a good and homey feeling, as if you belong. It gets
darker as you descend and once you are at the bottom of the stairs you can see a
wooden booth where a bulky big man is standing. As you approach his booth you can
see a pair of dice lying on his counter.

"You there! Come here!" the bulky man shouts at you

I walk up the the man. Look at him.

With tired ayes he stares back right into your eyes. "Good! Now roll the dice Will'ye"
(2d6)

I roll the dice: 4 and 6.

You pick up the dice and throw them on the wooden counter. They show a four and a six
and you have no idea what this means.

"You are lucky" the bulky man says "You get to choose". He then hands you a dirty
paper which lists a lot of names. You read it through and can see:

Brondir, 2 wins, 0 losses
Mane, 4 wins, 0 losses
Doreen, NEW!
Bastian, 1 win, 0 losses
Shela, 6 wins, 0 losses
O'ucr, 12 wins, 0 losses
D'mayn, 10 wins, 0 losses
Omin, NEW!
Pandoras Box

"Ahh, can I get two at a time?"

"Roll the dice again then" he replies per automation

I roll the dice: 1 and 6.

"No! One only. Now choose"

"Bastian"

"Smart choice. Now follow the corridor until you come to the arena, you can't miss it.
Then give this tag here to the robed man at the arena entrance and he will give you
further instructions." He then hands you a tag which has the name Bastian written on it.

As you look to your left you can see the dark and narrow corridor that he spoke about.

I follow the corridor.



You walk in to the narrow corridor with confidence. It turns to the right and then left and
then right again and now you can see the end of it and the battle cries are louder. You
see a giant cage where an animal you do not recognise, fighting a man weilding two long
blades. You walk closer and now a giant hall is opening up and you can see a full crowd
sitting, standing, and cheering around the battle cage. You know for sure that you are
going in there and it is a exciting feeling you get from it.

You see a thin weak looking robed figure standing at the entrance of the cage and you
think it is this one you are supposed to deliver your tag to.

I deliver the tag, then ask: "Is fighting with tools or no tools?"

A slow cloud of sound is coming out from the hood of the figure. You can not see his face
and you get a sense of non-human origin by the sounds and feel of him. The sound says
"We make no rules for you. You make your own rules here" He then reach out his robed
arm but there is no hand protruding from it, the tag is none the less taken from your
hand.

I wait.

Behind the robed figure a trap door is opened. "You go down here. Wait for your name to
be called and go up the stairs you will find down under. Then it is your fight"

I go through the trap door.

You descend down under and the trap door closes behind you. You come to a round
room built of stone. There are benches all around the walls of the room and in the
middle is a fountain, shooting water continuously. On the other side of this room a set of
stairs go up to another trap door and you think this is the door to the battle arena.

I examine the liquid in the fountain.

The liquid looks clear, just like water. You can sense no smell coming from it. The
fountain is made of a bright grey clay material and it has a sculpture on top which
depicts a warrior cutting the throat with a sword on fierce beast, and where there should
be blood spurting out the water is instead coming out.

I wash my hands and feet, then wait.

The water is refreshing and you get cleaner, which somewhat disgusts you but at the
same time it serves a ritualistic purpose for the coming fight.

You hear the crowd going crazy and louder upstairs and soon after you hear it being
announced that Brondir has been defeated by the Blemiyeh. Guards are ordered to lead
the Blemiyeh away from the arena but you don't know where it is taken to.

Your muscles tense and your nerves alert when you hear your name and fight being
introduced. "Next fight, men and women of the Fountain, is between are between a new
blood and Bastian the Mage. Bastian has survived one fight and is a clear favorite. Our
new blood was attempting to break the laws in Fountain by taking one of our prostitutes.
He has tonight chosen to fight Bastian and all for your pleasure. Let the fight begin.
Guards! Open the doors!"

The trap door is opend for you and you can hear the crowd cheering for Bastian.

I walk up the stairs, slowly, calmly, looking around as I move up.

