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    Zel Shivertail was dead. 
 
    Four words rocked the world in the first days of spring. Like wildfire, the news spread across Izril and then to every continent in the world at the speed of magic. Zel Shivertail had fallen. The Tidebreaker had been slain. The legendary Drake hero of both Antinium Wars had been killed in battle—and by a Goblin Lord, no less. 
 
    The world was vast. There were countless nations, hundreds of minor [Kings], any number of [Generals], self-proclaimed heroes and adventurers, figures of renown whose names were known only locally, in one country, or a handful of cities. But there were also Named Adventurers, and world leaders, famous [Lords] and [Ladies] and Archmages whose names were known even in lands where they had never set foot. Zel Shivertail was known to the world. And his absence left a hole in the imagination. 
 
    He was dead. A Goblin Lord had slain him. In Izril, in the north, the Humans who heard the news were stunned. Not only had the mighty hero of the Drakes fallen, but the power of Magnolia Reinhart, one of the leaders of the realm, had been shattered as well. Her army fled the field in disarray, striking a political blow whose effects would ripple from that event for months. 
 
    Yet, if the Humans were stunned, it was the Drakes, the people who had grown up associating Zel’s name with history, who were truly devastated by the news. When his death was first announced, there were riots across southern Izril, pandemonium in the streets. The next day there was only silence. And tears. 
 
    The Gnoll tribes were similarly affected by Shivertail’s death. However, instead of making their reactions public, the majority of the tribes withdrew from sight. Massed Gnoll howls dominated the plains, and they, too, mourned. Zel Shivertail had been a friend to their kind, if not their hero. 
 
    The Human cities were relatively calm, as they weren’t caught up in the loss of a national hero, but fear was the undercurrent that ran across the continent. A legend had fallen. The veil of safety had been torn, and now Humans, Drakes, and Gnolls alike feared what the Goblin Lord might do next. 
 
    That was Izril. Across the world, the reactions of other species were muted. They did not know the Tidebreaker except as a name. However, those who understood strategy or had a grasp of world events felt the significance of his departure. That a Goblin Lord, a single Goblin Lord, however mighty, had felled a Drake [General] of that level was cause for alarm. To be that young and that mighty meant he might well be another Velan the Kind, or worse, a Curulac. 
 
    The leaders of other nations faced the very real possibility that a Goblin King might arise once more in their lifetimes, and the small Goblin conflict in Izril became a much more serious topic of conversation. Plans were hatched. Diplomacy begun. But such were the machinations of only a few. 
 
    After all, it was only politics. The rest of the world did not wait overlong after hearing of the fallen Drake [General]. A moment of shock, a pang of regret or fear, and the world kept moving. Zel Shivertail’s death was news, but to the common man…or Lizardman…or Drowned Woman…or Selphid, Zel Shivertail’s passing was just news, a change in the wind. 
 
    But return to his home continent and the reaction was far different. Zel had been known. He had been loved. And he would be missed. 
 
    Across Izril, there was mourning. 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    Erin Solstice woke up at dawn because she was used to it. She stared at the ceiling of her kitchen and then turned over. There was no point in getting up. No one would be awake. Or if they were, they wouldn’t be hungry. Erin lay in the tangle of sheets that was her bed in the kitchen of her inn and just existed there for a while, not quite awake but unable to return to sleep. 
 
    In the end, she got up. Erin wandered around her kitchen. She opened a drawer, pulled out a toothbrush, towel, and some of the simple toothpaste they used in this world. She brushed her teeth, gargled, realized there was nowhere to spit, and walked outside. 
 
    It was cold and wet and the mud and grass squished between her bare feet. Erin paused, stared at her feet, and then walked to one side into a pile of snow. It was dirty and mostly melted. Erin walked back in, scraping her feet against the welcoming mat she’d put there for this very occasion. 
 
    She washed her feet more thoroughly with some water from a bucket when she got back to the kitchen. Erin wandered back into the common room of her inn and sat at a table. Her stomach rumbled, but she ignored it. 
 
    After a few minutes, she heard a faint shuffling sound from upstairs. She looked up, and, on cue, a young woman holding a white ball of fur descended the stairs. Lyonette looked like a ghost. Erin immediately got up and went over to her. She hugged Lyonette silently. The two stood like that for a minute, and then Lyonette went over to a table. She put the ball of fur on top of it. 
 
    “Mrsha?” 
 
    The small Gnoll didn’t move. She lay on the table, looking like a white ball of fluff. A large one. She’d grown a bit since she first came to the inn, as children did. But she was still so small. So young. 
 
    Erin patted the Gnoll cub on the head. Mrsha twitched, but made no sound. There had to be a limit to how much despair, how much sadness someone could feel. Erin knew Mrsha had loved Zel. 
 
    And now he was gone. Unconsciously, Erin looked around. It felt like yesterday that the Drake [General] had been sitting at a table, eating pancakes, talking with Lyonette, teasing Mrsha and offering her some of his food. 
 
    And he was gone. Just like that. Dead, having fought the Goblin Lord hundreds of miles from here. It didn’t seem real. 
 
    It had been three days since the battle at Invrisil. Three days since Olesm had burst into the inn in tears and Erin had heard the Gnolls howling, heard the horns blaring from the walls of Liscor and Selys’ scream. 
 
    Three days. It still felt like she was dreaming. Erin busied herself by taking some food out of her pantry for Lyonette and Mrsha. Oatmeal, sweetened with honey. Mrsha refused to eat. Lyonette tried to feed her, but gave up when the Gnoll refused to move. She only ate half her bowl herself before pushing it away. 
 
    “I’ll give the rest to Mrsha when she’s hungry.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    Erin realized she hadn’t eaten either. She ate a bowl of porridge mechanically as guests came down the stairs. 
 
    “Morning.” 
 
    Ceria waved tentatively at Erin, her face bleak. Erin waved back. The porridge was hot, filling, and some part of her craved the sweetness and warm food. But the rest of her felt sick from eating. 
 
    More people walked down the stairs. A young man in white robes, who was uncharacteristically silent. Pisces. A black-brown ant man with three arms. Ksmvr. A woman in silver armor. Yvlon. 
 
    The Horns of Hammerad. They accepted bowls of porridge as Lyonette got up to serve them, and ate quietly. They left quietly, too. They were keeping busy with requests. Small hunts, extermination of small monster nests. Erin understood. It was keeping active that mattered. Dwelling on things hurt more. 
 
    “Is that porridge I smell?” 
 
    Someone else came down the stairs after the Horns of Hammerad had left. Jelaqua Ivirith, pale-skinned, her body dead, slightly ravaged by combat and the damage she had taken, walked downstairs. The stitching around her forehead seemed slightly…loose. The flesh appeared pallid. Rotting. She only smelled a bit, and covered the scent with a strong lavender scent. Erin didn’t mention it. 
 
    “There’s porridge. Are Moore and Seborn…?” 
 
    “Coming. We’ll be in the dungeon today. Probably be back around noon, though. Don’t want to push too far, and we haven’t seen Griffon Hunt for a while, so…” 
 
    “Got it. I’ll make lunch.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    The Selphid smiled quietly, looking tired. Sure enough, Erin heard Moore’s heavy tread and turned her head to see Seborn, the Drowned Man, slipping downstairs. He was as quiet as a shadow, and his crustacean half—and his claw-hand—didn’t impede his progress at all. She served him porridge as well as a small bucket of water to keep him hydrated. Then she got out a huge bowl for Moore. 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Solstice. You’re too kind.” 
 
    Moore always said the same thing. Erin smiled up at him, for a second, before her features flickered back to empty blankness. The huge half-Giant sat at the table with his two teammates. He looked at Mrsha with concern as the Gnoll lay on her table. The half-Giant’s face twisted with tender concern. Then he noticed the large bee that flew across the room and landed on the Gnoll’s head. 
 
    Apista the Ashfire Bee waggled her antennae as she walked over Mrsha’s head. It was her habit to rest on top of the Gnoll, and she did so now, oblivious to the Gnoll’s grief. Erin eyed the bee, but forbade comment. Lyonette put out some honey in a small saucer, and the bee crawled towards it. 
 
    This was the morning in The Wandering Inn, Erin’s home and place of business. It was subdued, quiet, and Erin had experienced the same morning for three days now. She finished her breakfast by taking a tray and heaping it with five large bowls. Not quite as large as the mixing bowl she’d used for Moore’s breakfast, but certainly oversized portions. 
 
    She filled each with porridge, added five tankards of weak ale, realized that was too much to carry, and let Lyonette take the drinks. Erin walked over to a hatch by the kitchen and opened it with one hand. She called down into the darkness, sensing rather than seeing the figures below. 
 
    “Breakfast’s here. Porridge. You want to come up?” 
 
    In the shadows, a Goblin shook his head. Erin nodded and passed the tray down. Green hands rose to take it. Sitting at their table, the three adventurers eyed Headscratcher as he took the tray carefully from Erin and walked back down the stairs. Lyonette handed the drinks to Shorthilt, and the Goblins disappeared into the basement. 
 
    Goblins. Hobgoblins, to be exact. Erin was grateful they hadn’t come up. The Redfang Warriors had been tactful these last few days, barely going above when there were people around. They understood the mood in the inn, as crazy as that might seem. 
 
    Crazy? Erin frowned as she sat back at a table. No. They were Goblins, but they were people too. They could understand grief. And they were smarter than they seemed. 
 
    “I’m going to the city, Lyonette. I’ll be back with food for lunch.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Erin walked silently to the door, finding her boots and putting them on. It was muddy outside, and slippery. She walked out of her inn, tromping through slush and staring up at grey skies overhead. Winter had passed. Spring had yet to begin. The world was dark and wet and miserable. It was perfect weather for a day like today. 
 
    The walk to Liscor was short and uneventful. Erin didn’t think of much, but she amended her opinion of the Goblins as she entered the city. Even if they weren’t socially aware, they’d have to be idiots not to sense the mood in the city. 
 
    Black banners flew on the battlements as Erin walked through the western gates. She saw they were all at half-mast. The [Guardspeople] at the gates and on the walls made no sound as she entered. She thought the Drake [Guardswoman] at the gates was crying. 
 
    The streets weren’t silent as Erin entered. They never were. But there was a quiet nonetheless. No one laughed or shouted here. Erin walked past houses, seeing flashes of blue on each door. 
 
    Erin hadn’t known this, but Zel Shivertail’s crest or family symbol was a sprig of blue flowers, curled like a tail. As she walked through Liscor, she saw blue flowers everywhere. There was so much demand that some [Traders] and [Shopkeepers] were ordering alchemical dyes to color other flowers. They were selling them for silver pieces on the street. 
 
    She had her own bouquet on her door. It was carefully arranged by Lyonette with Mrsha’s help, a splash of color in the muddy landscape and melting snow. It felt small and worthless to Erin. Everything did. 
 
    There was not silence in Liscor. But the sounds were worse than silence. Drakes, normally stoic and reserved, wept openly in the streets. Erin saw them standing in groups, talking quietly, touching each other, heads bowed. Some just stared blankly ahead. Others looked at her and then turned away. 
 
    Gnolls also walked the streets, in fewer numbers, but they were just as subdued. No tails wagged, and they went about their business quietly. They had not lost an icon of their people, but they also grieved. Erin saw more than half of the shops that were normally open at this time were shut, their windows shuttered. 
 
