What a silly assumption it was, an assumption Konrad Knox used all his life and learned to count on. The steel of the vampire’s long blade went through his throat, and back out, without hitting on of the five vital organs…

Humans. Konrad loved everything about them. He loved being around them, no matter where, in bars, or in battles, he enjoyed their company, and jokes, and the atmosphere they created. His artistic personality helped him fit in so much during these thirteen years, that he never noticed the change.

An orphan son of Oliver Knox and a prostitute Diana Marlon, Konrad Dimitrihi Knox was indeed a human. Until his thirteen’s birthday.

* * *

Growing up on the streets, self taught trickery, thievery, spying and murder, by the age of thirteen, he became already a trained boy, who could outrun, outswim and outwit some of the adult rogues. Coward by nature, young Konrad was used to looking for alternatives to direct conflict.

With the sandy dusty air of Trinsic back alleys, and smell of coal in closed workshops, Konrad inhaled, sucked into his very blood, three rules a rogue must always follow:

Rule one: always dress in dark colors.
Rule two: always have an escape plan.
Rule three: whatever happens, whatever happens, stay away from women.

He sucked them in, alright. But never could get the hang of the last rule. His attraction towards women much older than him started in his early age. An often involuntary guest in prisons, black markets, and a casual waiter in brothels, this little pale skinny rat was snooping his raven black haired head around all sorts of people. Dancers, night ladies, and madams adored the little kid, whose sharp tongue, spontaneity, and ability to sing amused them to death, making them laugh for hours at made up stories. These were the laughs they needed in breaks between the stern prosaic periods of their “work”

So Konrad was young. And despite the rule, he loved. And was loved.

Fifteen year old Sofia, a village girl from one of the small outposts in Yew.

She also did not know her parents, just like Konrad, and was raised by an adopted single mother, who taught her to milk cows, grow grain, fish, and do any other chores a self sufficient woman would need to do alone to survive.

Despite her life conditions, Sofia looked like a little princess, tan, slim, and delicately featured, she grabbed young rogue’s attention right away, when he was sneaking through her barn in order to snatch a watermelon from the wooden cart.

Konrad saw her come into the barn, and his foot slipped, catching his boot in a hanging loop of a rope on top of the plank he was walking, up under the ceiling.

Konrad fell to the ground, but thanks to the rope, was stuck hanging in the air upside down, looking into her face, as she held a box of apples in her tiny hands…  and they started dating. Sunsets under the trees, nights in the forest, kisses on the lips, and childish smiles. After a day in the dirt of the city, Konrad would sneak into Yew to spend time with his favorite girl in the world. 

Fields of lavender became their bed, it was their flower, and nothing would divide them.

Konrad was noticed by powerful people though. They needed him and his skills to be put to use. A child is a perfect killer. A child will not fight anyone in battle, a child will not slay a man with a sword. But all it takes is a crossbow bolt, a drop of poison, a key to the locked gate. For these things, a child was perfect. Especially a child who did not need to be trained, but was already at the top of his league. But how do you make a free spirited boy your mindless slave?

Sofia was kidnapped, and Konrad found a note describing an assignment he was to complete if he ever wanted to see her again.

The mission was close to impossible for a kid, but he attempted it anyway. Getting himself sliced almost to death, with a mutilated body, and unconscious, he was taken in by those who searched him all this time. The mission was all along a setup, of course, but those who found him, never gave out their connections to the assumed target.

It was then, when the thirteen year old boy was turned into a half-elf alchemical assassination machine. His body was slit open, with various enhancements applied to it, then put back together with crude, but solid fashion. His blood was smoothly, yet artificially, integrated with elven, his flesh regeneration was increased several times, his vision improved so much it made eagles look blind, both day and night. His reaction speed and reflexes put cats to shame, and the already sharp ability of rational and logical thought were enhanced by new liquid components and powders added to his system.

A few side effects followed as a price, because the mixture of bloods was still artificial.

What naturally born half-elves had no problems with, Konrad had lost.

Among the malevolent side effects  were his eyes, that have lost their icy blue color, and no longer produced tears due to pain or emotion, hair on his head started swiftly graying out, revealing too much suspicion for a young boy. 

But the most fascinating thing elven alchemists discovered when they awoke their newly engineered toy, was that despite their attempts, Konrad did not lose any of his personality, memory, or conscience. Just like before, he was spontaneous, random, and just like before, he thought himself to be human, in fact, inside he was as human as one could ever be, so, of course, he disobeyed.

Having a chance to play with his new abilities, he thanked his saviors, and ran off, but of course, the elven elders knew how to bring him back. He received another note, and a piece of Sofia’s hair attached to it. And so, he ventured on a new assignment from an “anonymous” customer.

For five years Konrad traveled through realms, and continents, looking for his love. He never failed a mission again, but at delivery time, at his destinations, all he found were more and more letters. They became more bitter and hopeless, when they began to have some of Sofia’s teeth, and fingers attached to them….

This continued for five years, with over thirty powerful people and well protected rulers dead, with over sixty mighty artifacts stolen, until one day, after completing a mission and heading for his reward, he found Sofia dead in an abandoned house.

Konrad was eighteen, and he discovered, that he is slowly burning out. His blood had to be refreshed with more elf blood periodically to keep his abilities sharp. He started aging again.

Without goals in his mind, without love in his heart, and without a future ahead, he wandered into the undiscovered lands of Sosaria. The only things he knew how to do were destroying people, picking locks, and extracting items, so, without seeing any more useful application to these skills, he simply… kept walking, until one day, he didn’t pass out on the road from lack of food and drink.