You see a wild crowd when you go up. The battle cage's bars reach many meters up in



the air and you can find no way to escape from here. The ground is made of sand and
you can spot human flesh and blood on it. On the other side of the arena you can see
your enemy. He is holding a wooden staff in both his hands while looking at you with
flickering eyes.

"To death!" an announcer shouts and the trap door behind you closes

I approach him slowly, and will keep approaching in a low stance, till he either reacts, or
I am within striking distance.

As you go slowly towards him you can see that his staff turns into fire and before you
know it a swarm of fire bullets is coming towards you. You have never seen anything like
it before, what do you do?

I drop flat on the ground and roll to my left side.

Please make a Defensive Roll (3d6 + Agility) -- result: 2, 4, 6

The fire bullets swish over you and you can feel the heat being generated in the air.
When you rolled to your left you managed to come closer to your enemy, about 2 meters
from him. What do you do?

In one smooth movement I grab and throw the throwing knife at his forehead. As the
knife leaves my hand I continue the forward movement and sprint forward while pulling
out the wedged blade and spreading out my arms ready to read his reaction, grab and
stab.

Please make an Attack Roll (3d6 + Combat) -- result: 1, 6, 6

Please make a damage Roll (2d6 + 4d4 + Strength) Double Damage -- result: 4, 5 - 2,
2, 4, 4 = 60

Your throwing blade shoots through the air and hits Bastian's right shoulder and it gets
stuck. He screams in pain and looses his grip with his right arm around his staff. You find
time to make your second move.

As the staff drops I grab for his wrist with my left hand, trying to pull his arm up and
reveal his chest and belly to the stab from the knife in my right hand.

Please make an Attack Roll (3d6 + Combat) -- result: 3, 6, 4

You manage to grab his arm, pulling it up to reveal his weak spots. You put all your force
behind your final blow and the wedged knife in your hand goes right through his ribs, in
to his lungs. You hear a sharp crack of bones and the air is sucked out of Bastian
immediately. The fire of his staff is extinguished and while holding his arm and your
knife in his side you see him fall lifeless to the ground. Blood is everywhere, your pulse
is high and your body is filled with animalistic instinctive pleasure and that is emphasized
when the crowed is cheering.

One of the guards screams to you "What is your name fighter?"

"Nof" I pull out the throwing knife, clean the blades in my garments and put them back
in my belt.

The announcer shouts out to the crowd "Men and women of Fountain, you have just
witnessed a deadly warrior and his name is Nof. Make sure to put his name of your
memory, he will be butcherer that will give you the blood you desire. He killed Bastian
the mage and showed no mercy, just like a real killer."



The crowed stands up and cheer at while screming the name in a rythmic tempo. Drums
and horns starts playing dark music and you are the center of attention.

The main entrance to the arena is opened and you are asked to exit the arena.

I exit without lifting my eyes to the crowd.

When you have exited the cage the weak robed figure says to you. "You are a good
fighter. You can find your lodge by going round the arena, then into the iron gate."

"Thank you." I follow his instructions.

You walk around the arena cage and you come to a big iron gate. Two armed guards are
at each side of the gate. Without saying anything they open the gate for you and wait for
you to go in.

I go in.

You enter a big room made of stone and the only thing you can see are beds and a big
wooden table with many chairs around it. It seems like this is the chamber where all the
fighters stay. You spot the fighters sleeping in the beds there, but one woman is sitting
at the table eating bread and drinking something unknown. She is wearing what looks
like a furry animal around herself showing some nude skin here and there. Her hair is
red and her arms looks muscular. She does not greet you in any way.

I look for food and drinks, and eat any I can find.

There are loafs of bread on the table, a big plate with fish and a clay jar which you find
an alchoholic beverage. There are tankards on the table, each of them looking the same.

I eat and drink till I am full, not stuffing myself. Then tend to my wounds.

You can only find bruises on your body and you think a good rest will take care of that
for you.

I look around for an empty bed, one that looks uninhabited, with no personal belongings
around it. Walk over to it, stop and look around.

You find an empty bed immediately and you find no belongings near it. The bed is made
of wood but there is a thin blanket on it, however it is very dirty.