    Three days, and Liscor had yet to recover. Erin could remember the days after Skinner and the undead had attacked the city. They had not been like this, then. During that time, the city had been noisy. Full of grief and lamentation, yes, but noisy. She remembered the people moving about, some weeping for the fallen, others trying to repair, rebuild. It was not like that this time. 
 
    The Goblin Lord had not killed a single citizen of Liscor. He had not damaged their city. But he had killed their hope. He had ripped away part of Liscor, part of the soul of the Drakes. Perhaps if Zel had fallen on Drake lands it would have been different. But no, he had died in the north, at the head of a Human army. And that mattered. 
 
    There were very, very few Humans on the streets. Erin walked quickly, head bowed. She was trying to get across the city without incident. She failed. She was walking down a large street when something hit her on the side. She jerked, turned, and ducked as a second clump of mud and snow flashed by her face. 
 
    “Goblin lover! Traitor!” 
 
    A Drake with light purple scales raised his fist and shouted at her. Erin raised her hands as he threw another clump, but his aim was bad. He missed, and a splatter of mud hit her on the cheek. 
 
    “How dare you! You Humans are what caused all this! You and your damn cowardly kind! If it hadn’t been for you—” 
 
    He choked on the words. He was young, perhaps a year or two younger than Erin. She backed away from him as he advanced. 
 
    He was angry. And she was a target. Worse, Erin had Goblins in her inn. That was a known fact. Erin saw other Drakes turning their heads. Many gave her looks akin to the one the mud-throwing Drake had given her. Thankfully, none of them joined in the shouting, but neither did they stop him. 
 
    “Your kind should be kicked out of the city! We should burn that damn inn to the ground with the Goblins inside! You race-traitor, you pathetic, damned—” 
 
    He was coming. Erin’s pulse accelerated, and she braced herself. He didn’t look like a [Warrior], but he was angry, and Drakes had sharp claws. She didn’t want to hit him. If she did, the street might turn on her. But if she didn’t—she turned, ready to run. 
 
    “Come back here!” 
 
    The angry young Drake was quick. He ran at Erin, claws clenched into fists. Erin turned back, realizing she wouldn’t get away. She braced herself, ready to take a hit first before she hit him back. He was nearly on her when a hand yanked him off-balance. He stumbled, and Erin turned. 
 
    A Drake with light green scales and a huge, muscular body caught the purple-scaled Drake. He grinned at him, showing off his pointed teeth. He had a [Guardsman]’s armor on—a mixture of steel and leather—and carried a spear in one hand. He grinned at the smaller, younger Drake. 
 
    “Hi, I’m Relc.” 
 
    The Drake blinked at him. Erin blinked too. Relc waited a heartbeat, and then head-butted the other Drake. It was so fast that Erin didn’t have time to blink twice. The younger one wobbled, and then fell over. 
 
    “[Relc Headbutt]!” 
 
    Relc raised both his hands over his head like he was a wrestling champion, and then looked around. The street was staring at him. He waved at a group of Drakes. 
 
    “All taken care of! No need to worry! Senior Guardsman Relc is on the job! Hey, Erin, help me move this guy over here so a wagon doesn’t roll over him, huh?” 
 
    He lifted the Drake and, with Erin’s help, dragged him to one side of the street. Erin stared at him as Relc casually laid him down next to a building, and then at Relc. 
 
    “Um. Aren’t you going to bring him somewhere?” 
 
    “What? Nah, here’s good enough. He’ll wake up in a bit with a sore head. It’s not worth bringing him to the barracks.” 
 
    Relc straightened, casually dusting his claws off. He grinned at Erin. 
 
    “Good thing I was here, right? Lots of Drakes are angry at you. But we can’t attack Humans randomly! That’s against the law. I think.” 
 
    He grinned cheerfully at her. It was such an alien expression that Erin didn’t know how to react to it. She stared at Relc and then at the Drake again. 
 
    “Um. Thanks. I hope you don’t get in trouble for hitting him, though.” 
 
    “What? Nah, nah. I won’t get in trouble. Probably. I was doing my job. Defending the innocent and all that. Hey, what’s with the long face? How’s the inn going? You still have all those Goblins there, right?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Weird.” 
 
    Relc shook his head. He looked around, more animated than anyone Erin had seen all day. He fidgeted, shifting his weight from one leg to another, and then scratched at his stomach. He eyed Erin furtively with a surreptitious glance he probably thought she didn’t notice. 
 
    “You doing good in that inn? Lots of inn-like things happening?” 
 
    “I guess?” 
 
    Erin stared blankly at him. Relc nodded. He bounced on the heels of his feet, looked around, and lowered his voice. 
 
    “Uh, got any plans for lunch? I’m kinda hungry, and I thought I might drop by if you have something good to eat.” 
 
    He misinterpreted Erin’s blank stare. 
 
    “It’s just that, y’know, there’s a lot of restaurants closed right now, and all the guys in the taverns tell me to shut up when I’m eating. And your place has good food, so…” 
 
    “You want to have lunch at my inn.” 
 
    Erin said it like it was a question. Relc stared at her. 
 
    “Well yeah, that’s what you do, right? Food? Inns? Have you stopped serving food? I’ve got money, I can pay—and I won’t cause trouble with the Goblins. Promise!” 
 
    The Goblins. Erin stirred. This wasn’t the first time her keeping Goblins in the inn had caused trouble. She hadn’t dared enter the city on the first day. A small crowd of Drakes had chased her away. She’d asked Bird to watch out for trouble for that reason. He’d had to chase away four Drakes already at night. She looked at Relc, remembering. 
 
    “You just want food?” 
 
    “Um. Yes?” 
 
    “And you’re not going to cause trouble? Really?” 
 
    She scrutinized his face. Relc stared at her, perplexed. 
 
    “Hey, I don’t cause that much trouble! There are plenty of taverns I’m still allowed to drink at!” 
 
    “I’m sure.” 
 
    Erin wasn’t convinced. She remembered how Relc had attacked Rags before. And that had been Rags, before Zel Shivertail had been killed by a Goblin. Her throat closed for a moment, and Erin had to pause. Relc waited, uncomprehending, almost insultingly energetic. At last he frowned, sensing Erin’s hesitation. 
 
    “Why can’t I come over? Don’t you trust me? Hey—are you still mad at me? I thought I got a pass after Christmas! I got a present from Santa, didn’t I?” 
 
    Christmas. Erin nearly laughed at the memory. She controlled the impulse and glared at Relc. 
 
    “You did. But as I recall, you hate Goblins. And I have Goblins at my inn.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    Relc stared at Erin. She waited, and then gave up. 
 
    “So you’re not planning on attacking them?” 
 
    “Why would I do that?” 
 
    Erin bit her lip. Relc’s wide-eyed look of confusion was annoying her. She began to feel angry rather than numb. She snapped at the Drake. 
 
    “Because you did it last time! You hate Goblins!” 
 
    “And you kicked me out. I want lunch. I’m not going to cause trouble now. Duh.” 
 
    The Drake spoke as if it were obvious. Erin folded her arms. He sighed. 
 
    “Really? Fine. I won’t cause trouble, I promise.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I’m hu—” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    The [Guardsman] grumbled. He fidgeted, spun the spear in his hand and nearly hit Erin on the head, twitched his tail back and forth, and then answered while avoiding Erin’s eyes. 
 
    “I miss the inn, okay? And I’m hungry. I can handle some damn G—I won’t cause trouble again. Okay?” 
 
    Erin stared at him. Relc looked away, and the scales around his cheeks turned slightly red. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You really miss the inn?” 
 
    “‘Course I do! It’s got pasta and blue fruit drinks and fun stuff! It was fun to—look, I don’t have to go. It’s just that—it’s the Goblins, right? I can handle them. Really.” 
 
    “But I thought you’d be angry at them. You know, with Zel—” 
 
    Erin broke off. Relc’s tail drooped and, for a second, he lost his energy. 
 
    “General Shivertail? Yeah. You’re not wrong. I mean, the entire city’s depressed. I bet the other cities are all like this. Those Goblins…but that’s the thing, right? Those Goblins aren’t your Goblins.” 
 
    Erin blinked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Relc scratched the spines on his head, trying to explain. 
 
    “Well, I mean, they’re not the Goblins who killed General Shivertail, right? Those are probably the only Goblins that I’m sure didn’t do it. So…they’re innocent. Sort of. You keep saying not all Goblins are alike, right? I know those Goblins didn’t do anything. So I can handle being around them.” 
 
    It was possibly the most logical thing Relc had ever said. Erin gaped at him. Relc seemed uncomfortable. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing. I just thought you’d be angrier. At the Goblin Lord. But that’s—” 
 
    “Oh, the Goblin Lord? We’ll kill him. Don’t you worry about that. He killed General Shivertail, so we’ll hunt his entire army down and cut his head off, put it on a pike, and mount it over the General’s grave.” 
 
    Relc grinned, showing all his teeth to Erin. He didn’t loom, and he didn’t make any provocative gestures, but in a moment his eyes changed. He went from friendly Relc to someone who had killed and was imagining killing. Erin felt a slight chill, but she kept her face straight. 
 
    “You think the Drakes will really do that?” 
 
    “We’re already forming another army to deal with him. You think we’ll trust the Humans to do it? No—he’s dead. Him and his entire army.” 
 
    Relc’s gaze darkened. Then he caught himself and grinned at Erin again, trying to sound light. 
 
    “But like I said, your Goblins are, uh, okay. I won’t pick a fight with them if they don’t bother me. Just get me a seat facing the wall, maybe. So…what do you say?” 
 
    His tail wagged hopefully. Erin paused. She still felt like a ghost, a specter without feeling. But the sight of Relc made her feel grounded in a way she hadn’t felt in days. He looked alive. Alive, and not gripped by despair. She couldn’t help but ask him about it. 
 
    “You’re really more energetic than everyone else, aren’t you? I thought you’d be angry or sad about Zel—I mean, General Shivertail.” 
 
    Again, Relc paused, and again, Erin saw his tail stiffen. But whatever sorrow possessed him had a fleeting presence. Relc smiled crookedly and, yes, sadly, as he played with the long spear in his hands. 
 
    “Of course I’m upset about General Shivertail. He’s a war hero, a legend. He was, I mean. But he died in combat, y’know? It happens. I drank myself silly three days ago, and then the day after, and today…well, I feel better. I know everyone else is still upset, but there’s not much I can do for the General. He’s gone.” 
 
    The Drake shrugged his broad shoulders, glancing around to see if anyone else had heard. He edged a bit closer to Erin as he continued in a low voice. 
 
    “Besides, he was a warrior, a [Soldier]. That’s how most of us go out. We don’t die in bed. And even if your buddy dies, even if you lose a friend, a brother, a [General]…life goes on. You know? You can’t mourn forever. You march on, and someday the pain goes away. Well, mostly.” 
 
    Relc paused and coughed, embarrassed. The ghost named Erin stared at him, and she felt her body warm. She blinked. And then she smiled. 
 
    “Huh. That was sort of smart. Okay, let’s have lunch. My treat.” 
 
    “What—really?” 
 
    Relc did a double-take as he scratched his tail. Erin smiled at him, feeling her facial muscles strain slightly with the motion. But the smile stayed, and it felt—oh, it felt good to smile. 
 
    “I’m sure. Come on—I’ll treat you to a meal on the house. And I’ve got alcohol now. You want Firebreath Whiskey? I’ve got an entire keg of the stuff, and it’s nasty.” 
 
