Then there is a moment between heart beats.
DEATHWOLF lops off the head of a shambling undead. Gazing around, there are no more targets. He pauses to catch his breath. Looking around, he sees that his new family is alright. The escort assignment, Orcus, is standing there with his device, seemingly unscratched and unsullied. The device is supposed to stabilize a gate between worlds. DEATHWOLF does not understand Etherialist business, but this seems tactically a poor idea; a portal to a “Godless World” with Murder Deer and Vampires seems foolish.  How many bad decisions are being driven by corrupt rulers like Orcus? Maybe Sulith is right, the rulers of this world are overdue for harvesting. He wishes he could gaze into their lovely face and ask about her fascination with Undeath. How can she defy the Dark One’s will to return souls to the wheel? So wrong, but also right. The ground is scattered with the dead and dying. 
Then there is a moment between heart beats.
DEATHWOLF’s eyes go blank. Instantly he is standing before his beloved Commander. Artessa is telling him not to worry. She trusts the Admiral’s plan. Just as the Sultan of Kishar was assassinated by an insider, the Admiral’s agents will unlock the port gates. They sail in at night, and easily bypass the port defenses. DEATHWOLF protests; it should be him and the scouts that secure the breach. His beloved reassures him, “This is my decision and worry. I need you to accompany the new recruits, as this will be their first siege.” DEATHWOLF has watched Artessa grow from fresh recruit, to sergeant, and now Commander in less than a few decades. She has no idea how much he loves her and she never will. He sees her decision is resolute, and he salutes her.
Then there is a moment between heart beats.
DEATHWOLF slips into his training. He begins to yell for the guild’s fallen to be dragged into the Guild House to be ministered to by the priests. He orders the undead to be dragged into funeral pyres.  He knows the carrion that feast on souls are coming, as they always come with an event of mass death. He listens to the wind for the howl of the Dark One’s Harolds. The Deathwolves will come to escort the glorious dead to the wheel. He listens for the trampling of the Dark Rider, the Reaper of Souls. Bewildered, he hears only the wind. “Where is the rider, where are my wolves?” DEATHWOLF feels the cold wind of a World without Gods. The circling of carrion birds usually brings comfort, but the Ravens of this world are wrong. Then he feels the gaze of a different divine. From the Sky streaks 4 green glowing meteors, slamming into the ground.  A dust cloud streaks past the Adventurer’s Guild from the savage impact into the earth. When the dust part, it is not meteors, but rather 4 strange glowing swords. Hands emerge from the earth, pealing back soil, revealing a huge Avatar of Sulith. The 4-armed, 2-headed Avatar of Sulith stands and collects the eldritch blades. A bellowing challenge from the physical Manifestation has issued a challenge that delights DEATHWOLF. With a howl, DEATHWOLF activates his wind rune and leaps into the sky. Landing behind the Avatar, he swiftly stabs it in the head. Losing sight of his guildmates, DEATHWOLF is lost in blood lust. Today he will die fighting a Goddess. 
There is a moment between heart beats.
DEATHEWOLF and the Raven Company recruits run along the docks. As they approach the gate from their disguised merchant vessels, he spots that something is off. The Merchants on the docks are still. Olodeth screams, “the gates are locked, we are betrayed.” Both Merchants and Mercenaries throw off disguises. It’s the accursed Adventurer’s Guild standing ambush and not dock workers! Etherealist portals open and more adversaries arrive. DEATHWOLF calls for a retreat to the ships. A series of explosions as casters hurl Meteor Swarms into the Ravens. DEATHWOLF charges forward, cutting down the mage. In a rampage, DEATHWOLF loses himself until he realizes he’s surrounded in a pile of bodies. Looking back, he smiles as the recruits board the ship, safe to fight another day. Then he spots on the horizon many ships flying the colors of the Nocturnal Empire. In a gout of flame, the Raven’s ships and the Kishar docks are transformed into a hellscape. They are doomed, caught between the Adventurer’s Guild and the Empire. Despair hits as he sees his Commander disappear into the blaze. His eyes go dark, and there is nothingness except rage. May the Admiral be cursed is his last thought.
Then there is a moment between heart beats.
The Avatar of Sulith has crushed the front line of Calder and Shoya. DEATHWOLF commands the last archer and two medics to retreat. He narrowly dodges the Blades of a Goddess and dips behind a wall. The two healers channel healing energy into him. He’s lost the archer Masuda in the darkness. This moment certainly seems desperate. DEATHWOLF howls in defiance, but exhaustion is kicking in. He’s done. He sees the dancing lights of Kami swirl around Jo’s head, as they unleash a powerful blast of spiritual energy. The quiet returns of the howling wind. The Avatar of Sulith is defeated. DEATHWOLF is again shocked by the lack of sound of ghostly wolves. “What does it mean when the Harvest does not come for souls, in a world with only one Goddess?” Deathwolf shudders. 
Then there is a moment between heart beats.
DEATHWOLF is in Ëlinyr’s Bookstore. He’s serving Bunyi a drink. He’s listening to them recount the last week. DEATHWOLF, ‘We had a deal Bunyi, you were going to help me find the Sultan’s Assassin.” 
“Sorry old wolf, but it’s a long story. See, we went to Embra-Jaka, where we were supposed to just see how the people would feel about being under the Empire's control. Turns out, they hate the Empire. So I figured 'Hey, why don't we just free them?' So I made an incredibly distracting performance to keep a guy from getting flogged to death. Team Stealth and Ridiculously Quiet Murder took the opportunity to 'recover' the weapons from the imperial garrison and give them to the people of the town. We absolutely demolished the garrison with me as the glorious head of this underdog peasant army. Unfortunately, it turns out that if you sign your own name on fraudulent documents to cover up a theft, Rahlee will eventually figure it out. So Eshisigi and I had to fuck off before Nadir could arrest us. I'm sure you're wondering why I even agreed to meet you in this bookstore. My airship is leaving in like 5 minutes anyway, so you should not have time to call Nadir, let alone have him arrive. I'll be back in a few months when the heat's died down. Let me know if you still need help with your thing when I get back."
DEATHWOLF nods, “I would have little to do with Nadir. Do fix your problems and keep Eshisigi safe. Most of all, I wish you safe journey to Prinya.”
Bunyi hurries off and bumps into Ze’Zahri; who shoots them a confused look. Ze begins to say something, then shakes their head. “I don’t want to ask, do I?”
DEATHWOLF replies, “What may I serve you my friend?” Ze orders a Confederation Cream Soda. Ze begins, “So the gossip is, did you know Bunyi and Eshisigi are under arrest, but escaped Nadir using one of Bunyi's sonic devices? They're most likely in Prinya.” DEATHWOLF nods. “Yes.” Ze smiles, “Of course you do, never mind. Okay, did you know about Aditi? She joined the Daihonsha and gained a high station?”
“Also, how about this, did you know our resident Chaplain Atharya is retiring from the guild in pursuit of Ark, and to run her orphanage. The Tomb of Kings has been opened and the guild found a horde of riches! We are all getting a bonus. Also, Councilor Orcus has a device that will stabilize the rift to Cyrillia. Yep, that is the gossip, I do not think I forgot something.” He then pauses his speech to sip his beverage. DEATHWOLF looks at him with a smile. Ze asks, “What, why are you smiling?” 
DEATHWOLF chuckles, “That was a lot.” I did know about the Tomb of the King, as I was there. But do you know about the 4 horned individual, Cyl’s mom, or about the Eternal Librarian?” Ze shook his head. “Do you think this portal to a “Realm Without Gods” is a good idea?”
Ze, “Yes, I mean there are opportunities, right?” DEATHWOLF drops his smile, “Yes, that’s what I am concerned about, not everything is gold.”
From the back of the room, Atharya coughs, and lowers a book that had obscured her face. Ze turns around and seems embarrassed. “Sorry, I didn’t see you there in the back, Atharya.”

