
Nashiira
A draenei woman was racing on her dark dreadsteed through the snows of Dragonblight, heading northwest to Fordragon Hold from Wintergard Keep.  Small circles of blue flame quickly burned themselves out in the snow where her mount’s steady feet had just been.  The harsh west wind blew off the cliffs of Wintergrasp, her white pigtails seemingly hovering behind her.  She barely noticed cool air on her face as it rushed past her.  Nashiira was a death knight, a former soldier under Arthas’ command.  Released free of his will with the other knights of Acherus, she struggled nearly daily for her rightful place to fight alongside her past comrades of the Alliance.  While King Wrynn had proclaimed that all of the former allies were to be accepted, too many people remember the short reign of terror they inflicted upon the Scarlet Crusade in Havenshire and New Avalon.
She was to meet up with the Alliance forces at Angrathar - The Wrathgate, where Highlord Bolvar was preparing to arrest or kill Arthas for his crimes against Azeroth.  No one had seriously expected him to lay down his sword, Frostmourne, and go without a fight.  He had killed thousands and unspeakably gave “life” back to them, turning them into undead minions against the very people they had just been fighting with.  Nashiira was joining this battle not only for her brothers and sisters who had lost their lives, but for her own lost life.  She had also been taken from this world and retribution would be hers.
The wall was still miles away but she could see plumes smoke rising from a battle already in progress.  There was no way to tell how the fight was going from this distance.  It would be a hard-fought battle and knowing what Arthas was capable of she would be willing to give her life, again, for the cause.
Her thoughts drifted back to the past.  This was not the first time she was to fight the armies of Arthas.  Back then she was a young priestess of The Light, her name was Nasokim.  Young for a draenei as she was over 1,000 years old by her best reckoning of Azerothian time.  Most draenei didn’t count their age since they lived so long.  Besides what planet do they go by?  Argus?  Draenor?  Azeroth?  Any of the other countless planets they had been to while feeling the Burning Legion?  When The Exodarcrashed onto Azeroth while making their escape from Outland, she had made the decision to fight along side the Alliance.  They shared a similar goal, ward off or destroy the Legion.  After many trials and tribulations between Kharazan to the Black Temple, Nasokim finally was ready to partake in the battle to reclaim Tempest Keep from Kael’thas and stop him from summoning Kil’jaeden at the Sunwell.
After a very short reprieve from the continuous fighting, Arthas sent numerous floating dread citadels filled with scores of undead minions to attack various strategic areas of Azeroth.  Nasokim was sent to the front lines of the Eastern Plaguelands to fight with the Argent Dawn outside Light’s Hope Chapel.  It was here, during this fiercest of battles that she was slain.  Before her body could be recovered it had vanished from the battlefield.  In fact, everyone that had died was just... gone.  It was clear that Arthas was up to something because the fallen heroes had not been immediately reanimated but taken away, but to where?
Nasokim never saw the fabled gold light at the end of the tunnel.  She remembered being knocked onto the ground, nothing more.  Her eyes opened, she was levitating due to an unknown force.  Her robes had been tattered, barely held together by threads.  She felt no embarrassment at how much was revealed, she felt nothing but a slight chill that entwined her entire body.  Looking up, before her stood one of the coldest, darkest figure known to the world - Arthas.  He was holding her with his necrotic magic.  A loud, scathing voice resonated around her.  “A priestess.  Weak!”  He turned to a man in blue armor that stood to his side.  “Was this the best the Alliance could muster?”  Nasokim fell to the ground.  Pushing herself up with her hands as Arthas turned towards the blacksmith and continued, “Armor her and give her a runeblade.  She may not be powerful, but she will learn.  When other draenei see her their will shall be crushed as they struggle to come to terms as they fight against someone that was once so pure.”
Over the course of a few weeks Nasokim was taught how to fight with her new runeblade.  Her memory of her past was very faint and spotty and could not even recall her name.  Looking up at the sky one night on an upper balcony of Acherus she felt drawn to the heavens.  Not understanding how she knew them, she thought of the constellations and their stars.  Nashiira.  Why did that stand out?