    “Oho! Things do change for the better! And it’s on the house, you said? Is that because I saved you from that Drake? You can kick him if you like. No? Where are we going?” 
 
    Relc followed Erin down the street. She walked with a spring in her step. Just a small one, but it was there. Erin felt like she was waking up, and, for once, Relc’s chatter helped. He followed her, tail wagging like a dog, pestering her with questions as his stomach rumbled loudly. 
 
    “Does that mean one plate, or two? Can I get a free refill? How about an extra helping?” 
 
    “You can have a few plates for free. And I’ll refill your drink if you don’t break anything.” 
 
    “Ooh, really?” 
 
    She smiled. And that smile illuminated the street. Perhaps it didn’t stop the tears of a Drake child. Perhaps it made some of the passersby angry that she could be happy while they were not. But perhaps it did help in some way. It certainly helped her. She talked with Relc as they walked down the street, two living people in a city full of ghosts. 
 
    “Really. Do you like pork belly? I’m told Gnolls like it, so I was going to pick up some from a [Butcher] Krshia knows for dinner.” 
 
    “Pork? Give me a belly, tail, liver, whatever! I’ll eat it raw! Wait. Don’t give me a tail or liver. And I’ll eat it cooked.” 
 
    “Okay. But I might need you to carry it.” 
 
    “I can carry a pig!” 
 
    “Awesome. And how do you feel about milkshakes?” 
 
    “Say what now?” 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    The inn was quiet, like a wake, like a funeral. It was silent like the grave. It was a place of quietus, the silence of a passing soul hovering over it, casting a shadow on every action. Lyonette sat at a table, next to Mrsha, staring blankly ahead. She could hear the Gnoll’s belly rumbling, but Mrsha had refused all offers of food, and Lyonette had given up trying after a while. 
 
    There was no one in the inn. Well, the Goblins were there, but they were staying in the basement. The adventurers had left, and neither Drassi nor Ishkr were coming in. Erin had given them time off. It wasn’t like there was any business, anyways. 
 
    General Shivertail was gone. Zel was dead. Lyonette felt like someone had torn out her guts. She couldn’t believe it. She sat, remembering every time she’d talked to him, every time he’d made her laugh or she’d smiled or—the inn was like a crypt, like a mausoleum, like a sigh, a last goodbye— 
 
    The door slammed open. Lyonette jumped, and the ball of fur and Ashfire Bee both jolted. Insect, Gnoll, and [Princess] looked up in alarm as Erin Solstice barged into the inn, arguing with a huge Drake carrying an enormous package of meat wrapped in wax paper. 
 
    “I said, get rid of the spear! It’s dangerous, and you always poke people with it!” 
 
    “I can’t go anywhere without it, Erin! I’m a [Guardsman]! A Senior Guardsman! And I get lonely without a spear. It’s my security spear! I need it to sleep!” 
 
    Relc protested as Erin took the meat from him. He clutched his spear possessively as he edged towards a table and saw Lyonette, Mrsha, and Apista. 
 
    “Oh hey! You’re that thief-girl! And there’s the weird Gnoll kid, and—is that a bee?” 
 
    He stared goggle-eyed at Apista, who fanned her wings warningly at him. Lyonette just stared. Mrsha did too. Then they saw Erin approaching. The [Innkeeper] smiled at them, looking strangely upbeat. 
 
    “Hey Lyonette, get some plates out! I’m making lunch and I could use some more water. Oh, and Mrsha, honey, if you haven’t had anything to eat, get ready because I’m making pork belly! It’s going to be delicious, so you wait right there, okay?” 
 
    She gently touched Mrsha on the nose. The Gnoll stared at her. Lyonette did too. She rose, feeling her legs protest the sudden motion, and hesitated before going over to Erin. 
 
    “Um, Erin. What’s going on?” 
 
    “Lunch!” 
 
    Erin beamed at her. She was already moving into the kitchen before Lyonette could ask another question. Erin spread the choice cuts of pork over the counter and whipped into action. Oil? Spices? She thought she’d make a pork belly sandwich. That sounded very lunch-like, and she had a lovely spread of condiments. Even some mayonnaise! Mrsha would love that, although it was a royal pain to make the stuff. 
 
    There was no sound in the inn except for Relc calling for a drink and Lyonette hurrying to get him one. Erin began to hum to fill the silence. Yes, that was what her inn needed now. Noise. 
 
    Relc was right. Strangely, he was. There was a time for sadness, and a time for not-sadness. Erin knew she’d continue being sad, so she made an effort to be happy, if only for a moment. There was always time to be sad, but happy? She was good at making people happy. 
 
    Noise. Erin clattered around with pots and pans, lighting fires, shouting at Lyonette that they might need more pepper, and felt the inn stir a bit. She began heating up the oven. Apparently, you needed to prepare pork belly ahead of time with spices and stuff. Erin had never made it before, but her [Advanced Cooking] Skill had warned her of the time requirement. Thankfully, there were Gnoll [Butchers] who sold pre-prepared pork belly. The spices looked good, and Erin scraped them off before shoving the meat into the oven for some cooking. 
 
    “I’m hungry! How long until I get food?” 
 
    “Fifty minutes!” 
 
    Erin shouted at Relc from the kitchen. She heard an anguished cry. 
 
    “Fifty!?” 
 
    “Maybe more! It’s not even past morning yet! Hold on—I’ll get you some snacks!” 
 
    Erin finished setting up her kitchen and came out with some bread and soft brie cheese for him. It was a very nice and aromatic cheese from some place called Vaunt. Apparently, they made really high-quality cheeses, and Erin had been lucky enough to get some when she’d been in Celum. 
 
    “Ooh! Cheese! Is this free too?” 
 
    “Yep! But if Mrsha asks, you have to share!” 
 
    Erin winked at the Gnoll and saw Mrsha stir a bit. Relc eyed the Gnoll child and protectively encircled the bread and cheese with a claw. It was the worst thing he could have done. Mrsha got up, padded over, leapt onto his table, and stared at the food. Relc looked at her, grumbled in his throat, and passed her a heel of bread. She began to eat. 
 
    There were ways to cure a broken heart, or make it stop bleeding. One of them was food. Food, and other people. Erin had learned this lesson long ago, and she put it into place now. Lyonette arrived with two buckets of water and hesitated before going over to Erin as she prepared lunch. The young woman had a saucepan full of sugar, cream, and milk on one of the stovetops and was grumbling about a lack of ice. 
 
    “Oh, Lyonette. Good timing! I need some ice. Can you get it? It’s about the only thing that doesn’t last in this inn. I might need to buy a freezing rune after all.” 
 
    “I can do that. But Erin—are you sure it’s time for such a big lunch? I mean, it’s so much and…” 
 
    Lyonette eyed the production on the counter. Erin paused, turned and saw the [Barmaid]’s face. Lyonette looked blank and lost, much like Erin had been. The young woman thought for only the merest fraction of a second before winking and nodding her head to the common room. 
 
    “I know it’s soon Lyonette, but…we’re cheering Mrsha up. She needs to eat, you know?” 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    Lyonette’s gaze refocused. She blinked, and, like Erin, woke up. She nodded at Erin and slapped herself lightly on the cheeks. 
 
    “Of course. She hasn’t eaten all day, and she barely touched supper. You’re making that ice creamed thing again? I’ll get some ice.” 
 
    “If you see the Halfseekers, tell them we’re having food in an hour! And if you see that grumpy Drake, tell him he’s invited too!” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    Lyonette paused at the door as Erin shouted after her. Relc was busy fighting over the last slice of bread with Mrsha. Erin poked her head out of the kitchen. 
 
    “Ilvriss!” 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    “I am not a grumpy Drake.” 
 
    That was the first thing Ilvriss said upon entering Erin’s inn. The Lord of the Wall glanced around Erin’s inn with his customary sneer, but he didn’t insult her immediately on walking in. Erin thought that was as close to a ‘hello, good morning’ as she’d get. 
 
    “Okay, you’re not grumpy. But you are stuck-up. Do you want a pork belly sandwich with mayonnaise or without?” 
 
    “With what?” 
 
    The Drake turned up his nose-holes at the sandwich Erin presented him, but she could see the way his eyes followed the glistening sandwich packed with pork belly, fresh veggies, and slathered generously with mayonnaise. He put on a long-suffering sigh as Erin served him the sandwich and only picked it up when her back was turned. 
 
    It was gone by the time Erin came back. She looked innocently at the empty plate with a few crumbs. 
 
    “Like it?” 
 
    “It was—acceptable.” 
 
    He tried not to meet her eyes as he drummed his claws on the table. He instead frowned at Relc, as the [Guardsman] lay in a mini food coma at his table. He’d eaten four huge sandwiches. 
 
    “I see your clientele is as unkempt as ever.” 
 
    “What, Relc? He’s a friend. And he cheered me up, so don’t be mean. You’re like his boss or something, right?” 
 
    “Hah!” 
 
    Relc sat up slightly at the same time as Ilvriss’ brows wrinkled. The Wall Lord answered for both of them. 
 
    “I would not have a soldier like that in my army. I am a Lord of the Wall of Salazsar. That [Guardsman] is a former [Soldier] of Liscor. I have no authority over him, except in the most dire of situations. Thankfully.” 
 
    “Yeah, and I don’t take orders from—hold on, I think the fourth sandwich is coming up—” 
 
    Relc covered his mouth with a claw. Ilvriss looked away in disgust, and Erin laughed. 
 
    “I told you not to scarf them down! Anyways, Ilvriss—” 
 
    “Wall Lord.” 
 
    “Ilvriss. I was so down and Relc cheered me up. After Zel—” 
 
    She broke off. Sitting at her table, eating a smaller sandwich, Mrsha’s ears suddenly flattened, and the Gnoll dropped her food. Lyonette, who’d taken over the churning of ice cream, came out, and Ilvriss looked at his claws. The Wall Lord didn’t weep, and his eyes didn’t glisten. They were hard as they stared at the table. But Erin saw the feeling buried beneath the gaze. 
 
    “Yes. Shivertail was…a fine [General]. I regret letting him leave the city. If he’d only taken a few Drake soldiers instead of that Human army he might have—he will be avenged, I promise you that.” 
 
    The Lord of the Wall turned his gaze towards Lyonette and Mrsha. The Gnoll stared at him. She looked at her food and pushed the plate away, but before she could curl up again Lyonette was there. She stroked Mrsha’s head comfortingly and whispered to her. 
 
    “I know, I know, Mrsha. It’s alright. It’s going to be alright. You heard the Wall Lord, didn’t you? Keep eating. You need to eat! Who’s a lovely thing? You are! Do you want Erin’s, uh, special new food? I’m sure it’s sweet!” 
 
    “Very sweet! It’s liquid ice cream!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Relc shot up from his table. Erin made up for her slip by disappearing into the kitchen and coming out with some lumpy milkshakes in cups. Mrsha looked up, sorrows forgotten by the promise of something new. 
 
    “Want some?” 
 
    Erin teased Ilvriss. The Wall Lord sniffed. He took one gulp of the milkshake, put it down, and pushed it aside. 
 
    “There is such a thing as too much sweet, you know.” 
 
    “Not in my book!” 
 
    Relc was downing his milkshake with record speed. He got halfway through his cup and clutched at his head. 
 
    “Gaah! The pain!” 
 
    Erin laughed at his brain freeze and then frowned at Ilvriss. She handed Relc the milkshake instead. 
 