“I came to Ëlinyr’s Bookstore for a travel guide. You are right, I am retiring to find Ark, hence the book. Also, Bunyi and Eshisigi confessed to the heist on behalf of the Lady of the Forest. You left off that the temple heads of Diamond City are all busy in a conclave, discussing mass loss of faith in most of the gods, due to their lack of intervention during the Flame War, with exception of the Twins, which helped spare Maha’vira; and Nivone because the celestine babies are flying again. Also, Bunyi is not the only guild member to go astray; Mags is on probation after being captured for "Aggravated Assault Against the Spirit" between gatherings; she is now essentially always leashed to Nadir. The 4-horned person you refer to, DEATHWOLF, is ‘The Seeker of Peace.’ That esteemed individual decided to give up his immortality to become an initiate of the Temple of Nivone, and become a Chaplain. I conducted the ritual, leading him to transformation into a mortal felblooded. He is a relative of Nadir, as Nadir talked about finally accepting him fully as his brother-in-law. DEATHWOLF nods.

Then there is a moment between heart beats.
DEATHWOLF’s eyes clear and he’s back in Cyrillia. Calder is talking to him. “Why did you drop that werewolf I subdued?” Looking confused, DEATHWOLF replies, “Because they are wild and dangerous.” Calder answers, “Wrong, they are tools of the Vampire rulers of the Land. They were once Champions of Nature and can be rehabilitated with a vegetarian diet. They are my family, jerk.” DEATHWOLF replies, “I’m deeply sorry Calder, I had no idea. How can I help?” Calder answers, “If you help me capture them and rehabilitate them, we are even.” DEATHWOLF nods. “It would be my honor.”

DEATHWOLF looks around the battlefield. The fallen members of the Adventurer’s Guild are dragged back into the Guild Hall for the healers. The bonfires are being gathered to send off the Undead. There is still no sign of the Dark Rider, which leaves him to feel a shudder of fear. DEATHWOLF says aloud, “But what of the dead, will their souls not be harvested?” Gazing to the forest, he spots a curious 4 eyed raven. DEATHWOLF nods to the Raven and wanders off into a mist-shrouded forest. Calder and the others do not notice, as they are engaged in securing the Cyrillian Guild Hall, when suddenly there is a bright explosion. Orcus’s device has malfunctioned. Then there is nothingness.

Then there is a moment between heart beats.
DEATHWOLF hears his mother tell the tale of his naming. “Little one, you are honored with this name. The Deathwolves are the Harolds of the Rider in Darkness, the Reaper of Souls. It is their sacred duty to escort the worthy to the Wheel of Reincarnation. You will someday grow to be strong. I dedicate you to our Dark Lord as a gift. Sweet dreams little one.” As DEATHWOLF lays in his crib, the mists roll in. He hears the howls of the wolves for the first time. He listens as Ravens gather at the windowsill.  He drifts to sleep with a smile, and dreams of death.
