Cindread walked alone in the empty grey expanse. Once considered to be one of the greatest salt infuser to live, he  now wandered as a vagrant in the desert. The wind tore at his clothes and blew sand into his eyes. The elements consumed his life with each wearying step. 
The setting sun cast uncertain shadows over the desolate landscape. Over two centuries of life, and it is ended in a single moment. Years ago, the thought would have seemed absurd. What was death to one with the infusion of health? He would only have to drain his salt… his salt, more than anyone had ever owned. With it, he could continue his miserable life.

He shook his head. So many years of existence, but what had his life meant?. Every moment was agony. Every step burned at his soul. And yet, he still moved forward. 
Solaris, the first moon, began to rise, casting a violet hue over the Keldari desert. The chill of death began to course through his limbs. His eyesight grew hazy. He stumbled along through the dunes, his life draining with each step. He tripped over a stone and fell. Too tired to rise, he lay where he had fallen and let the wind cover him with sand. 
His heart began to slow, his breath coming with a great struggle. His last sight was Solaris casting her violet rays over the Keldari desert. And Cindread, The Great Lord of Infusers, died, a lone figure in the sand.

***

Dusk began to fall over the great city of Keldaris. The Emperor Ai’Saad stood on the battlements of the Eastern wall and watched for the coming of his friend. Cindread was expected to arrive before sundown. 
The sun finally sank, and the lights of the city winked on. Sighing, Ai’ Saad turned from the wall and walked down the stairs where he found his honor guard waiting. They bowed using the title ‘Aisa’ali’, the Keldari phrase for anointed one. The captain of the guard bowed once more before speaking. “My Lord, a man and a woman await you at the palace”
Ai’Saad lifted his brow. “Ah, the Barion twins.”

“Yes sir. They are awaiting you in the chamber of thrones. I and my men have come to escort you back to the palace, if you would come with me.” When the Emperor gave his consent, they led him through the city and its buildings of intricately carved 
white sandstone, the same kind of stone used in the palace, though more complex. He walked up the steps to the main hall. Servants bowed as he passed. When he reached the door to the chamber of thrones, a guard announced his presence.

***

Faetanah inspected the room. With vaulted ceilings, complexly carved stonework, and polished marble floors, it was an architectural masterpiece. Every wall held a carved relief, depicting a scene from the history of Keldaris. The stained-glass windows cast intricate patterns on the floors. The center of the room boasted a half circle of carved thrones surrounding a raised platform where a golden throne sat. She walked over to one of the reliefs. It depicted the coming of Arnanth the Endless, the only Infuser to carry all five infusions, an amazing sight.
A guard at the door announced the Emperor, breaking Faetanah’s trance. When she turned, Ai’Saad stood before her. She bowed and used his official title of ‘Aisa’ali.’ Her brother
 approached and did the same.
The emperor nodded in appreciation. After a moment of silence her brother spoke. “We heard you have a mission for us, my lord.”

“Yes. You know that your father served me faithfully until the last years of his life?”

“Yes, my lord
. He was your informant, was he not?”
The Emperor smiled. “In a way he was, but so much more. He was my advisor and a close friend.”

“My brother
 and I would be more than glad to fulfill half of the services my father accomplished for you.”
This appeared to please the Emperor, for he smiled at them and seemed more at ease. “I need the two of you to find a certain young man for me.”

“Who is this young man, and where might we find him?” Faetaris
 asked.

“I appreciate your willingness. You will be able to find him the northern highlands. Other than that, I cannot be certain of his location.”
“I ask again, who is this young man that you should take such interest in him?”
The Emperor hesitated as if he was unsure if they could be trusted with such information. “He is my nephew.”

Faetaris’ eyes widened. “I did not know that your sister had a child before she died.” 
The
 Emperor chuckled. “As we do not know who his father is, it is not something we wanted discussed among the house staff.”
Surprised
, Faetaris asked, “What is his name? What does he look like?”

“According to your father, he is a tall man. By now he is likely in his late teens to early twenties. His hair is the deepest black, and his skin is darker than the Highlanders though lighter than the Keldarians. His last known location was in the village of Barrowstead, just east of the sea, but he has been known to move from place to place.”
Faetanah went over these facts in her mind. “You will, of course, give us time to prepare?”

The Emperor laughed. “Yes, yes. You have three days to leave, but if you can leave sooner rather than later, it would be for the better.”
Faetaris looked to his sister. A grin split his normally stern face. “We can be ready by early tomorrow morning. 
“Good. Stop by the stables and take your choice from the royal horses.”
Faetaris’ grin widened further. With a few words of thanks, the Emperor bowed and bade them goodnight.
�You should name the brother here and use his name afterward.


�Who is speaking here?


�I assume Faetanah is speaking now. You should let readers know. 


�Is this the brother’s name?


�Whenever the speaker changes, you need to break to a new paragraph.


�Can you show the surprise instead of just telling readers he is surprised?