    “You don’t like sweet stuff, huh? You liked the milk with honey.” 
 
    He gave her an arch look as Mrsha lapped at the milkshake and her tail began to wag again. She had to fight with Apista to have the drink—the Ashfire Bee was buzzing excitedly around the milkshakes and Lyonette had to shoo her away. 
 
    “I am a connoisseur of food. I appreciate sweet food in moderation, Human. This has all the subtlety of a bag of sugar mixed with milk, which I highly suspect it is. Serve me another half a sandwich and a quality drink. Goat’s milk will do, I suppose.” 
 
    “Fine. Jerk.” 
 
    Erin grumbled into the kitchen and grumbled out just in time for the door to open. The Halfseekers walked in, looking dispirited and tired. Jelaqua had an arrow sticking out of her shoulder, but they all brightened as they saw, and perhaps sensed, the change in the inn. 
 
    “Hey, is that food I smell? Let me at it!” 
 
    Jelaqua waved and grinned at Erin. Erin stared at the arrow. The Selphid noticed and grimaced. 
 
    “What, this? Arrow trap, don’t mind me. It’s barbed so I don’t want to get it out yet. Poisoned too, probably. Seborn missed it.” 
 
    “I did apologize. I told you something was off about the corridor.” 
 
    The Drowned Man was apologetic. Jelaqua rolled her eyes as she sat at a table and peered at the milkshake Relc was holding. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s why I went first instead of you two. ‘Always send a Selphid first’, remember? This body’s nearly done for anyways. Hey, what’s that stuff the Drake’s drinking?” 
 
    “It’s sugar. Sweet sugary cold stuff.” 
 
    Relc dreamily grinned at Jelaqua. Ilvriss snorted. The Selphid glanced at him and then raised a hand. 
 
    “One of those for me! Seborn, Moore?” 
 
    “I’ll try it.” 
 
    “None for me. But I will have whatever’s for lunch.” 
 
    The half-Giant and Drowned Man sat at the same table, and Erin was soon bustling around, asking how the dungeon trip had gone. Ilvriss sat, looking grumpy, chewing on his sandwich, but as Erin had observed, deliberately being here rather than elsewhere. 
 
    “Thisissogreat. I’llhavethiseveryday. Ilovethisstuff.” 
 
    Relc was vibrating in his seat after his second milkshake, and Erin decided he’d had enough. Unlike Ilvriss, Relc couldn’t get enough of the drink, and only her finite amount of milkshake stopped him from racing into the kitchen and running off with the entire batch. 
 
    “I bet you could sell this on the streets and you’d earn a bit. It’s good—although it probably is the wrong season for it. I’d love this in the summer.” 
 
    Jelaqua commented as she sipped at her milkshake. Relc nodded rapidly and repeatedly. 
 
    “Why don’t you sell this stuff more often? It’s great! Beyond great! I’ll buy it all the time! I’ll buy it every day! Why isn’t this on the menu everywhere?” 
 
    Erin made a face at Relc as she handed Lyonette a handkerchief. The [Barmaid] cleaned Mrsha’s face as the Gnoll scarfed at her food, appetite restored. 
 
    “Because it’s expensive, Relc. I’d have to charge a lot for it—and the price of sugar keeps going up!” 
 
    “Right, right. Because it’s got to be shipped here and it’s winter. Sugar comes from Baleros and all that. Damn.” 
 
    Whatever sugar high Relc was on slowly subsided as the Drake stopped shaking. He had an amazingly quick metabolism. Ilvriss just snorted. When Erin looked at him, he dismissively pushed his plate back. 
 
    “That drink is disgusting. It might sell well among Humans with no palate, and a few Drakes with similar deficiencies—” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “—But it is no drink for the people. You would do well to avoid selling it, except to children and the easily-satisfied. However, I will give you credit for your other creations. That condiment you used on the sandwich. What is it?” 
 
    “What, mayonnaise?” 
 
    “Is that a Human creation of some kind?” 
 
    “Sort of…I think only I make it. Why? Does it make my inferior Human cooking good?” 
 
    Erin smiled at Ilvriss. He stared haughtily at her. 
 
    “It is acceptable. I will collect the recipe from you before I leave the city. I’m sure my personal [Chef] will be able to adapt it more suitably into his cooking.” 
 
    “Sure, sure…but it’s a trade secret on how to make it! No one else knows. I think. So I could charge you!” 
 
    She’d meant to tease the Drake, but the Wall Lord didn’t blink twice. 
 
    “Only naturally. And if you would keep your mouth shut about the creation of this mayonnaise, I would offer an additional fee. It would be a suitable surprise for me to entertain my guests with, when I return to Salazsar. I will have one of my aides discuss the matter with you.” 
 
    “Wait, really?” 
 
    The [Innkeeper] faltered. Jelaqua sat up and whistled. 
 
    “Ooh, [Lord] money. Nice!” 
 
    “It is customary to secure new inventions and developments ahead of time. You Humans might not grasp the idea of secrecy, but even small creations are a political tool to be employed at will. The difference between a successful banquet and an unsuccessful one can be worth a war’s gains in the realm of politics.” 
 
    Ilvriss informed the room at large with his haughty tone. Erin blinked at him and stared down at the pot of mayonnaise in her hands. 
 
    “Whoa. Mayonnaise diplomacy. I’ve seen everything.” 
 
    Lyonette giggled, and Mrsha smiled as Erin lifted the mayonnaise high overhead theatrically. Jelaqua snorted, Seborn ate quietly, and Moore smiled. Ilvriss just scowled, while Relc laughed and asked for a fifth sandwich. 
 
    This was The Wandering Inn. It wasn’t perfect. Some of its guests were missing, but, in that moment, it was whole again. The shadow of Zel’s passing lingered, but for a brief second there was sunlight peeking out behind the clouds. And then someone opened the door. 
 
    Not the door to the rest of the world, to the Floodplains of Liscor. No, it was the door on the far wall, the magical door. Erin turned her head, wondering if Octavia was hungry or if a guest had come in from Celum. However, instead of seeing the [Alchemist]’s shop, she was blinded by a sudden flash of bright sunlight. Loud horns and drums suddenly echoed in the confines of the inn, and she saw a tall figure standing in the doorway. Half-blinded, Erin shielded her eyes, then exclaimed as she recognized the door-opener. 
 
    “Hawk?” 
 
    The Courier stood in the daylight, his vest stained with sweat. He looked windblown, covered in dirt, but he seemed alive, burning on a runner’s high. The Rabbit Beastkin’s fur was dark, and he was still breathing heavily. There were tears in his eyes. He stood in the daylight, on a stone path, and the sky was blue and bright behind him. 
 
    He was somewhere else. Somewhere hundreds of miles away, yet he was connected with the inn through the magic of the door. Erin stared as she heard the distant drums beating and horns blowing. It sounded like there was some kind of celebration or—Hawk stared at her through the doorway. 
 
    “It worked. Dead gods.” 
 
    His voice was rusty, and he coughed as he spoke. Breaking out of her reverie, Erin went to the door. She spoke through it, peering through the other side. She could see houses behind Hawk. He was in a city. No—if he had opened the door that meant— 
 
    “Hawk, is this…a Walled City?” 
 
    The Courier blinked at Erin. He nodded slowly. 
 
    “That’s right. I arrived in Pallass this morning. I didn’t know—I hadn’t heard about the General until then. After that…I found this spot and set up the door like you said. It took a while to figure out how to activate the stone that Pisces gave me. But it worked.” 
 
    “Dead gods.” 
 
    Someone whispered the words behind Erin. She stared at Hawk, not quite sure she was hearing him right. 
 
    “So this is a Walled City? I mean—” 
 
    Just like that. Erin stared through the door. It had opened, and suddenly—it was another city. Hawk nodded. He looked tired, but he still seemed as surprised as Erin. 
 
    “I can barely believe it. I knew that was what you wanted, but—Erin, I ran for the last four days to get here. It wasn’t my fastest run, but I’m a Courier. And now I’m staring at you—that’s one major magical artifact you’ve got there.” 
 
    “Wow. I mean—yeah. I knew that, but—a Walled City? Pallass, you said?” 
 
    “Pallass! So your door works as you claimed, Human. This is excellent. Extraordinary, even.” 
 
    Ilvriss strode towards the door, inspecting it, staring at the place where Erin’s inn stopped and the other city began. Erin stared at the sky. It was the same sky, the same time as far as she could tell, but the sky was bright and blue there. There was no threat of rain around Pallass. It was stunning to see. 
 
    “Mind if I come through? I could use a place to sit and rest.” 
 
    Hawk gestured to the door. He would have stepped through if Ilvriss and Erin weren’t crowding it. Erin moved aside, then remembered and hopped back in place. 
 
    “Hold on! The inn doesn’t have enough mana or whatever to let the door transport more than one person at a time! I think that’s what Pisces said. If you come through, we have to wait twenty-four hours.” 
 
    “Really? Damn. I suppose there had to be a catch.” 
 
    Hawk sighed. Erin hesitated and raised a finger. 
 
    “Well, you can come through. I just meant that if you want to go back you have to wait—” 
 
    “Oh. In that case—” 
 
    “I will be using this door first. I commissioned this new portal, after all.” 
 
    Before either Erin or Hawk could react, Ilvriss strode through the door. He walked onto the streets of Pallass and looked around. 
 
    “Incredible.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Erin shouted after him. She raised a fist and shook it at Ilvriss. 
 
    “You can’t do that! You jerk! What if Hawk wanted to come back?” 
 
    The Wall Lord turned back to look at Erin. Hawk stared at the Human, askance. 
 
    “Um, Miss Erin—” 
 
    “I hardly need your permission to use the door I paid access for, Human.” 
 
    “That was a deal to let you go through, not monopolize the door!” 
 
    “Erin, did you just—” 
 
    “I required a route back to my home city of Salazsar. The conditions I specified were quite generous. You give me access to this magical door of yours, and I would not only pay you for the use of it, but hire the Courier to install your doorway in Pallass. Which, I might add, is still a long distance away from Salazsar itself.” 
 
    “Yeah, I get that, but Hawk could have had a break! Now we have to wait for the door to recharge! And what are you going to do without your aides?” 
 
    “About that. Miss Erin, Wall Lord Ilvriss, have you noticed—” 
 
    “I will survive on my own for a day. And I am not used to being addressed like a fool. Understand me, Human. You may have satisfied some of my requirements with your inn, but the needs of a Lord of the Wall take far more precedence than—” 
 
    “Excuse me!” 
 
    Both Erin and Ilvriss turned. Hawk stared at both of them and cleared his throat. 
 
    “I appreciate the two of you are arguing, but have either of you noticed where you are?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Erin looked at Ilvriss, confused. He looked back at her and then at Hawk, irritated at the delay. Then he paused. He stared at Erin. Erin stared at her feet. 
 
    “Um.” 
 
    Her feet. They were on stone. Not wooden floorboards. Erin stared down at the smooth, paved stone at her feet. She was standing on a massive block of stone—rather like a sidewalk, actually, but smooth-cut. It was cream-colored, only slightly grey and dirty from the passage of many feet and years. Nice stone, in other words. 
 
    Definitely not part of her inn. Slowly, Erin looked around. She saw blue skies, tall stone buildings, and other, newer buildings of wood. She heard the pounding of drums, trumpets sounding some kind of marching music. And then she turned and looked back at the doorway. 
 
