Althalus sneered.  “Your own actions have led to your fall.”  Those were the last words Korit heard as he fell into unconsciousness.  Memories flooded his mind as he cried out in despair – he had failed.
Korit was a moon elf, born into a lower caste family within the high elven clans.  His family was looked down upon and was marked as outsiders.  Though not as well connected or established as the other families, Korit’s family was made up of survivors, willing to do questionable acts for the sake of their protection.  Their community lived semi-isolated in a lush forest, a half-day’s travel to the nearest city, a non-elven community.

Korit grew up working.  His family produced and sold ale and other alcoholic beverages.  One of Korit’s first memories was carrying bucket after bucket of water from a nearby river to fill the still that produced their livelihood.  It was a hard life, but he took what pleasure he could when he could.  Every night, his family would pray to Sehanine Moonbow, Daughter of the Night Skies, patron goddess of moon elves, giving thanks for their lives and the strength She gave their family.

Korit learned the trade well.  He also learned that his father sometimes brewed “special batches” with strange equipment.  Some of the special batches glowed weirdly, some were noxious, making Korit sick to his stomach, and some exploded harmlessly into clouds of obscuring gas.  From time to time, his father would disappear for several days to deliver his special batches.  Korit never knew where he went.

Outside of the family business, the games Korit played growing up planted the seeds for skills that would prove necessary for survival.  Hide and seek, capture the flag, blind man’s bluff, and others – they were all games for children, but they also focused on developing stealth and balance, and they honed the senses.   Pranks and little escapades were the norm, but every day, Korit would return home to a household full of hardship.  It was a rough upbringing, but he took it all in stride.

As he grew from a toddler, he noticed that his “friends” and their families, the people he grew up with, began to treat him differently.  Their parents would shoo him away.  His peers, instead of playing as equals, began treating him as a servant.  Or stopped playing with him altogether.  The games they used to play were no longer fun.  When he was 14 years old, Korit came home with a bloody face.  As the wound healed, it formed a long, thick, rough scar that ran down his left cheek.  His parents were worried.  When they asked him what had happened, his face lost all emotion.  “A childhood prank that got serious.”  His demeanor changed and an edge crept into his voice.  Though still good at heart and willing to help his family and community (up to a point), his tone was tinged with sarcasm and bitterness.

Soon, Korit was spending more and more time away from his home.  He made friends with some less-than-reputable citizens in the neighbouring city.  The business was running well and Korit was not needed on a daily basis to help run it anymore.  He returned dutifully every night, unscathed and unharmed, so his parents saw no reason to restrict him.  Korit was a quick study and soon he was moving with a gracefulness and silence that many of his older, and more experienced, mentors might have envied.  Korit could walk across a room paved with broken glass and metal without making a sound.  Not that he would show off his skills to his new friends.  Korit was wise enough to know that competition is best crushed before it becomes a threat.

During one of his outings to supplement his income, Korit approached his mark in the crowded marketplace.  He seemed to stumble; his hand darted forward towards the purse hanging at her side.  Like a striking snake, her hand lashed out and caught his arm, and held it in a vise-like grip.  Turning on her heel, she seemed to be helping Korit keep his balance, when in fact she was twisting his arm in a painful armlock.  Guiding him to a nearby alley, Korit saw that she had not drawn any weapon.  With a leaping twist, he partially ran up the wall and somersaulted over her, who should have been his prey, breaking her grip.  She brought her other fist up and around, looking to club Korit on the top of his head as he landed.  With a quick tumble, he brought up both arms to block her strike.  He knew she was stronger than she appeared.

The blow brought Korit to his knees and threatened to push him down even further.  As he held her fist above his head, Korit saw the small smile on her face.  A flash of anger and surge of energy rushed through him.  Pushing both arms up, Korit forced her back as he followed through with a stinging backhand.  His senses were beyond sharp.  He could see the individual strands of hair on the back of his hand as it swung out and was caught again by her waiting hand.

“Stop.”  Until that moment, their struggle had been silent.  Not even the sound of their labored breathing could be heard.  The word was so disjointed from the moment that Korit stopped his struggle.  She looked at him curiously.  “You have stayed focused and calm, even in the face of utter defeat.  That is a rarity.”

Korit was mesmerized by her voice.  Not knowing what to say, he just shook his head.  “My name is Althalus.  Come with me.”  Not knowing why, Korit nodded in agreement and followed her as she led him to an abandoned and decrepit building.  The doors to the building opened for them silently, without a touch of her hand.  As they walked in, several figures emerged from the shadows and flanked Korit.  Though he should have felt alarmed at what was going on, Korit felt a sense of purpose and destiny wash over him – he was meant to be here.
Korit returned home later that night, unscathed and unharmed, but now with a purpose in mind.  He had begun training in a more regimented manner as Althalus and her band showed him new skills and techniques.   During their initial encounter, Althalus had toyed with Korit.  He should have been furious, but instead, he was grateful for the opportunity to expand his abilities.

Time passed as he grew to trust Althalus more and more.  And that was exactly what she wanted.  Korit described the history of his elven enclave and the richness of the culture he grew up in, but Althalus focused on the description of buildings, placement of defenses, and the location of precious material goods.

Months passed, and Korit trusted Althalus enough to provide her a tour of his home enclave.  That proved to be his undoing.  Althalus left, praising Korit for the beauty of his home.  That night, shadows skulked about, picking specific targets and making away with irreplaceable elven treasures.
A creaking noise woke Korit from his sleep.  Rising up silently, he made his way to the shrine in his family’s home.  A figure clad in black gently removed the family heirloom from its case – a mithral necklace studded with moonstones, a holy relic from Sehanine Moonbow herself.  With a snarl, Korit jumped forward, hoping to stop the thief where he stood.  With a quick turn and a leaping tumble, the thief planted her foot on the back of Korit’s neck as he sprung, forcing his face down into the ground hard.  Korit was knocked unconscious and left there, bleeding and broken, to be found by his clan the next morning.
“You did this!”  Korit was confused.   Then he was shown the note left behind.  Thanks for the tour Korit.  The note was unsigned, but Korit knew who had written it.  As words and trash flew all around him, Korit fled his home in search of Althalus.  When he returned to her headquarters, Korit found it was empty.  Thus began his search for redemption.

You are on the trail of the one that stole your family heirloom. You have hunted her down for several weeks. You have followed him deep within the earth, following various cavern systems. She sets camp in a dark corner of rock formation. And falls asleep smoking some sort of pipe weed. you stealthily approach to end her life and recover what is rightfully yours, As you strike, you feel as though you have been tricked, she was never asleep, she knew you were following her and she lead you hear into a trap. Time seems to slow as your weapon reaches for her heart, but then, she waves a hand and you are immobilized, she stands tall next to you and inspects you while you are helpless, yes, you will fetch quite the price, she flexes with all her might and muscles bulging, from the corner of your eyes you see what seems to be batwing coming out of her armor. She bring down her fist upon your cheek, and you fall into darkness as you taste your own blood.

Althalus sneered.  “Your own actions have led to your fall.”