I sit down on the bed, nestle myself with my back against the wall and a hand on my
knife under my gown. I try to sleep a light, empty and attentive sleep as I have been
trained to do.

It does not take long before you fall asleep and you enter a half conscious mode where
your attention is still active.

You recover Ed10 (E = Endurance) for resting. Your Combat Skill has increased
with 1. A Combat Skill of 11 gives you 4d6 on your Attack Roll.
-- result: 7, 1, 10, 2, 8, 5 (total: 33 - HP now 117)

When you wake up you do not know for how long you have slept and your back is feeling
achy. You take your hand behind your back and finds a note. You start examining it and
find something very peculiar scribbled on it.

Brick 15, 27



I look around the room.

You see each of the fighters in here tending to their own business. The fish, bread and
the alcoholic beverage is still on the table. Other than this you can only see the beds and
the walls and floor made of stone bricks.

The iron gate is opened and the same bulky man who you rolled the dice for is coming in
surrounded by guards. He walks up to the table and says "It is time for rolling the dice.
Nof You first" All of the other fighters walk up to the table waiting for you to throw the
dice that the bulky man has put on the table.

I walk up to the table, grab the dice and look around with no expression on my face,
look at the faces of the other fighters.

They look concentrated, not showing much emotion. They all look at you in silence.

I roll the dice: 6, 3

"Next is Mane" the bulky man says. Mane, a small, slim and long haired man, takes the
dice from the table and rolls them without any fuzz.

3, 3

"Next Doreen". An old woman which does not fit in here in any way, takes the dice and
rolls them. She rolls 6, 6 and moves away from the table. She has a hunched back and
long white stripy hair.

"Next, Shela" This is the woman you saw eating bread when you first entered this lodge.
She is still wearing the dead animal fur. She picks up the dice and rolls them.

5, 3

"Next, O'ucr" A man you did not see before appears from nowhere. It looks like he wears
green and black clothes but upon closer examination you can see that he is naked but
that his entire body is full of tattoos. What strikes you about him as well as the tattoos is
that his ear lobes are a decimeter long and two metal balls is hanging in them. He also
takes up the dice and rolls them.

6, 1

"Next D'mayn" D'mayn is a woman that looks very simlilar to O'cur. She is also naked
and clothed with only tattoos. Instead of having long ear lobes she has a wooden stick
through her nose. She also rolls the dice

2, 5

She tilts her head down and like she was getting a result she dreaded.

"Next, Omin" A small boy that is no older than fifteen goes up to the table and rolls the
dice.

1, 4

When he has rolled the dice he looks at you and you can see that his eyes are
completely white and you wonder how he could see with those eyes.



"It is set then" the bulky man announces. "O'cur will fight D'mayn, the first fight today.
Mane will fight Omin in the second fight. Nof you choose to fight either Shela or the
pandoras box."

"Pandora."

"Shela, you are relieved from fighting today. We will be back when your time has come"
The bulky man leaves with the guards closing the iron gate behind them. Each of the
fighters go to mind their own business but O'cur and D'mayn embrace each other and
you think you can hear them sobbing in each other shoulders.

On the table you see something you can't believe being there. It is a butterfly and it
looks much like the one you encountered before. It seems to look at you while cleaning
its wings.

I get a little to eat and drink while watching the butterfly.

The butterfly flies and lands on your hand which you are holding the bread in. "Hi
handsome. Do you remember me" It is a sweet and bright voice.

"I do, where did you go?"

"Oh, I've been around, you know, doing nothing special. Uhuu, uhuu" two tiny coughs
can be heard from the butterfly "What are you doing in here? This is not a place for a
boy sweet as you?"

"Im not sweet. Have you been around here?" I try to gage if anybody is watching us.

Please make an Exploration Check (1d10) -- result: 6

You smoothly look around but no one seems to be looking at you.

"Oh my handsome sweet boy. You could say I've been around here, but I have also been
there and around. Psst, come closer I have some information you would like to know"

I get closer.