    The empty, plain doorway that was set into a stone wall. There was a wood door there, with a gem set in the center of the door, the same mana stone that Pisces had attuned to the door back in Liscor. And, in theory, the doorway should be showing Erin’s inn, ready to let someone step through to the other side. 
 
    In theory. That theory fell apart if the door were out of mana, however. It only had enough to carry one person across from Liscor to Pallass. Or…perhaps Pisces had been wrong and it was two. And perhaps, just perhaps, Erin had stepped through the doorway to harangue Ilvriss. 
 
    “Ah.” 
 
    Erin stared at the blank doorway. She stared at Ilvriss. The Lord of the Wall had a very, very curious expression on his face as he stared at the blank stone wall and at Erin. She thought he was trying with all his might not to laugh in her face. She looked past Ilvriss and up at Hawk. The tall Rabbitman stared at her and at the blank doorway with chagrin written all over his face. 
 
    “That recharges, right? Tell me that recharges.” 
 
    “It does! It does! It just takes a, uh, day.” 
 
    Erin hastily reassured him. Hawk nodded slowly. He looked at Erin and at Ilvriss, and squared his shoulders. Then he coughed. 
 
    “Right. Well. Miss Solstice, Wall Lord, welcome to Pallass, north-most of the Walled Cities.” 
 
    He gestured helplessly around the city made of stone. Erin scuffed at the ground. There wasn’t much to see here—Hawk had set the door in an alley. But she heard the drums, heard the horns, and in the distance, the sounds of many voices cheering. She stared at the blank doorway leading back to her home, chewed her lip, and then shrugged. 
 
    “Aw, what the heck. I like new places. You said this place is called Pallass? I always wanted to see a Walled City. Let’s go exploring!” 
 
    She walked out of the alley. Hawk choked as he stared at Erin, and then back at her door. Ilvriss stared at Erin’s back in shock for a second and then stomped after her. 
 
    “Hold on! I go first! Are you completely unaware of protocol? And why did you follow me through—” 
 
    “Shut up, shut up! It was an accident, okay?” 
 
    Hawk heard the two arguing as they walked out into Pallass. He stared longingly at the door and poked the wall through the doorway as if hoping it would restore power to the magical artifact. Then he shook his head and hurried after the Drake and Human. 
 
    “No one pays me enough for this job.” 
 
    And then Erin was there, in a Walled City. Just like that. It was sudden, unexpected, but it was real. It had happened. And there was no going back. The world was slightly different for what had passed. She could be shocked about it, but only for so long. This was how things were. It had happened. 
 
    Just like that.

  

 
   
    5.01 
 
    
  
 
    A Human, a Drake, and a Rabbitman walked through a city. Not just any city, but Pallass, one of the six Walled Cities of Izril. If the premise of their sudden adventure sounded like a joke, well, it was fairly funny. To Erin, at least. Her companions were less amused. 
 
    “I’m just saying, it sounds like a joke! A Human, a Rabbit-dude, and a Lord of the Wall walk into a bar. Or through a magical portal. There’s a joke there somewhere!” 
 
    “The only thing remotely amusing is your simplicity.” 
 
    Ilvriss growled at Erin as he walked down the wide, stone street, glancing from side to side at the rows of apartment buildings. The Drake looked north, down the street, and turned his head as he followed the sound of the echoing drums and trumpets. Erin and Hawk followed him, mainly because they didn’t have anything better to do. 
 
    “Look, okay, maybe we’re stuck here for a day, but that’s not a bad thing, right?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I’d love to be lying down in Liscor right now, or having a hot meal and a drink. You do know I’ve been running for four days straight, don’t you?” 
 
    Hawk glanced down at Erin, and she winced. The Human [Innkeeper] was shorter than both Ilvriss and Hawk, and noticeably smaller, too. The Lord of the Wall wore his fancy metal breastplate over his clothing and walked with a swagger; Hawk strode along with long, languid strides as his runner’s jacket shifted to reveal his stunning physique underneath his clothing. Erin just walked. 
 
    “Oops. Sorry, Hawk. That was my bad. But since we’re here, we might as well make the best of it, right? Just think about it! We’re all here, in Pallass, about to meet all kinds of new people! In theory.” 
 
    Erin looked around. The streets were empty. The buildings were there, and they were quite grand—she thought she was walking through some kind of housing area, because all the apartments looked alike. They were…well, apartments. You could go up six floors and find yourself in what was probably a decently-sized home. But there was no one in said homes, at least as far as Erin could tell. 
 
    “It’s really deserted, isn’t it? I wonder why that is? Hey, Ilvriss. Where’s everyone?” 
 
    The Lord of the Wall turned his head as he strode forwards, looking peeved. 
 
    “I have told you before, Human. I am a Lord of the Wall, one of the few Drake nobility on this continent! I am not to be addressed so casually.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” 
 
    “Yes. Refer to me by my title and with proper respect if you wish to converse with me, and I may deign to reply. If not, keep silent. I did not come here on a whim, and I have pressing business to attend to.” 
 
    With that, Ilvriss turned his head and kept walking. Erin stared at his back as Hawk eyed her oddly. She took a deep breath. 
 
    “Hey Ilvriss. Hey. Hey, are you listening? Ilvriss? Drake guy? Hey Ilvriss! Ilvriss! I’m calling your name! I can see you listening! Hey! Hey, listen! Heeeeey. Hey! Hey, hey, hey, hey—” 
 
    There was no response, although the Drake’s tail lashed the stones behind him a bit harder than before. Erin stared at the paving stones for a second. They were lovely flat blocks of smooth stone, widely cut and further flattened countless years of use. It actually felt nicer to walk on this stone street than the concrete sidewalk back home. Better to look at, too; the walls, streets, and other buildings of Pallass had been made with a sandy-cream colored stone that was easy on the eyes. 
 
    “The streets in Celum aren’t this nice. Liscor either. They have paving stones and stuff. I wonder how this Walled City was made. With magic? It’s three hundred feet high, but are we high up or on the ground? Actually, wait, we’re high up. I can tell because there’s no wall, right?” 
 
    Erin pointed past the roofs of the apartments. There was a clear blue sky behind them, but no wall. Hawk nodded. 
 
    “We’re high up. I thought that might be the best place to put the magic door. I have to admit, I chose the first empty spot—I thought you could move it later.” 
 
    “Right, good idea. Hey, Ilvriss, where do you think—” 
 
    “Shut up!” 
 
    The Wall Lord turned and shouted at Erin. Hawk backed up a step. Erin just wiped her face. 
 
    “Don’t spit. Hey, do you think the city’s been abandoned?” 
 
    Ilvriss stared at Erin for a second. He looked incredulous and then resigned. He turned, and Erin went on, keeping pace with him. 
 
    “I’m just saying, maybe something awful’s happened, you know? We haven’t seen anyone.” 
 
    “We’ve walked down one street, Human.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s a long street, isn’t it? And I know we can hear those drums and horns, but what if they’re like…an illusion? But for our ears? What if the city’s empty and something awful has happened? Like—everyone’s turned into zombies!” 
 
    “That is the most idiotic—” 
 
    Ilvriss paused. Hawk coughed as he caught up with the Human and Drake on Erin’s side. 
 
    “It’s not empty, Erin. I saw people not five minutes ago, when I was climbing to the top. They’re here.” 
 
    “Right, but did you see them or was it all an illusion? Or maybe it was in your head? That’s how they get you! Illusion Zombies! We’ll walk around the corner and then bam! Zombies in your face! We have to survive for an entire day before we get back to Liscor and raise the alarm! It’s a classic scenario!” 
 
    Erin waved her hands over her head. Ilvriss and Hawk stared at her and then exchanged a glance that said it all. Erin saw Ilvriss rub at his temples and lowered her arms. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll stop being silly.” 
 
    “Wait, that was an act?” 
 
    Hawk stared at Erin. Ilvriss shook his head. 
 
    “Impossible. No one can pretend to be that stupid—” 
 
    He broke off, eying Erin hard. She grinned at him and Hawk and shrugged innocently. 
 
    “Maybe? I’m just a stupid Human, aren’t I? Oh look, I think we’ve found people.” 
 
    She walked ahead as both males halted in their tracks and stared at her back. Ilvriss made a fist with one clawed hand and then stopped. Because they’d found the citizens of Pallass at last. 
 
    The residential street opened up onto a much larger thoroughfare ahead of them. Erin stared. She’d seen streets, and she’d seen roads. This was a mega road, so broad that it could have probably been compared to the six-lane highways of Erin’s world. And it was filled with people. 
 
    Drakes, hundreds of them, filled the road, their backs to Erin, Ilvriss, and Hawk. And as they walked closer, they saw that the Drakes were crowded down both sides of the street in either direction. They were standing shoulder-to-shoulder, some standing on stairs for a better view, others holding small Drake children up to see. 
 
    They were waving flags, and many were armed. But this wasn’t a mob scene—rather, Erin could hear thunderous cheering! She stared, and the pieces fell into place. A Drake waving a flag emblazoned with a city, potion and hammer on it? It had to be Pallass’ symbol. And the drums and trumpets? Now Erin was close enough she could hear they were playing a tune. 
 
    The Drakes were cheering, their voices one huge mass ahead of her. Erin nodded to herself, seeing a Drake child eating some roasted nuts out of a small hemp bag he was holding. There was only one thing this could be, in her mind. 
 
    “It’s a celebration.” 
 
    She stared at the banners flying from the tops of buildings as she walked to the back of the crowd of waving Drakes. Ilvriss shook his head as he eyed the crowds of cheering pedestrians. He gritted his teeth and his tail lashed the stone walkway. 
 
    “No. It’s a military parade.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Erin turned to him in surprise. Then she listened and realized he was right. Erin had never done well in music class, but she could tell the drums in the distance weren’t the huge, booming drums of doomsday, but marching drums playing a very familiar military rhythm. And the trumpets and other horns just added to the similarities. Erin was reminded of the 4th of July back in her home. The music was different, but the effect was the same. 
 
    Erin had grown up seeing parade floats going down the street, gotten used to gathering candy thrown from the backs of cars and seeing the American flag waved on those national holidays in her homeland. So as she reached the back of the crowd and stood on the tips of her toes, she expected to see something similar. She was wrong, of course. 
 
    To start with, there was no candy. And there were no cars. There was a Drake on a horse, though. He was riding with his tail tucked over the left side of the horse, curled around its belly. He was holding a flag with Pallass’ insignia on it and lifted it into the air. The Drakes around Erin roared and waved their flags, cheering him as he rode down the street. 
 
    Erin turned her head and saw a rank of Drake soldiers, six abreast, marching down the street after him. She saw a battalion of Drakes pass by her position. The Drake [Soldiers] proceeded down the street, each one armored and carrying weapons. They marched forward in perfect lock-step, their heads held high. 
 
    A huge, magnified voice suddenly roared in Erin’s ears, surprising her. 
 
    “The 3rd Infantry Regiment of Pallass!” 
 
      
 
    “Whoa! That’s loud!” 
 
    Erin shouted, although her voice was lost in the crowd. The Drakes around her cheered louder. She saw the Drakes marching past her salute as the voice continued, setting off another wave of loud cheers. 
 
    “The Linebreakers recently served on the Vellir Fields outside of Rheist! Following them is the 4th Cavalry, which heroically fought in the same engagement!” 
 
