His name was Duko, one of the four Generals of Diablo. He stood on the docks of the northern town Darksbane, he smiled at the irony, the very name that should drive his evil soul fleeing was the name that would bring his and his brothers victory. 

The large galleon was anchored a mile out to sea, a small skip was been rowed to the docks. He saw two of his brothers among its crew, Bbrugo and Bragga, he smiled, his plans were coming together. His last brother was still miles away in the city Scimesta, his name, Vizjori. 

The last stages of his plan were coming to an end, in Scimesta Vizjori was finishing off a few lose ends, and in a few weeks he to would be coming to Darksbane to finish their plan and end things once and for all. 

The skip pulled up to the dock, and his two brothers stepped out. "Brothers, welcome." All three were extremely large and handsome men. He gripped their hands tightly. 

"Duko, we have come, is everything going how we planned." 

Duko grinned."Yes brothers, everything is going according to plan." 

"So you have found the vessel." 

"Oh yes, we have found him. I think you will both agree that we will definitely enjoy breaking him down. Brothers his name is Gaidin." 

"The General of the border wars, oh yes Iwill enjoy eating his soul as he bows before Bhaal." 

"And Mephisto." 

"And the highlord Diablo." 

* * * * * * * 

Vizjeri looked over Scimesta, the warrior and Paladin town. He smiled, one week that was all the time he had before his masters vessel arrived, one week for havoc and destruction to devour one of the only towns standing in his and his brothers way to victory. 

He closed his eyes and let the dark magic surround him, he blinked out from sight and appeared in the busy street. 

He noticed a paladin of the light walking towards him, a holy warrior of huge proportions, he had to be careful not to reveal himself.Vizjeri was the most powerful of the four Generals, but against a whole city of holy warriors of the light, one false move and he could be destroyed in an instant. He knew his power and he knew his limits. 

Slowly he began to infect the city, touching citizens and passing on his dark intent, and it that instant devouring there souls, and increasing his power. But he still had the problem of the paladins, how would he remove them from the city? 

Slowly as his darkintent began eating the city he made his way to where his plans would be coming to a head, the government house. 

He stood in the training yard watching the warriors and paladins alike, stripped from their armour and wearing only breeches, practicing with swords and axes. He carried on past the practice yard to the next section, where the paladins battled magical beings created by a sorcerer in ages past. 
The holy warrior gripped his swords in both hands, and began chanting, the sky split open and a white light instantly sought out the magical demon and incinerated it. That was why he would not be able to let himself be known. 

But, there was one advantage he did have, he was able to detect evil in all men, if a man secretly wished to kill another man he would know it, and could use it to his advantage. 

He noticed the paladin he saw earlier in the street striding confidently towards him, and yes, he saw what he had been waiting for, the tiny spark of darkness within his soul, waiting for him to feed it. It was his only defence against the holy warriors, those pure and wholly dedicated to the light were totally immune to him, but if anyone of these had a hint evil within them he could feed that evil, and after a while totally control his soul. 

He reached towards that spark and gripped it in his hand, and slowly let it feed off him. Vizjeri grinned, he had found a way to eliminate the paladins in the city, after a week he would control every citizen, fighter, and every paladin with even a tiny thought of evil, only those totally pure would not be his, but by then he would have the manforce to destroy them, and then when the vessel arrives, he would take up his chance and exult himself above his bothers. 

* * * * * * * * * * 

Duko watched as the man squirmed and struggled against his chains. He smiled, amused at the mans feeble attempts to escape. 

"Ah, Lord Albert, have you had enough, are you willing to listen to me." 

Lord Albert was the ruler of the city. "Never." He snarled, spitting at Duko's feet, "I'll burn in hell before I call you master foul demon." 

Duko grinned, "Oh, I know know my lord Albert, your time here is over." 

He braced himself before the struggling human, changing back into his demon form was always tedious. He loosed his hold on the human mind ( for a demon to change into human form he must take on human characteristics, like thinking, logic. A demon in his true form, is a creature only of death and destruction. ) and felt the coils of his former self fall away. 

Where there was once a human, was now a demon atleast four times the size. Spreading from his has back large wings unfurled. 

Lord Albert, paled, and began blubbering in fear. 

"My master will enjoy devouring your soul." Duko's harsh demon voice grated. 

Flames licked his teeth and mouth. He opened his jaw to impossible widths, and an inferno of incredible heat burst forth from his maw, devouring lord Albert, leaving him writhing and screaming in agony. 

Duko watched as the flames turned the body to ashes, he smiled as he heard the soul struggling against his masters will as it was sucked into the depths of hell ( only those of power can escape a demons trap if killed ). 

He began furling in his enormous wings, letting the pleasure of the demon body pass as he took on the form of the departed lord Albert. 

Everything was going according to orders, at that very moment Bbrugo and Bragga were infecting the warriors of the city, enticing them, filling them with lies and hatred, so when the time for attack came they would obey him without question. 

* * * * * * * * * * * 

Gaidin gripped the axe haft tight in both hands, watching as Bogar circled him. 

They had been attacked twice again since the first night, and each time the demons that came were more powerful. It was Carla's and Tammy's magic that saved them from a bitter death. 

Bogar feinted left, then quickly right, trying to catch Gaidin off guard, but Gaidin was just as quick and was ready for the attack when it came. Bogar used a sword and shield, and though not as powerful as Gaidin's axe, Bogar attacked with lighting speed,and it was all Gaidin could do keep from getting cut. 
They both sparred without their armour, Bogar said it would make him a better warrior, not having to totally rely on the protective steel casing. 

Carla's sharp voice brought them from their sparring."Put on your armour, they come again." 

Bogar grunted."Only three more days, then we will reach Scimesta." 

"If we are alive." Carla said glumly. 

* * * * * * * * * * 

Vizjeri watched as his paladins fought. 

In the three days he had been in Scimesta he had already contaminated more than half the town, and he had found ten paladins that weren't as pure as their brothers, and those to he fed, building their strength. It was almost time, four more days, and he would unleash his force of fallen paladins, and amid the chaos he would snatch up his prize. 

* * * * * * * * * * 
Duko stood in the office that had once belonged to Lord Albert. Before him was one of his officials, filling him in on the cities problems, and his duty to right them. 

He smiled in amusement."Don't worry, in four more days everything comes together." 

He knew of Vizjeri's plans to take credit for the vessel, but Duko had the support of his two brothers, and he had convinced them that in three more days they would travel to Scimesta, and deal with Vizjeri once and for all, and he would take up control of the small armour he had created, and he would take credit, where credit was duly his. 

So ends Part three of the winds of war. Part four continues with GAIDIN ONCE-WARRIOR