With a soft and sweet voice she whispers in your ear "Do you know what a pandoras box
is? Anyway, sweetheart, think happy thoughts when you open it, it will help you. What is
that note you got there? You are sure she points at it but you don't know what she
points with, her wings?

I show her the note.

"Oh, interesting. Do you know what it means?"

"No, you know?"

With a somewhat arrogant voice she says "I know alright. Wouldn't you want to know?"

"Yes."

"You will know when time comes for you to know. Until then I wish you good luck. I need
to go, a have a flight to catch."

She then flies away over the room and lands on the floor a couple of meters away and
stays there.



You have been enchanted by good luck. Choose a number between 1 and 10.

3

I walk over to my bed and look around. Looking for a square of bricks, either the wall
behind my bed or maybe the floor. Somewhere where I can count 15 bricks one way, 27
the other... thinking I am searching for a specific brick that will be hiding something.

You start counting the bricks from one side to the other. It goes fine for the first row
when you count to 15 but when you start counting to 27 you loose track of which brick
in the floor you where on.

Please make an Exploration Check (1d10) and Intelligence Check (1d10) -- result: 5, 1

You get confused from the counting and the pattern of the bricks makes no sense to
you.

I try again.

Please make an Exploration Check (1d10) and Intelligence Check (1d10) -- result: 5, 9

You start counting the bricks using your bed as the starting point. You count to 15 bricks
in one direction and then to 27 in another direction. The brick looks like all other bricks
and you are not sure what to do. You make a fast calculation of how many bricks clothes
the floor in the room and you estimate it to be about 100 times 150 bricks.

I walk over to the brick, checking what is close to it, if nothing, then I will get a chair
and sit down next to it.

Nothing is close to the brick and you take a chair from around the table and put it next
to the brick you counted to. You sit down and wait. Sitting almost in the middle of the
room you get quite a good look of the people and the room itself. You can also see the
butterfly still sitting on the floor about four meters to your right and front.

I start stretching a little bit, watching the other people in the room.

What strikes you know when you closely watch the other people is that Doreen has not
moved an inch, she is just starring into the air, as if she were in trance, though she
strikes you as being sad.

The others looks concentrated and no one seems to to anything else than focusing.
Focusing on the battle, you guess. Your butterfly friend remains where she is.

I take off the top layer of my garmets and let it drop to the floor, start massaging my
arms and then my legs. As I get to the feet, I try to find the stone under the garments
and see if I can pull it out to find something under it.

The stone brick under you is unmovable and you can't find a grip around it.

I try to push it down instead.

You set your strength behind the push but nothing happens. You suspect that you are at
the wrong brick.

When you are done pushing you can hear the iron doors opening and the first fight being
announced. "Men and Women of Fountain, the first fight is between O'cur and D'mayn.
O'cur is our current champion here with 12 wins and D'mayn is our second with 10 wins.
It will be a fierce fight to death."



Then you see O'cur and D'mayn walking out of the iron gate and many guards make
sure that no one else is trying to get out. Soon the iron gate closes and all you can hear
is the crowd screaming and cheering.

I just focus on relaxing, eating, drinking, sleeping, recovering till I am called for the
fight.

You do well and when your name is called up you feel as ready as possible. The fight is
near and the iron gate opens for you. Again you can hear the crowd screaming your
name in a frenetic manner.

Many guards is securing your exit and your entrance to another trap door. You follow
their instructions and once down the trap door you find yourself in an identical room to
where you were before your first fight.

I get ready and wait for the door to open.

Your name is called again and the trap door opens. When you come up in the sandy
arena you can see a medium sized purple box with black ornaments on it, and the crowd
is continously cheering or you. "It is Nof against Pandoras box. Let there be blood. Nof,
open the box"

I walk up to the box, close my eyes for a moment, think of the butterfly, of the
wonderful feeling of jumping after it into the well. Then open my eyes, get in an athletic
stance and open the box with a smile on my lips.