    As the Linebreakers, or, rather, 3rd Infantry marched past, Erin saw more mounted Drakes pass by. She saw four on horses, one of whom was missing an arm, and two more that had scars over their arms. She saw nine more file past and then…nothing. 
 
    “Wait, where’s the rest of—” 
 
    Erin turned her head and saw more Drakes following. But they were on foot. She looked back towards the mounted Drakes and saw them saluting as well. All eleven of them. 
 
    “Hmf. They’ve pulled up every regiment in the city by the looks of it.” 
 
    Ilvriss stood by Erin’s side, staring at the parade. She stared at him and then at the soldiers. And then it hit her. 
 
    They were active soldiers, not just military personnel. When the voice shouted that they’d seen action recently, it meant they’d fought in a war. And the eleven remaining Drakes in the 4th Cavalry were all that had survived of their battalion. The sight was enough to make Erin’s heart twist, but the Drakes around her clapped and cheered the eleven riders with all their might. 
 
    And why not? Yes, this was an army that fought, an army that actively defended the city. Of course the citizens of Pallass would cheer them. Some regiments would pass by with only a handful of soldiers in their number. Sometimes they were injured—Drakes with missing eyes, lost limbs—the crowd cheering louder when they passed by. Erin stared at a group of old Drakes marching in polished armor and saw the tears in their eyes as they saluted. 
 
    She felt alone in the crowd of Drakes. There were no Humans she could see, and few Gnolls. She did not applaud or cheer as the soldiers marched past. But then, neither did Ilvriss. Hawk clapped along with the crowd, but the Human and Lord of the Wall stood silent. And then Erin heard the invisible announcer shout as the last group of armed Drakes passed her position. 
 
    “And now, the hero of the First and Second Antinium Wars, the legendary Tidebreaker, [General] Shivertail!” 
 
    A hush fell over the crowd. Erin’s heart stopped. She looked down the street and saw a small group moving towards them. In the silence, she heard Ilvriss mutter an oath and saw Hawk cover his eyes. But all of Erin’s attention was on the next group. 
 
    She saw a group of eight Drakes marching down the street holding a…coffin. They bore it together, two of the Drakes in front holding flags. Erin put her hands over her mouth as she saw the Drakes marching forwards with the casket. It couldn’t be. Zel was—he had died in Invrisil! It couldn’t be. 
 
    “It’s empty.” 
 
    She hadn’t heard Ilvriss move up next to her. Erin jumped and turned. The Wall Lord was staring at the coffin-bearers. His eyes blazed and his claws were tightened into fists. Erin looked back at the coffin. The empty coffin. 
 
    A blue wreath of flowers had been placed on the top of the coffin. As it reached her position, Erin saw the Drakes around her go silent, staring at the flowers. And then, as it passed, they screamed louder, waving their flags, shouting Zel’s name. 
 
    “Shivertail! Shivertail!” 
 
    If they knew the coffin was empty, it didn’t seem to matter. Erin heard ringing in her ears and dimly heard the voice again, roaring with emotion. 
 
    “Zel Shivertail was a hero, who went north to fight for the peace of our continent! He fought against the Goblin Lord to protect our borders! He fought, and the Humans failed him! Their army fled and broke as he fought the Goblin Lord’s army alone! They abandoned General Shivertail! They were too weak, too cowardly! But he did not run!” 
 
    The crowd roared. Erin turned her head wildly, trying to find the announcer. She felt like she’d been slapped. 
 
    “He went north for us! Shivertail died for us! Don’t let his sacrifice be in vain! Zel Shivertail was a hero of the continent, a hero of the Drakes!” 
 
    “That’s not right. Zel didn’t—it wasn’t like—” 
 
    Erin’s words were lost in the next wave of cheers. She could only listen helplessly as the announcer kept shouting to the frenzied crowd. 
 
    “Never forget General Shivertail’s sacrifice! Vengeance on the Goblins! Vengeance! Vengeance!” 
 
    They roared the word with him. Vengeance. Erin saw the Drake child with the bag of nuts who had been so happy now snarling, shouting with the rest of the Drakes. Their anger was a physical thing, and Erin shuddered to feel it. 
 
    The parade ended. Erin saw the marching band move past last, and then the Drakes began to break up. She stood back, letting the Drakes move in a huge swarm out of the street as they went back to their normal lives. So many Drakes. She turned and saw Ilvriss and Hawk behind her. They were standing, watching the crowd. Hawk was in tears. He hadn’t known about Zel Shivertail’s passing until today. And Ilvriss— 
 
    He stood with folded arms, looking around the city. He had neither cheered the Drake parade nor shouted. He was an outsider, for all he was a Drake. He wasn’t from Pallass, but from another Walled City. Salazsar. And as he looked at Erin and their eyes met, he nodded. 
 
    “Welcome to Pallass.” 
 
    He paused, looked around again, and sniffed haughtily. 
 
    “Salazsar is better. Come on, let’s find some figures of authority.” 
 
    He turned, and Erin slowly walked after him. She walked three steps, saw someone waving, turned, and saw Jelaqua striding towards her through the crowd. She raised her hand and was tackled to the ground as sixteen armed Drakes appeared out of the crowd and charged towards her, Ilvriss, and Hawk, with their swords drawn. 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    About ten minutes ago, Jelaqua Ivirith was standing in Pallass, right outside of the door in the alleyway, looking around and talking through the portal to Lyonette on the other side. The [Barmaid] was anxious, and Jelaqua was trying to reassure her. 
 
    “Relax! I don’t see them around, but they can’t have gotten far. I’ll go ahead with Seborn and, uh, Relc.” 
 
    She nodded to the other two figures beside her. Relc was gazing around with clear interest in his eyes, and Seborn had already stepped out of the alleyway to look around. Lyonette was anxious as she replied. 
 
    “I’ll stay here in case Erin comes back. But what happens if you find her and we’re all stuck here?” 
 
    Jelaqua shrugged, unconcerned. 
 
    “We’ll find a place to sleep. There’s bound to be plenty of inns in a Walled City if we can’t bring everyone back at once. And Moore managed to juice this door up once already—he can at least bring Erin back.” 
 
    Lyonette turned and looked up at Moore. The half-Giant was leaning on his staff, winded. He nodded at Jelaqua. 
 
    “I can recharge the door again. It takes a lot of mana, though. I’m nearly tapped out myself. I could come through if I used a mana potion, though.” 
 
    Jelaqua looked around and then shouted back through the doorway at Moore. 
 
    “Nah, don’t sweat it. Stay there, Moore! I don’t know if the door’s got enough mana to transport you, and you’re beat. If you need to charge it up, use a mana potion, but don’t kill yourself until we know what we’re doing for sure. We’ll find Erin.” 
 
    The half-Giant nodded tiredly. Jelaqua waved to Lyonette and turned away from the door. Her two companions had already reached the mouth of the alleyway. Relc looked around, jaw gaping slightly as he peered at the buildings around him, goggle-eyed. 
 
    “It is Pallass! I can’t believe it!” 
 
    Jelaqua laughed a bit as she walked over to join him. The Selphid had kept her two-handed flail, but she wasn’t wearing armor at the moment. She didn’t think she needed the flail either, in truth, but no Gold-rank adventurer would walk around without at least one weapon at all times. She eyed Relc, who had both spear and armor on. She didn’t know the Drake, but she could sense he was no ordinary [Guardsman]. She gestured at the stone buildings as Relc exclaimed. 
 
    “What did you expect? You know Erin’s magical door can teleport people far away.” 
 
    “Yeah, but Pallass? That’s…far! And this is a Walled City, not Celum. It’s not like you can just walk in here! Normally you have to wait at the gates, and they get really mad at you if your city is at war with theirs. And now we’re here!” 
 
    Relc indicated the city as a whole, his tail wagging excitedly. Jelaqua nodded. 
 
    “And so’s Miss Erin. Let’s start walking and find her first. Seborn, thoughts?” 
 
    “I see some fresh fur this way. Looks like the Courier went this way, and I’d assume that the Wall Lord and Erin went with him.” 
 
    Seborn stood up and let a miniscule pinch of fur drift to the ground. Jelaqua nodded. She set off at a steady pace with Seborn ranging ahead, and Relc caught up after another few seconds of staring. 
 
    “Hey, why aren’t you more impressed? We’re in a Walled City! Isn’t that amazing?” 
 
    “Sure is. But I’ve been travelling back between Celum and Liscor for over a month now. This is special, but not as surprising as the first time it happened.” 
 
    Jelaqua replied casually. The truth was that Erin’s magical door had been incredible the first time the Selphid had laid eyes on it. Even now she was impressed by its capabilities, and not a little bit jealous of Erin’s good fortune in obtaining it. It was like a free [Teleport] spell! And the Horns of Hammerad had given it to Erin as thanks for funding their group? Jelaqua wondered if that was friendship or folly. 
 
    As for being in a Walled City…she could only shrug in response to Relc’s indignation. 
 
    “I’ve been in large cities in Baleros before. Liscor’s small compared to some of the cities owned by the Four Great Companies. I know this is one of the Drake capital cities, but surely Liscor’s comparable to Pallass?” 
 
    “Comparable? Are you joking? I mean, our army’s good, but Pallass is at least ten times the size of Liscor! And it’s a major military power. The army here is seriously bad news—I hear it was deployed a month ago at Rheist. They tore up a bunch of other armies in a big battle there.” 
 
    “Wait, there was a war between the Drakes? I didn’t hear anything about that!” 
 
    Jelaqua frowned. A civil war was huge news! But Relc just shook his head. 
 
    “What, that? That’s normal. That’s politics and stuff for you. It’s not a war, war, right? It’s more like an argument.” 
 
    “An argument that ends up in a pitched battle?” 
 
    “Yup!” 
 
    Relc twirled his spear happily. Jelaqua stared. He tried to explain. 
 
    “Well, the Walled Cities fight all the time. You know, some Lady of the Wall calls a Watch Captain an ‘eggsucking lizard’ and there’s a big war. Obviously no one conquers the Walled Cities, but lesser cities get stormed now and then, and sieges can go on for months sometimes. I think there’s a siege going on around one of the other Walled Cities right now. Liscor’s army is fighting there.” 
 
    Jelaqua shook her head at Relc’s description of Drake politics. 
 
    “You make it sound so casual. One Drake insults another and you go to war over it? In Baleros, it’s all about gain. We fight over land, over precious resources, magical artifacts, fishing waters…” 
 
    “Oh, we do that too. It’s just that we fight each other even if we don’t need those other things.” 
 
    Relc happily assured the two adventurers. Seborn grunted as he scouted around. There were very few people about, and the Drowned Man was looking wary. 
 
    “Pretty empty for the middle of the day. Aren’t the Walled Cities supposed to be full of people?” 
 
    “Eh, this is a residential district. They’re probably all having fun somewhere else. Hear the horns and drums? That’s a military parade going on. Everyone’s probably watching. Hey, I bet that’s the way Erin and the others went!” 
 
    Relc pointed down the street, and Jelaqua heard the parade in the distance. She nodded and strode towards the noise, talking to Relc as she went. 
 
    “So what’s this you were saying about not being able to walk into the Walled Cities? Are we going to be stopped because we’re not Drakes?” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    Relc waved one hand, unconcerned. He strode along, light on his feet, chattering away as he looked around. 
 
