THORN KNIGHT BANEDON BLADESINGER

Pronounced: BAN-a-dun

Freedom-aligned Elven Warlock

Banedon Bladesinger is an elf with attitude, ability, confidence, and a trail of devoted female fans that could stretch round the Barony if they were all lined up.
And what’s more, he’s bloody loving it.

Banedon was born four hundred and fourty-three years ago, in an elven coven deep in the uncharted forests of the west. His parents, Falin and Mierinelle, knew that there was something unusual about him from the age of six, when he picked up one of his fathers knives like he knew what to do with it. He soon learnt what unusual meant, and for the next four hundred years set about defining it in his own inimitable style. Within ten years, he had earned the descriptive Bladesinger for his unusual talents with weaponry.
He was blessed with several natural advantages. Even among his all-elven coven, he was marked out for his striking good looks – his mysterious yet piercing petrol blue eyes were an unusual and deeply attractive combination; he was unusually powerfully built, yet still exquisitely mobile, and he displayed unusually high spatial awareness, again, even for an elf. That, coupled with his natural love of fighting, led him to make the journey to the Kingdom of Exiles on the day after his four hundred and twentieth birthday, to enrol in the guild of Thorn Knights to the service of his own race.
________________________

Banedon set about turning heads from the day he showed up. He gained entry almost straight away – the Warlocks could see that they had a live one here and weren’t about to lose him to anyone else – and as soon as he was settled in he went out looking for fun. There was no shortage of people (read: girls) perfectly up for joining him, and every moment that he wasn’t practicing with his instructors, he was off with someone or other demonstrating his own version of elven superiority. During his entire novitiate, he never shirked, skived or slacked-off a single session – it was for this reason alone that the Thorn Knights didn’t complain that his extra-curricular antics were defaming the entire Order.

To see an exquisitely attractive elven equivalent of a brick shithouse move with the lithe fluidity of the most nimble of pathfinders was a joy to see, for both instructors and most anything female alike – though for decidedly different reasons. He knew that he was being watched when he practiced, and enjoyed the attention, but he was beginning to run out of sparring partners that could stand up to him. This would cause him to spend less time on the practice field, and less time being drooled over by various interested parties. This needed sorting, quickly.
Enter a trainee Gladiator by the name of Joven Markeld. Slightly less attractive but no slouch himself, Joven was found by Banedon destroying his fellow trainees in the Gladiators open arena, and offered a sportsman’s challenge. The resulting drawn non-lethal combat lasted twenty-five minutes, and reduced the pair of them to almost quivering exhaustion, the instructors to highly impressed applause and the female spectators to mostly babbling insensibility. Such was the start of a beautiful friendship that still exists today and both of them use to its fullest extent.

Banedon was passed out as a full Thorn Knight faster than most, at about the same time as Joven gained his stripes as a gladiator, and the two of them set about wowing active patrolees as a double-act that no woman was safe from.

________________________

On active service, Banedon never let a single elf die. In addition, he took the extra (and Thorn Knight unsanctioned) step of putting himself in the way of human patrolees (often but not always female ones), and saving them from their own incompetence as well. Not many people died when Banedon was on the patrol, and he never passed up the opportunity to chat up anyone he liked the look of while doing so, as long as it didn’t interfere with the mission (i.e. as long as the Thorn Knights couldn’t touch him for it).
After a distinguished (and still ongoing) career on active patrols, Banedon was deeply honoured to be offered the recently vacated position of Guildmaster-in-charge of weapons training. He accepted without hesitation or question – he knew that this was indeed a great honour from his colleagues and not something to be sniffed at. Again, his progression remained in lockstep with Joven, still his friend and regular sparring partner, who was now a Champion for his troubles and had been offered a similar position in the 115th Avant-Garde.

________________________

When Banedon heard about the AG’s pending inception, he enquired about its stewardship to the Van Heusen’s chief warlock, citing his exquisite people skills as a reason to be hired. At first, the commanding warlock was unhappy with the sales pitch – and smiling wryly at the applicant’s concept of “people skills” – but Banedon persisted, and continued to excel at both training novices and active service. Eventually, his refusing to let go of the bone paid off and he was offered the position, mainly because he hadn’t dropped the ball so far and the Knights decided that they might as well make use of his boundless enthusiasm for the job. Again, he knew what an honour this was and didn’t hesitate to accept, throwing himself into preparation as soon as he received the nod. This mainly involved going drinking with Joven and practicing his flirting for all those wonderful new girls.
He intends to bring his considerable personality to bear on any new Warlocks, helping them to be all they can be, and will have an eye on the entire division looking for anything female that catches his eye. He is one of the few AG commanders still on active service, though not as often as he used to, and will not be afraid to lead from the front if it is ever deemed necessary.

You have little to lose by pissing Banedon Bladesinger off, but compared to what you have to gain by making a friend of him, you’d be a damn fool to do so. He knows this, and so should you.