When you open the box a giant plant is appearing from it and it grows rapidly into a four
meter tall flower. The crowed makes a simultanious sound of surprise. The stem of the
flower is bright green and the flower it self is has the same colours as your butterfly
friend. It just stands there without doing anything and the crowd is waiting for
something to happen.

With open palms I reach out to caress the plant carefully.

When you do it shakes as if you are tickling it. To your surprise it starts growing small
green branches at each side of it and it looks just like a ladder to you.

I keep tickling it a little bit.

The stems keeps on shaking for a bit but it slows down, just as if it got used to it. The
crowd starts getting disappointed and you start hearing moaning and booing. The guards
around the arena are talking with each other in confusion.

I look up, quickly checking on the top of the plant and te ceeling.

You look up but can only see the underside of the flower, it is too tall for you but you
think you can see something moving up there. The ceiling itself in this underground
dome is a stony cave. The booing has increased by now.

I start climbing up the plant as fast as I can.

Please make an Agility Check(1d10) -- result: 1

You slip of the plant and fall down again because it starts to wobble as soon as you put
your weight on it.

I try again.



Please make an Agility Check(1d10) -- result: 10

Instinctively you apply your knowledge of the plants wobblyness and it only takes
seconds before you are at the top of the flower. You stretch your head up and there you
can see a shimmering black and yellow stone but to your surprise your butterfly friend is
sitting on top it. "I told you" She says flirtingly and then disappears.

"What should I do?" I ask while I grab the stone.

Before you have time to finish your question she disappears and you don't know where
to. The stone is right in front of you shimmering with a great lustre. You grab it
successully and withdraw your hand with the stone in it. At that point the whole plant
starts shrinking and you ind yourself in mid air.

The audience is booing harshly now and the guards wonders what is going on when they
see that there is no fight going on. When the plant has shrunken into the box again, the
lid closes and you are on the ground, the gate opens and the guards are on their way in
to drag you out of there.

I tug the stone away in a secret pocket and point at the biggest of the guards... "YOU...
you fight me... we want blood! You fight me!"

"There is no fight for you today, low life. You are coming with us so you better do as we
say." There are about ten guards coming in, each of them weilding a halberd, and they
are armoured to the teeth. The leader, the biggest guard, has a shiny sword in his hand
and points it at you "Get over here, now!"

I make myself big and walk calmly over to him.

They seem to exhale a big amount of air when they see you cooperating. "Now just
follow us. You have a great deal to explain."

I look at the crowd... then yell of the top of my lungs "BLOOOOOD! Who will fight me..."
Then turn smilingly back to the guards.

"Yeah" one of the audience members shout "We want blood, we want blood!" where the
guard commander firmly says. "No need to make a scene, you are coming with us no
matter what but it will be better for you in the end if you cooperate. The Master wants to
speak with you!"

"Cooperate... ok..." Standing calmly between the guards I raise my fist in the air,
pumping it to the rythm of the chants.

"You are more stupid than you look!. Guards, take him in" He steps to the side and some
other guards come from behind and you can see a huge net coming towards and over
you.

Please make a Defensive Roll (3d6 + Agility) -- result: 2, 6, 6

You manage to roll away quickly before the net hits you. Right after you look up and can
see a new net coming towards you. You are at least giving the audience something to
talk about.

Please make a Defensive Roll (3d6 + Agility) -- result: 2, 5, 6

From lying position on the ground you stand up and throw yourself out of the way of the



net but then you feel a pinch in your neck. You touch the place with your hand and feels
a tiny arrow.

Please make a Constitution Check (1d10) -- result: 8

You start feeling dizzy and you suspect that you have been poisoned and you feel it
rapidly is making you weaker. You look at the guards and they stand still but prepared
for the worst. Within tens of seconds you are no longer able to stand up and you lose
consciousness.

You wake up with a slight headache and your muscles feel weak, lying on a comfortable
bed in a room that looks luxurious compared to where you where before. A giant man,
shaved head, tatoos all over and armour you think is made of leather, is sitting on a
stool some meters away from your bed.

Your Strength is temporarily down to 0.