    “It’s more likely they’d stop me because I’m a famous [Sergeant] and I fought against Pallass in two…no, three wars. Small wars, but they really hold a grudge. Adventurers of all kinds are welcome in the Walled Cities so long as you don’t cause trouble. Selphids, Humans…they’ll let anyone in if they’re not known criminals.” 
 
    He pointed to his chest with his thumb, looking proud. Jelaqua exchanged a glance with Seborn, but didn’t comment. Relc nodded as if they’d agreed wholeheartedly with everything he’d said. 
 
    “Yeah, the last thing you want is to have the Pallass Watch on your tail. Those guys do not play around. Walled Cities have really, really strong City Watches; better than Liscor’s. They—oh hey, there’s Erin!” 
 
    He pointed. Erin was standing at the back of a crowd of Drakes. The parade had just ended, and the Drakes were moving in a huge mass down the street. Jelaqua walked to one side to avoid the flow of bodies and waved to Erin. She did stand out. The Drakes of Pallass had green scales, red scales, blue scales, yellow scales…some very vibrant colors, others muted, but none of them had the fleshy pale tones of Human skin. Erin was standing with Ilvriss and Hawk and hadn’t spotted Jelaqua yet. 
 
    “Erin, hey, Erin!” 
 
    Jelaqua shouted, waving at the Human girl. She saw a lot of the Drakes looking at her, surprised to see a Selphid walking about. Jelaqua ignored the attention. She was used to it. Selphids weren’t a common sight in many parts of the world. She could see a few groups of armed [Guardsmen] or perhaps Drake [Soldiers] marching down the street towards Erin. She hoped that the girl wouldn’t walk off, and waved her arms furiously. 
 
    “Hey Erin!” 
 
    At last, the [Innkeeper] noticed her. Jelaqua took a step towards her and felt someone grab her arm. She turned and saw Seborn. The Drowned Man looked suddenly wary. 
 
    “Jelaqua! Those soldiers are headed right for Erin and the Wall Lord. And there are more behind us!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    The Selphid spun. She saw armed Drakes step out of alleyways, and a whole platoon marching down the street. She turned and was about to shout at Erin when she saw a Drake in yellow and silver armor hurtle out of the crowd. He tackled Erin to the ground as four other Drakes charged Ilvriss and Hawk. Jelaqua’s eyes widened and then she felt an impact in her side as a Drake charged into her. 
 
    The world slowed. Jelaqua stumbled with the impact and then felt the muscles in her body tense. The Selphid pushed at her body, ignoring the straining tendons, forcing her damaged Human form to push past her limits. She heaved, and the Drake who’d charged into her went flying. He crashed into a group of Drake civilians, who screamed. Jelaqua saw Seborn’s daggers flash, and another Drake staggered back, shouting in pain. 
 
    And then there was chaos. Drake [Soldiers] charged down the street as the citizens screamed and ran. Jelaqua’s flail was in her hand, and she whirled it in a fast arc. The Drake [Guardsman] who’d charged towards her grunted as the spike flails caught him in the chest. The impact dented his armor and sent him stumbling back. Jelaqua struck low—the flail’s heads struck the Drake in the shins, and he dropped. 
 
    “Seborn!” 
 
    She backed up, and the Drowned Man was at her back. The [Rogue] had his enchanted daggers at the ready, and there was already blood on the blades, but like Jelaqua, he’d struck to wound, not kill. The Selphid had no idea why the Drakes were attacking, but she was acting on instinct. Jelaqua began spinning her flail in dangerous arcs, gritting her teeth. Of all the times to forget her armor! The Drakes charged, and she moved into them, lashing exposed arms, chests, backs— 
 
    But why were they attacking? 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    “Don’t move! You are under arrest!” 
 
    The Drake on top of Erin was screaming in her ears. She was screaming back. 
 
    “What? What? Get off of me!” 
 
    He had her arm up behind her back and was pushing Erin’s face into the cobblestones. She tried to move, but the Drake was holding her in place. Erin could see running feet around her and then felt an impact. Someone kicked the Drake off of her, and Erin felt a wrenching pain in her arm. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Get up!” 
 
    Ilvriss strode over to her, his blade bared. Erin staggered upright and saw he was standing over two fallen Drakes. They were rolling on the ground and clutching at deep cuts in their sides. Ilvriss’ sword had gone straight through their armor. 
 
    “Erin!” 
 
    Hawk turned to them. He hadn’t been knocked down by the sudden attack either. The two Drakes who’d gone for him were lying on the ground, their chest plates dented. The Rabbit Beastkin hadn’t bothered with a weapon—he’d just kicked both Drakes. 
 
    “What’s happening?” 
 
    Erin shouted at Ilvriss, but the Wall Lord was busy. He was turning as more Drakes charged down the street. They were armed with halberds, pikes, swords—and they were very, very angry. 
 
    “Evacuate the streets! Get the civilians out of here and surround the intruders!” 
 
    A Drake [Guardsman] in bright yellow armor was shouting orders. Erin saw Jelaqua, Seborn, and Relc fighting other Drakes to the side. The street was suddenly full of soldiers! She backed up as she saw more Drakes coming towards her. 
 
    “Throw down your weapons! You are under arrest!” 
 
    One of the Drakes shouted at Ilvriss as he slashed a halberd in half. Only now did his words reach Erin’s brain. She was being arrested! She wavered, but the sight of a dozen pointy blades aimed at her chest convinced her. She threw up her hands and saw Hawk doing likewise. 
 
    The Drakes hesitated. They stared at Hawk, but their attention was grabbed in a dramatic way by Ilvriss. He’d charged into a group of three Drakes, and, with three cuts of his sword, brought them all down. 
 
    “Get that Drake!” 
 
    Most of the soldiers rushed past Erin and Hawk while several kept their weapons trained on her. Erin felt her heart beating wildly, and she could hear Hawk groaning aloud. 
 
    “Oh, no, no, no! I’m a Courier! Look, I have a seal—” 
 
    He tried to reach for his belt pouch, but the Drakes screamed at him, and he raised his hands again. Erin turned her head, searching for Jelaqua and the others. 
 
    There they were! Jelaqua was spinning her flail, keeping Drakes back as they attacked from every side. Erin saw a pike thrust at her from the side, and the Selphid turned. Her flail whirled, smashed the pike down. Instantly, Jelaqua turned and caught another weapon, knocking it aside before slamming the flail into a Drake’s shoulders. The [Guardswoman] fell, but several more were there to take her place. Seborn was fighting with his daggers, but both Gold-rank adventurers were outnumbered. 
 
    “Archers! Stop that Selphid!” 
 
    There was a shout, and Erin saw more Drakes rushing forwards. With bows. Her eyes widened, and she cried out. 
 
    “Jelaqua!” 
 
    The pale woman turned, and her eyes widened. Jelaqua turned her Human body to dodge, but too late. Erin heard a thud and saw two arrows sprout from Jelaqua’s chest and shoulder. She screamed. The Selphid staggered back, eyes wide, and then roared as she smacked a Drake on the head with her flail. 
 
    “That hurt, damnit!” 
 
    She whirled, and another arrow flashed past her towards Seborn. The Drowned Man ducked incredibly fast, and a Drake cried out as the arrow struck him instead. 
 
    “What’s happening?” 
 
    Erin shouted at Hawk, but he had no answer. She heard a roar as the Drakes pushed Jelaqua and Seborn back. They were screaming at them to put down their weapons, but neither Gold-rank adventurer was complying. Erin saw a Drake with a sword rush at Jelaqua to the side as her flail got tangled around another Drake’s shield. The Selphid turned, raising one hand to block the sword and— 
 
    “[Relc Punch]!” 
 
    A fist shot out and knocked the charging Drake flat. Erin gaped as Relc charged forwards, spear whirling. The Drake [Guardsman] struck two Drakes on the heads through their helmets, incredibly fast. Erin’s heart stopped as the Drakes fell, but then she saw Relc had hit them with the butt of his spear. They fell, unconscious, and Relc whirled. 
 
    “[Triple Thrust]!” 
 
    His spear shot out, appearing to strike three Drakes simultaneously for one dizzying second. Then Relc was spinning his spear, knocking an arrow down and bashing a Drake on the head. Pallass’ [Soldiers] drew back for a second, unprepared for Relc’s sudden attack. There was a moment of confused shouting, and then another voice rose once more. 
 
    “Hold! I said hold, burn your tails!” 
 
    The [Soldiers] drew back. Jelaqua, Seborn, and Relc paused, and Erin saw Ilvriss standing unharmed in the center of a circle of Drakes with weapons. The Drake in yellow armor strode forwards. He pointed at Relc. 
 
    “There’s only one Drake in the world stupid enough to shout his own name. You there, the Drake with the spear! Are you from Liscor by any chance?” 
 
    “Hey, do we know each other?” 
 
    Relc was holding his spear warily, but he brightened as he eyed the Drake in yellow armor. The Drake snorted. 
 
    “We’ve never met, but I know your name. Relc Grasstongue, [Sergeant] of Liscor’s army, is that right?” 
 
    “That’s right!” 
 
    Relc grinned. He turned his head to Jelaqua, who was staring at him as she stood with her back against a wall. 
 
    “Told you I’m famous.” 
 
    The [Commander] seemed to agree. He nodded at the guards, and then raised his voice. 
 
    “You heard him! That’s Relc Grasstongue, the damned Gecko of Liscor! Make sure he doesn’t break the encirclement and watch him—he’s fast! Someone get me some more battlemages and more [Guardsmen]!” 
 
    “Aw. Crap.” 
 
    Relc backed up as the soldiers on the street moved towards him. He raised his spear, and Jelaqua shouted. 
 
    “Why are you lot attacking us? We haven’t broken any laws! I’m a Gold-rank adventurer—” 
 
    “You teleported in with an unauthorized spell!” 
 
    The [Commander] roared at Jelaqua. Her eyes widened, and Erin’s heart skipped a beat. She turned her head to Hawk and saw him closing his eyes. 
 
    “Oh, dead gods.” 
 
    “We tracked your position! Put down your weapons. You are all under arrest for unauthorized entry to the city, assault on the City Watch, and illicit magical activity within the confines of a Walled City!” 
 
    “Oh shit.” 
 
    Jelaqua covered her face. She took one agonizing look around and then threw down her flail. At the same time, Seborn tossed his daggers to the ground and put up his hand and claw. Relc looked around and groaned. 
 
    “Aw! Every time I go to a Walled City, I get arrested! Fine, fine! Stop aiming those arrows at me!” 
 
    He threw down his spear as the City Watch surrounded them. Now there was only Ilvriss left. He stood with his sword bared. Over half a dozen [Guardsmen] lay on the ground, bleeding or being treated with potions by their comrades. The [Commander] shouted at him. 
 
    “Drop the weapon, Drake! Drop it, I said, or—” 
 
    “Silence.” 
 
    Ilvriss’ eyes flashed. Erin felt a weight on her shoulders and stumbled. The Lord of the Wall’s aura made the Drakes around him flinch, and one actually fell. Ilvriss raised his blood-stained blade, staring at the Drakes in front of him with the same haughty arrogance he always had. 
 
    “I am Ilvriss Gemscale, Wall Lord Ilvriss of Salazsar! Lower your weapons now!” 
 
    The [Guardsmen] around Ilvriss reacted to his name and title. They hesitated, as did the [Commander] in the yellow armor. . He called cautiously to Ilvriss. 
 
    “Wall Lord or not, your intrusion here breaks the law! Put down your blade, Wall Lord, and surrender peacefully!” 
 