A shadow from something large overhead broke Nashiira out of her daydream.  She looked up, “Alexstrasza!”  The Queen of the red dragonflight was on her way to assist with the fight!  Even if there had been difficulties at the Wrath Gate, having a dragon on your side had to ensure victory.  She only hoped there would be something left when she arrived to quench this thirst for revenge.
Moments later, riding harder than ever, Nashiira could make out the watchtowers of Fordragon Hold.  A fire raged high over the battlefield.  She could see people fleeing, screaming in terror.  What had happene?  Something is not right.
People running... everything on fire... New Avalon and Havenshire.  She had once unleashed such devastation.  When Arthas felt his death knights were ready he sent them to wreak havoc on the Scarlet Crusade’s zealots.  The Scarlets were a people hellbent on destroying everything unliving or if the need should arise, anyone that may get in their way.  Nashiira murdered countless villagers in cold blood, burned hundreds with the fiery breath of a skeletal dragon.  She felt nothing but unholy rage as men, women and children begged her for mercy.  The entire time the Lich King whispered into her ear from afar, controlling her actions - teaching her of her role as his servant of death.
A man donned in an Alliance tabard was running in her direction.  Nashiira called out to him but he gave her no notice.  Jumping off her mount she stood in his path, “Stop!”  Her tall demeanor did nothing to halt him as he breezed by her.  Turning around she held out her hand, “I said come here!”  A dark hand came from no where, grabbing the solder and dropping him into the snow before her.  “Vhat is going on?  Vhy are you running?”
“F-f-f-forsaken!  Gas everywhere... so many dead... humans, orcs, ghouls... even Arthas was weakened.”  He struggled on the ground from his dark restraints.  “Let me go you undead bitch!  You monster!”  Nashiira gave no outward reaction to him and allowed the shadow magic to let him go.  The man stood up, spit at her hooves and continued to run.  Out here in the dragon wastelands there were few places to go to for safety within running distance, especially if another blizzard came through.  He would likely perish soon enough on his own.
Mounting back up on her dreadsteed she continued on her way, unsure really of what to expect.  A wall of low fires circled the area and she pulled near, her steed trotted over them not affected at all by the flames.  In the middle stood Queen Alexstrasza and her consort Korialstrasz, both in dragonform as they looked over the battlefield.  The charred remains of countless soldiers lay everywhere from the fires the two had evidentially used to clean the area of the mysterious poison gas.  Nashiira forced dark memories to the back of her mind.  So much death yet she could see grass and flowers blooming in patches around the scorched earth.  Life was returning due to Alexstraza’s magic.
In the mess lay a shield with the Alliance crest, this was Bolvar’s.  Nashiira bent to pick it up, it was heavily burnt from the fire.  A soft, majestic voice came from above her.  She turned to see the Queen of the Dragons behind her, “Our fate is emblazoned upon our souls at birth.  Bolvar’s fall, while tragic, was unavoidable.  All that you can do now is honor your hero.  Present the shield to Varian, tell him this, ‘All is not lost.  From the ashes of the fallen will rise a force that will unite nations and purge evil from this world.’  He mustn’t lose faith.  Go now, Nashiira.  Your people need a hero.  They need you.”  Nashiirafelt something.  She felt the dragon’s warmth, the life within her.  Not since she had been awoken so many months had she been able to feel anything pleasurable aside from satifaction from sating her bloodlust.  She felt sorrow, yet also joy.
Her mind drifted to happy times when she was a child, playing with her friends.  Going to school, taking her first steps touching and feeling empowered The Light.  Becoming an acolyte, graduating to be a priestess.  The day the Burning Legion found them yet again; racing to the trans-dimensional ships to flee again.  Fire engulfing the planet.  Fast forward, yet still in the past her memories swayed down another path.  To losing him...  The sorrow, the rage of feeling him taken away... wanting revenge against the demonic beings that chased them down.  For taking him away from her.  Anger filled her heart.  She was helpless to save him.  She felt hopelessness engulf her as she recalled losing him forever that day.
