Fintan - The White Bull

Weapon of Choice: Armored Battlefist

Back before joining the Lightbringers, I ran a small item shop that sold small trinkets, weapons, and alchemy items.  While it gave me something to occupy myself during the days, it didn't often make more money than just to keep the shop open and stocked.  After hours I would remain in my workshop in the back crafting odd and useful gadgets merely for self interest.  Some would sell, but most didn't and were dismantled and remade into something else.  To bring in some extra money to support my tinkering I would compete in the arena fights from time to time and take a cut from the bets that went on if I did well enough.  The fight settings were mainly ruled non-lethal, but that didn't stop people from beating the tar out of each other within an inch of their lives.  My main weapon of choice started out as a small shield to keep me mobile, and my bare fist.  Over time I started adding heavy iron weights around my hand, and eventually on to a number of bands of metal wrapped around my fist and forearm.  My tactic was to charge my opponent and mid-charge throw down a flash bang-type item hidden in my belt or hand, blinding, or stunning him long enough to connect my attack unopposed.  Once connected, the added weight in my swing would create a powerful blow that would send my opponent flying back a number of feet, and usually unconscious.  I gained renown because of this technique and the crowd eventually referred to me as the "White Bull".  My toughest opponents in the arena were the great Warforged. While there were only a few combatants of this nature, they could not be beaten by my normal means and required other tactics.  I came to respect the Warforged because of this and began to think that the

Humanoid form is imperfect compared to these creatures of technology and magic.  From there is when I started creating items that strive for such perfection.  I wanted to become a "better" human so that when defending myself or others, I could do so more efficiently and precisely.  However no matter how I tried, I didn't know enough of their nature to be able to replicate this type of life even on the smallest levels.  Over my countless nights of trying, I continued improving my primary weapon until it mimicked the Warforged appendage, even began to wear it constantly to try to be more like them.  It was never the actual thing however, merely a casing for my fragile, squishy human form.

Gaining renown never comes without unwanted attention however.  It wasn't too long before an individual who called himself Argus came forward with a proposition "I couldn't refuse".  He was tall and covered in a dark colored cloak, his outfit underneath looked possibly of some militaristic origin, and wore a low brimmed hat which shadowed

most of his face.  I could tell from the size of his clothing he was either a fat bastard, or very muscular.  He described himself as a very wealthy person and wanted to invest in further improving my personal weapon's design.  Something about this guy was questionable from the get go, he seemingly came out of nowhere with all this supposed wealth and power.  It didn't help the situation that he was pretty much offering me free reign on my research and wanting to throw money at my development of this simple weapon.  As the conversation went on, I decided it'd be best just to go back about my business and send him along his way.  After a bit more haggling and reassuring that

I wasn't interested, he got ready to leave, but not before informing me where to find him in case something changed my mind...in the way that made you feel like you'd be seeing him again fairly soon...bloody jerk.  I didn't feel like working in my shop that night...but i didn't sleep much either.  I found myself in the same trend the next few days.  Should of guessed he'd have someone watching me, or maybe I should have taken his "offer I can't refuse" as literally as he intended, figures the one night I did finally get some good rest, the bastard's goons came and ransacked my shop.  As I desperately attempted to defend everything I had, they brought more numbers and after they easily dealt with me so I wasn't a threat anymore, took me with them back to Argus.  It was a short reunion, he got all smug that I was there and went on some rant about how I was going to work for

him now.  Just a bunch of hot air from an over inflated ego.  I wasn't really interested in listening to him after everything that happened, which I guess he quickly took notice, his goons then beat me senseless and threw me into a small room with a workshop, but not before Argus stripped my armored fist clean off my arm (something his goons couldn't figure out the whole trip over, I was slightly impressed) and donning it himself and mumbling "This'll do for now".  He told me "you'll stay here until you can make me a weapon that can crush empires" as he walked out.

It only took me a few weeks to rebuild a better version of my own invention.  Over the next months I spent my time developing flawed versions of the item with sub-par materials, or some other flaw which I calculated would last a few weeks under heavy usage.  During this time I would claim to be improving the model, but since there were no exact plans I told him it'd  be very hit and miss.  Every time, just as I'd predict, he would come storming in throwing the shattered item at my feet and stomp off with the next model as it was finished, the overzealous fool.  I eventually even convinced him to let me examine the initial model (the only intact one he still had that he took from me) for improvements to its structure.  I reduced my method down to a science and eventually was able to craft a far superior item for myself than anything he ever received or knew about

One night just before the guard game to deliver my meal for the day, I staged an explosion that filled the room with smoke and debris.  When the guard entered, I charged out of the smoke and delivered a blow to his chest which collapsed his lungs and drove him into the stone wall killing him instantly.  I was able to move his body out of sight before the smoke finally settled.  After donning his outfit and taking his keys, I made my way out of the room that had contained me for so long.  After searching around the complex where I was being held, and dodging a few guards attention, I was able to escape.  Once outside I estimated at worst it'd be about a half hour before the guard was missed, and at best until morning before they would have brought my next meal and noticed I was missing.  The guard had a few coin on him so once I found a road I was able to find some traveling merchants and trade the uniform and some of the coin for better suited traveling clothes.  Thinking back, he was a bit put off by my armored forearm which I quickly made an effort to conceal.  It didn't stop him from selling me anything though.  Money is money to those gypsies, and they'd sell their own mother for the right price. I just hope he's quick to put our exchange out of mind....