Please make an Endurance Check (1d10) -- result: 3

You feel as if you regain some of your strength and that the poison has made you
stronger somehow.

Your Constitution has increased with +1

The man on the stool says, "I understand that you are Nof. Tell me a little about yourself
Nof." He has a kind but rich and dark voice, speaking with confidence.

"True, I am Nof. I fight, at times... you?"

"How rude of me not to introduce myself. I am known as the Master. I assume you have
heard of me. But, Nof, why are you here in Fountain?"

"There is no why, I just jumped into a black hole, killed some people and got in a scruff
with some guards. Then I killed a guy with a stick and climbed a plant. There is no why
though! What are you master of?"

"The Master of Fountain of course. It sounds to me that you stumbled upon Fountain by
accident, even tough you fit in here very well. So I might have use of you, maybe you
have understood that, maybe you have not. How come you were climbing a plant in the
arena, how come you didn't fight a blood thirsty monster?"

"Hehe... I opened a box, and there was noone in it. So I climbed the plant! How can I be
of use to you? Can I not go back in the arena?"

He seems to laugh of amusement "Let me give you a proposition. Either you join my
guild, the Fountain of Fighters, or you can go back into the arena and fight until your
death. I can offer you training beyond your imagination and protection and other
privilages. On the other hand you need to swear allegiance to me and the whole
Fountain of fighters. So the question is, do you want to be the hunter or the prey?"

"I like to hunt, I like to grow... but I don´t like protection and waiting. Will I have to only
train and wait and be safe? Could I do both? Fight in the arena and get training and fight
for you?"

"The animal within hungers. However, the arena is for the scum, the law breakers. If you
want to be in the arena you have to be one of them, not one of us and vice versa. If you
agree to join my ranks I can promise to satisfy your animal instincts but I cannot tell you
more than that before you decide."



"Ok, please help me up." I stretch an arm out towards him.

The Master than rise from his stool, takes your hand with a firm grip and says "I am glad
you could meet our needs." He then reaches into a pocket with his other hand and
produces a small vial with a green liquid in it."it is an antidote for the poison. Drink it
and rest, then we will discuss further. Great to meet you Nof" he then prepares to walk
out of the room you are in.

Please make an Instinct Check (1d10) -- result: 7

You get the impression that this man is earnest.

I empty the vial. Wait for it to work then relax and rest.

The antidote does not seem to take effect immediately so you lie down to rest your now
weak body.

It is a worried sleep you get and when you wake up you do not feel entirely rested but
you at least feel that your strength is back to normal. You look around in the room and
from your bed you can see the stool the Master sat on, behind that is a cupboard with a
mirror on top of it. The floor is made of hard wood and so are the walls. Pictures clothe
the walls together with some candles. The door is to your left and front and it is closed.

I check if I have the stone and my knives, then check my body for any wounds.

You find all your belongings intact and the stone still shimmers with the same black and
yellow glow. Your have some bruises on your body but it is nothing serious and nothing
that should hamper any activity.

I get up and try to open the door.

The touch the door handle and find that the door is unlocked. You open it and face a
long and narrow corridor, all made of the same hard wood as the room you are in. You
can hear feint sounds of people talking.

I walk down the corridor.

After some meters the corridors branch to the right but it also continues forward.

I walk straight ahead.

You eventually come to a door that looks much like the previous door and it is closed.

I try to open it.

The door is either locked or stuck because it does not open.

I try to give it a solid push, but try not to break it.

The door does not move when you push it but it gives away a loud sound and you hear a
voice from the other side saying "We are busy here. Pike Off!". It is a male voice.

"OK." I walk back and head down the other corridor.

You walk back and into the other corridor. This corridor has a door on each side every
four meters or so and you think there are about ten doors all together. The corridor
continues but seem to turn to both the left and right further ahead.



I keep walking.

You come to the end and the corridor splits to the left and to the right. A fork in the road
and you can only take one at the time. Also, now you can hear the voices much clearer.

I try to listen from which direction the voices are coming.

The voices are coming from both directions and it seems to be the same voices.