Nashiira shook her head.  As quickly as her feelings had returned they were gone again.  It was a memory of the only time in her life she had such fueled rage.
She bowed before the Queen and returned to her mount.  “Yes, your Highness.”  It would take a few days to return to Wintergarde and hire a gryphon to Vanguard for passage back to Stormwind.  She hadn’t seen Varian since the day she broke free of the Scourge.  Returning with the shield of one of his best friends and confidants was not going to be pleasant.
 
 
When Nashiira was gone, Korialstrasz turned to Alexstrasza, “My Queen, do they know?”
“No, my beloved.  They must not discover the fate of the young paladin. Not yet.”
Korialstrasz nodded, “They will not.”

Nashiira Part 2:  The Search for a Real Title
 
The guests of Cantrips and Crows tavern in the Dalaran sewers were typically the outcasts of Azeroth, rarely staying for more than a few nights.  Nashiirafound it to be a perfect place to stay low while in Dalaran since it had so few regulars.  She lay with her eyes closed in a back room on a hammock, the standard bedding there.  Pressed up against her side were her winter robes, wrapped around something fairly large and shaped like an urn.  The room was dark except for the nearly burned out embers of the cooking stove and the faintly glowing runes of her blade.  In the hammock to her left was a dark, one-eyed, man whose snoring almost drowned out the noise from the bar.  To her right rested a tauren woman, a sprite darter resting on her stomach.  Thank goodness I have no need to sleep, she thought to herself, that snoring would wake the dead.  She found it hard to break the old habits of the living so she often used nightfall as a chance to meditate, giving the impression of sleeping as she no longer had the need for it.
The sprite darter on the woman next to her began to flutter which caused Nashiira to open her eyes to see what was going on.  She could see the silhouette of someone sneaking around at the foot of her bed.  Gripping her runeblade she bolted up, catching the mysterious person off-guard and shoving them to the ground.  Holding them down with her hoof Nashiira opened the nearby stove to shed a bit of light onto this figure.  The light glow revealed a small human man, fear in his eyes.  “Vho are you?” she demanded.  The man was trembling. His lips quivered but he did not answer.
“What’s going on?!” the tauren woman had awakened in a panic.
“Nothing!  Go back to sleep!” Nashiira turned and shouted.  The woman was already gathering her things to flee, dropping one of her totems and picking it up she hastily made her way out the door.  With Nashiira’s attention diverted the shadowy figure had time to make a move.  Grabbing his dagger he stabbedNashiira in the upper leg causing her to stumble to her knees.  The man rose up, ready to strike again but was quickly knocked onto his back again with a push of her runeblade as she stood up.  “That vas a very big mistake.”  Nashiira thrust her sword into the man’s heart killing him instantly.  She could see the terror that had been in his eyes via the glow of the runes on her sword.
Grabbing a nearby torch and lighting it she gave the man a more careful look.  Under his cloak he wore a crimson armband which bore the crest of The Scarlet Onslaught.  She ripped it off and tied up the knife wound to seal it up since her body wouldn’t be anytime soon.  Reaching into her small backpack she pulled out some corpse dust and sprinkled it onto the fallen Scarlet.  With a minor incantation and a wave of her runeblade, the body came back to life.  More appropriately back to unlife.  Connected to the creature mentally through the power of her weapon, she instructed it to rise and follow her.  The lifeless man stood, waiting for its mistress.  Nashiira put her armor on, grabbed the object she was guarding and left the tavern, limping slightly.  The ghoul trailed mindlessly as the barkeep stared, not much surprised him these days.  In the room she left behind the one-eyed man continued snoring loudly.