An old swashbuckler pirate Captain Yaszo Khuul, a Bleaker, found Konrad, and adopted as his apprentice. That was the beginning of Konrad’s new life in Brittania. His life as a Bleaker known as “Knives”. 

“Gray Fox”, “Lavender Rogue”, were some of his names.

“I must forget it all. Whatever it costs me, I must forget it all. I will use all my lies, and I will put on any mask I can, no matter how creative I have to be about it, I will do everything I can to start living again.”

-What should I do, Captain?

-Konrad, neve’ return into the da’rk past, by following yo’ tracks bac’. The’is nuthin’ ther’, lad. Only fear, and shadows. If ye’ feel like drownin’ yourself, drown yourself in life.

“Drown yourself in life”.

Women, drinking, taverns, and piracy. Freedom.

Konrad Knives trusted his mentor with everything. Except his secret. His terrible secret… the secret of his blood.

* * *

What a silly assumption it was, an assumption Knives used all his life and learned to count on. High Enforcer Tirian Krinn assumed him to be mortal. 

The cold blade left Konrad’s throat, sending him into oblivion slowly, he could still hear the last parts of the conversation that went on in the fire-lit room, before he lost it. But nobody checked his pulse. His heart was still beating.

Sleep. Darkness. Pain.

Light. More pain.

Sound. Like chanting, like thumping… thump… thump… thump.

The chemically engineered half elf had opened the colorless eyes.

Piles of dirt were being thrown into his grave, on top of him. His throat was slowly healing already, as the numerous potions slowly kicked in. The dirt quickly helped them heal. Hoping for luck alone, he started digging to the left of himself, he kept going until the dirt on top was too heavy for him to move his hands, then he started forcefully stabbing it with his knives, violently, until he no longer felt his fingers. 

Suddenly the blade hit the wood. 

Konrad’s eyes, giving him full daylight vision in the darkness, recognized the Bleaker symbol on the neighboring coffin. 

He was saved. By ridiculous luck, he was in Palace Cemetery. There was a tunnel here, which he previously dug for himself, just in case he would end up in an uncomfortable situation like this.

Quickly crawling through the tunnel, he exited the nearby grave, looking around.

He saw her, she was still there, his enemies were not with her. Pain was killing every bit of his body, and even more horrible pain gathered in his soul. But once again, he put that rattish grin on, to talk to her.

Her eyes widened in surprise, a sigh of relief escaping her lips, so ever cautiously to not let any invisible eye or ear see or hear her relief, almost afraid to even hold the feeling inside, in case someone would be spot it.

“Keep your promise, and I will always be with you”, he said to her with a smile. “You will be seeing me again, soon.”

“But remember,” he added, “For all you know, I am dead. Konrad Knives does not exist.”

Night took its shift soon, and a day switched with it again. And another night.

Konrad was sneaking among the pillars of the Sanctum towards her room with. He had to see she is safe. Pictures in his mind of her being hit, thrown, chained, whipped – were killing him. Yet even more painful was - knowing she would likely be smiling in the process. Konrad did not want to think about it, he swayed these images away, not letting them return. But what he knew for sure was that he had to take her out of there, he had to be with her, close to her. He had to see her. In his hand, there was a pack of heavy explosives that would blow a room apart. That was just in case he met him.

In his eyes, glowing gray in the darkness, only hatred was burning. Hatred… and revenge. And an assassin’s revenge is a hell of a thing…

He crossed the bridge over lava, and kept steadily moving towards the castle.

And then… it let itself know. He felt it. 

The elven portion of his blood had expired.

Everything became dark, he was blind. Only the glowing red of lava domes gave him a clue of where to head. Using his hearing and senses of orientation only, he made his way in stealth towards the wooden doors. But as the left door of the main hall spread barely open, enough for him to sneak in… a tall dark hooded creature was standing above him, looking him in the face.

He was staring into the face of the Vampire Lord, and next thing he knew… it was over.

“Kal… Ort… Por..”

The reality around Konrad started changing, like a painting being washed off with water, the picture seemed flat, the image faded, pools of blood and the tall halls of the sanctuary intermixed with images of trees, and soon, the engraving on the rune embraced him, and became more real. But the vampire’s claws separated themselves from the dark hand, becoming long, sharp, and metallic bolts, and flew into Konrad’s body, piercing his limbs and joints in several places, a lightning strike to his stomach sent him flying back several feet into…. what was now the wall of Kira’s apartment.

The vampire lord was left behind the changing reality, but Konrad kept flying, carried by the shot’s momentum. 

Bam! Bam bam bam bam bam.

The bolts slammed into the wall, nailing Knives to it. He dropped his weapon, and a sharp cry of pain escaped his lips. He could only feel one hand, it was nailed to the wall at the elbow, and could barely move. He was no longer capable of surviving, but his blood was still allowing him to die slowly. His heart was beating slower and weaker with every minute. He was alone. She was not there.

Words said a long time ago flew through his head: “A woman will bring your demise, Knives. The most lethal thing a rogue can encounter is a woman. They turn a rogue into a fighter, and fighting is something a rogue cannot do.”

He had ten hours of hope to let her find him. Solving this conundrum of survival was no longer possible alone, and he was out of tricks. He knew how she could save him, but writing a complicated set of detailed instructions was impossible. Only one thing was left to do. 

Time was flying away, and Konrad had a challenging task in front of him, he had to, somehow, relate the message to Kira. Something clever, which only she would understand. This task, as he realized, would have to take all the concentration, focus, and life force he had left. So he immediately started.