Not far from the tavern was a sewer pipe that not used for its intended purpose since the day Dalaran was moved high above Northrend.  Now it has a multitude of uses to the miscreant denizens of the city.  It was most known for one task these days, getting rid of things.  Nashiira’s hooves slashed in the muck that now covered the bottom of the pipe, her new minion close behind.  Approaching the end she could see it was dusk and a light, cool breeze blew in her face.  Walking the ghoul to the ledge she turned it around to face her, “Let’s see if ve can find anything more about you.”  Ruffling through his pockets she found little aside from a few gold pieces, some jerky and… Aha!  A folded up parchment revealing a note scribbled with information detailing Nashiira’s recent involvements, where she likely would be found at any given time and orders to take the urn, even if this meant death.  It was signed “B.W.”  Her brow raised in quiet contemplation for just a moment before heading back towards the city, a limp still in her step.  Having served its purpose, the ghoul acknowledged its final silent command and walked off the edge to its new resting place among the wilderness of Crystalsong Forest.
Nashiira made her way to Krasus’ Landing where her flying machine awaited.  She had gained an aptitude for mechanical objects since her rebirth; her mind was much clearer with little but vengeance on the mind.  She stoked its furnace, letting it warm up while she packed her gear.  She was heading to meet up with Thassarian, she had something to deliver, and something apparently sought after by others.  She lifted off towards the dark north, The Skybreaker awaited.
Nashiira’s thoughts drifted to not long ago.  She had helped a small group of crusaders break into and lay siege to Naxxramas.  Each lieutenant, each commander, each general was a small repayment in retribution for her.  Nearly everyone and everything in there had assisted in training her as an instrument for The Lich King’s use.  She was recreated as a one-person army at the disposal of his every command.  If it were up to her she’d take this citadel for herself and crash it straight into Icecrown for her own personal mission.  It wasn’t up to her and the Alliance needed to break down this bastion if they were going to make much progress towards their final goal.  Noth, Thaddius, Lady Bleaumoux, they all felt the sting of her runeblade as she mercilessly took their existence from this world.  Her rage calmed slightly after each kill, but something still wasn’t right.  No matter how good it felt to take these murderer’s lives, it didn’t bring back any of her life.  She would never be her old self again.  This only served to drive her to a new hatred.
The bones of Sapphiron lay behind her.  The small task force was resting behind her, catching their breath and warming up after the chilling battle they had just overcome.  Nashiira could hear him.  She could hear the traitor’s voice calling to her; Kel’Thuzad was mocking her in her thoughts.  Worthless.  I knew we should have left you in the pile of bodies for ghoul food.  No simple priestess would ever make a good solder.  Step into my lair and I’ll see to it you are assigned to something simple like mining saronite after I kill you… again.  She ran forward ahead of the group, down the hallway that led to Kel’Thuzad.  Iron gates shut behind her closing the passage for her backup and locking her in with the mage turned monster.
The white-haired woman stood before the lich, his body not resembling at all what it used to be in life.  Her runeblade was drawn and she was in the attack position.  “Foolish little draenei!  Coming in here alone to face the greatest necromancer of all time?”
“You?  You were the one that killed me?”
“No.  But you rage led you to me by your lonesome self.  Now kindly die!”  Kel’Thuzad’s hands started to glow blue, frost was forming at his fingertips.  Nashiira charged at him, casting an green magic shell around herself.  A frostbolt launches towards her but is deflected off.
“Have you forgotten what powers our mentor has granted me?”  Another frostbolt reflected off her magic shield.
Kel’Thuzad was caught off-guard but was not unprepared.  As Nashiira was just feet from him his cold gaze bore down on her.  She was no longer moving, she couldn’t move any part of her body.  Her eyes were frozen shut and her runeblade was high overhead ready to strike.  Nashiira had been trapped in a block of ice.  “Perhaps you were unaware but before your little ship crashed I was also a powerful mage in the Kirin Tor.  Your pithy defenses will do little to aid you.”
Beneath Nashiira a dark circle was forming.  A blast of shadow magic was incoming and she could do nothing…or couldn’t she?  The ice block was beginning to crack but would it be soon enough?  Sensing it was this or nothing she calmed the rage in her mind, struggling to attain a meditative state.  In her thoughts she called upon the Naaru to aid her.  The Light may have damned her but would the draenei’s protectors?  A golden glow surrounded Nashiira, erecting a bubble around her.  She could not move but did not feel restrained, but safe.  The shadow attack growing beneath her struck the protected woman, weakening the shield but causing her no harm.  The bubbled faded just as the necromancer’s attack waned.  She ducked behind an alcove out of sight, pulling a tonic of healing from her side and drank it down.  She felt better, but not much.
“Come out, little girl.  I’ll tell you what.  You may be my champion instead of working in the saronite mines.  I can grant you pow…”  He was cut off.  Nashiira had turned from around the corner and encased him in chains of ice.
“I too have frost powers.  I vill never join you or the Lich King again.  You vill fall just as… as…” she fell to her knees holding her runeblade in one hand and clutching her forehead with the other.  Her mind had turned into a haze.  She could hear Kel’Thuzad calling to her in her head.  Sharing the space with him was that deep, cold voice.  The Lich King’s commands were resonating through her body.  Nashiira slowly stood up, unable to control her actions.  Her runeblade’s tip dragged across the floor as she helplessly walked zombie-like towards the lich.  She could now hear muffled voices, excited voices between the hidden the commands of the ones in her head.
A blood elf death knight burst into the chamber closely followed by the small army Nashiira had originally entered the necropolis with.  “Nashiira!  Snap out of it!”  The blood elf stabbed her own blade into the back of the distracted lich as the mages began their assault upon him.  Nashiira screamed in unholy terror as the link between her and Kel’Thuzad was severed, dropping her blade and grabbing her forehead with both hands.
A night elf woman ran up to Nashiira, holding her close with one arm granting her a healing touch to mend up her wounds from the other.  “You will be safe, old friend.”
“Th-thank you.”  She stood there dazed for a moment before remembering where she was.  Not far from her she saw the blood elf pulling her sword from the body of the cold lich.  A small urn lay on its side next him, it was his phylactery.  The object that contained the soul of the person they used to be.  If not destroyed the lich would regenerate its body within months, possibly weeks.  The smallish death knight picked it up and walked to Nashiira who was now standing on her own power.  “When Morgraine heard the Alliance was attacking the citadel ahead of schedule he sent me to assist.  Sorry I was late.”  Handing the phylactery to Nashiira she continued, “Take this to Thassarian.  He’ll know what to do with this.  As I was leaving Dalaran I was told by my commander to head to Wintergrasp.  I said I’d be there immediately but I made a slight detour.”  Nashiira thought there was almost a tinge of amusement in the way she said that.  “Al diel shala.  Safe travels.”  The sin’dorei woman turned and exited.
Cannon fire exploded around Nashiira as she was abruptly forced out of her daydream.  The Skybreaker was firing a warning shot.  So lost in thought she had missed firing the customary blue flare to give advance warning she was a friendly.  She reached down quickly under her seat for her flare gun and fired a shot to the side, there was only one warning shot.
Landing on the deck and shutting off the engine Nashiira stepped onto the deck, her hooves clacking on the floor.  She was met by dwarves holding their rifles to her face with Captain Justin Barlett and Thasarrian close by.  “Stand down, men.  She’s no enemy.”  When they withdrew she walked straight to the only other death knight on the ship.
“It is good to see you,” she said in her normal, monotone voice.
“As with you, Nashiira.  What brings you out here?”
“Follow me.”  They made their way to the back of her gyrocopter where she opened a pack.  Thassarian knew what it was immediately, his voice’s volume raised in excitement as he picked it up
“You were right to bring this to me.  I’ll have it brought to The Shadow Vault immediately to be disposed of.  Great work, Nashiira.”
“I can’t take all of the credit, but thank you.”
Thassarian walked away slowly, pushing his way through the dwarves still standing guard.  He turned and talked louder over the hum of the turbines holding the ship in the air.  “As quickly as you’ve arrived regretfully I must ask you to again head to the fray, potentially.  There is something going on in The Storm Peaks.  Word has reached us speaking of the Titans and something about The Old Gods.  The Alliance and Horde are too busy dealing with Arthas to look into it but I think this is too risky to ignore.  Brann Bronzebeard is leading a small army of volunteers to check things out.  I want you to take any supplies you need from the Skybreaker and make your way to Ulduar.”
Nashiira nodded and restarted her copter.