    Ilvriss’ scorching gaze made the [Commander] flinch. The Wall Lord turned, his blade drawn. He stared down the street filled with [Guardsmen], daring them to attack. His voice rang across the street. 
 
    “Unacceptable! I, surrender? Put up your blades, soldiers of Pallass! Or if you intend to strike, strike true, because you won’t have a second chance. If it is war your city wants, mine will happily paint your walls red over my death!” 
 
    He brandished his blade, and the Drakes nearest to him backed up. Erin’s arms were tired, so she lowered them and massaged her shoulders as she waited to see what the Drake [Commander] would do. There was a moment where he hesitated, then he gave the order. 
 
    “Blades down. Someone get a Street Runner and find me a representative of the Assembly of Crafts!” 
 
    “Oh, I can go—” 
 
    Hawk took one step and put his hands up as the Drakes around him raised their weapons. He stared glumly at his feet as the soldiers in the street milled about, and several took off at a run. Hawk didn’t quite avoid Erin’s and everyone else’s gazes as they stared at him. He coughed. 
 
    “Okay, how was I supposed to know that was against the law?” 
 
    Erin looked at him and then around. She grinned helplessly as the Drakes eyed her. 
 
    “Um. Oops. Sorry?” 
 
    The Drakes of Pallass’ City Watch stared at her, their expressions hostile. Erin noticed one of the Drakes lying on the ground and moaning from where Ilvriss had cut him. She looked about, and raised her hands again. 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    Zevara was the Captain of Liscor’s City Watch. She was a hardworking Drake, who didn’t deserve half the news she got. Particularly any of the news involving Erin. For the first five seconds after the Gnoll [Guardsman] delivered his report about Erin’s new portal to Pallass, Zevara just sat at her desk with her mouth open. Then she began shouting. 
 
    “She did what? You’re telling me that there’s an unregulated portal to Pallass open and no one’s informed the security there?” 
 
    “I think so, Captain. We didn’t hear about it until just now. The Human [Barmaid] at her inn—the former thief—went to the city to let us know that Wall Lord Ilvriss and the [Innkeeper] had gone through the door about twenty minutes ago.” 
 
    The Gnoll [Guardsman] saw the scales on Zevara’s face turn dead white. She leapt up, sending her chair clattering. 
 
    “Get me a [Mage] and send a [Message] spell to Pallass right now! Tell them I want to talk to the Watch Captain on duty now! This is an emergency!” 
 
    Zevara didn’t wait for the Gnoll to start moving. She ran out of her office, shouting for the [Mage] on-duty in the barracks to send a message at once. She was swearing, cursing Erin’s name with every bad word she knew—and that was before she learned that Relc, a [Guardsman] from Liscor, had been arrested after attacking several members of Pallass’ City Watch. If there was one bright spot, it was that the prisoners in The Wandering Inn hadn’t been hurt. 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    The door to Pallass had been open for about twenty minutes when Lyonette noticed a few shadows around the doorway. She was busy keeping Mrsha from chasing Erin through the doorway and feeding Moore a bracing snack, so she didn’t have time to investigate it. The Redfang Warriors were all peering at the doorway, and it was only when Lyonette heard the Drake [Captain] right outside the doorway that she realized there was trouble. 
 
    “Now!” 
 
    Lyonette heard a roar from the door and turned in time to see a Drake’s hand tossing a potion into the room. The bottle smashed onto the floorboards and erupted into a plume of bright purple and white flames. They shot towards the ceiling and vanished in an instant. But the eruption of smoke billowed upwards. Lyonette shouted and heard the voice from outside roar again. 
 
    “Charge in! Take down the half-Giant and Hobs first!” 
 
    A Drake in bright yellow armor, a [Captain], charged through the doorway. He was followed by another Drake with plain steel or maybe iron armor, holding an axe. The two Drakes ran through the doorway as the rest streamed forwards— 
 
    And the portal went dead behind the second Drake. The Drake [Captain] faltered as, four hundred miles south of his location, twenty armed soldiers thudded into the stone wall with commendable force. He slowed, and the Drake behind him paused and stared behind him. The two [Guardsmen] looked around the inn at the five Hobs and coughing half-Giant. Lyonette had dived to cover Mrsha. The two got up slowly, coughing, and stared at the pair of Drakes. Neither Gnoll nor Human looked happy as the smoke began to clear. 
 
    The five Redfang Warriors traded a glance. All of the Hobs were on their feet with swords in hand, and they casually spread out to surround the two Drakes. Moore raised his staff, looking annoyed by the smoke that was making his eyes water. The Drake [Guardsman] behind his commander gulped as Apista buzzed around his head, agitated by the smoke and fire. 
 
    Faced with a sudden lack of bodies and cut off, the Drake [Captain] did the most sensible thing he could. He hesitated, and slowly sheathed his sword and raised his hands. 
 
    “We surrender.” 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    “Okay, so we didn’t mean to illegally enter your city. It’s just that I have a magical door, and we thought, y’know, it’d be cool to have a portal between Liscor and Pallass. Okay? I mean, Ilvriss—Wall Lord Ilvriss, that’s what he likes to be called—said it was okay to do. And if he didn’t know it was illegal, well…it’s not like anyone died, right?” 
 
    Erin grinned hopefully at the Watch Captain across the table from her. An hour had passed. In that time, she’d first been searched, and then, at Ilvriss’ insistence, left untouched. The Lord of the Wall had demanded both the Gold-rank adventurers and Relc be unshackled and treated as guests rather than prisoners. The City Watch had been unable to refuse his request. 
 
    After that, there had been some awkward standing around, many questions asked, and Jelaqua had asked someone to pull the arrows out of her chest. Then had come the urgent messages from Zevara, a bit too late, and also a notification of the prisoners that Lyonette had taken in The Wandering Inn. 
 
    Now Erin sat across a table from the Captain of the Watch on active duty. The Drake was wearing bright yellow armor and massaging his temples with one clawed hand as he listened to her convoluted explanation of what had happened. 
 
    “Let me see if I understand you correctly, Miss, ah, Erin. Your inn has a magical doorway capable of teleporting a user over four hundred miles.” 
 
    “Yup!” 
 
    “And you happen to know a Lord of the Wall who is seeking passage to his home city. And so you and Wall Lord Ilvriss hired a Courier to install this…portal doorway…in my city.” 
 
    “That’s sort of how it happened.” 
 
    “And—and I can’t believe this is a detail—your inn also has five Hobgoblin warriors and hosts a Gold-rank team of adventurers.” 
 
    “And a Silver-rank team. The Horns of Hammerad. They’re nice people, but they weren’t around.” 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    The [Captain] stared at Erin’s desperate smile and then looked back at the report in front of him. He massaged his temples again. Erin felt rather bad for him, actually. 
 
    “So…are we in trouble?” 
 
    “Let me see here. Thirteen wounded members of the City Watch, illegal entry, illegal use of a high-grade magical artifact, resisting arrest—” 
 
    “Hey, I surrendered! My hands were up the entire time! Mostly the entire time.” 
 
    “—resisting arrest, taking two members of the City Watch prisoner, sheltering Goblins—” 
 
    “Sheltering and feeding.” 
 
    Erin helpfully interjected. The [Captain] buried his face in his claws. Erin reached across the desk and patted him on the shoulder. 
 
    “Please don’t do that.” 
 
    “Sorry. But are we in trouble?” 
 
    The Watch Captain looked glum. 
 
    “I should arrest you. I would arrest you, but Wall Lord Ilvriss has asserted his rights. He is in the wrong, but as you were all acting on his orders…I could arrest the others for assaulting [Guardsmen], but he would object.” 
 
    “And that’s a bad—” 
 
    “That would cause a diplomatic incident that I am not qualified to handle. For now, you’re not under arrest, but we’re keeping the Selphid, Guardsman Relc, and the Drowned Man here. Their weapons are being impounded until we sort this out with Liscor.” 
 
    “Oh. That’s, uh, okay, I guess. But what about Hawk and me?” 
 
    The Drake shook his head gloomily. Hawk had already left the barracks after showing them his Courier’s seal. 
 
    “The Courier? He fulfilled his request to the letter. That he was unaware of Pallass’ laws is a matter for the Runner’s Guild. We’ll send a formal complaint to them. As for you—” 
 
    Erin gave him her most winning smile. The [Captain]’s eye twitched a bit. 
 
    “—You’re free to go. But given that your, uh, magical door is in use right now for the purpose of communication, I must insist you stay in the city’s limits.” 
 
    “Okay, I can wander around—” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    The [Captain] shot out of his chair. He eyed Erin, and then sat. 
 
    “You are part of Wall Lord Ilvriss’ entourage, so I am bound to assure your safety—” 
 
    “I am? He said that? Wow, that’s so nice of him!” 
 
    The Watch Captain ground his teeth together. 
 
    “That is what he claims. Thus, I cannot detain you against your will. But I must insist you be accompanied during your stay here. I will arrange for a guide to show you around the city. Is that acceptable?” 
 
    “Oh, totally. Um, does this mean I can—” 
 
    “Go.” 
 
    Erin nodded. She got up and tiptoed to the door. She opened it, slipped out, and then peeked back into the Watch Captain’s room. 
 
    “Uh, sorry for all the trouble.” 
 
    He stared at her until she backed away. When she was gone, the Watch Captain buried his head in his hands. He’d been Captain of the Day Watch for over eight years, and he’d weathered sieges, monster attacks, and political strife without flinching. Now he was close to tears. It was a feeling Watch Captain Zevara would have sympathized with very well. 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    Erin left the Watch Captain’s barracks and looked around. A lot had happened. A lot of important stuff. She felt quite bad for the Watch Captain, but relieved that she wasn’t in trouble and no one had died. A lot of people had gotten hurt—mainly by Ilvriss. But the Wall Lord’s strutting around and acting arrogant had helped, for once. He really was a big shot, so much so that he could stab someone in the middle of a street and then boss people about as if he were the injured party. 
 
    “Wow. Wall Lords are important. I guess I should be more respectful after all. Too bad I won’t be.” 
 
    Erin murmured to herself as she stared around the street. The City Watch’s barracks had only been a street or two away, so she hadn’t seen much of the city. She yearned to look about, but the Watch Captain had said she’d have a guide. Now where was— 
 
    “You there! Are you the Human I’m supposed to be showing around?” 
 
    Erin’s head turned. She heard a young male voice and saw a Drake with light orange scales striding up to her across the street. She smiled and went to greet him. 
 
    “Hi! That’s me! I’m Erin Solstice. Who are you?” 
 
    “I’m Nelliam Hailwing, your guide. Technically, I’m a [Greeter], but we don’t have many actual [Guides], and I was the only one nearby. I hear you’re some kind of troublemaker. Did you have something to do with that fight an hour ago?” 
 
    “No…what gave you that impression?” 
 
    Erin tried to appear innocent as Nelliam scrutinized her from head to toe. He was a young Drake, and Erin would have said he was in his mid-teens if he were a Human. He stared at her curiously. 
 
    “Well, the rumor is that a crazy Human [Mage] teleported a bunch of Gold-rank adventurers into the city to cause trouble. Apparently she’d been hired by a Lord of the Wall to do it! A Wall Lord from Salazsar, if you can believe that.” 
 
    “Whoa. I have no idea about that. That’s crazy. And not me. I’m just a visitor to the city.” 
 
    Erin lied as convincingly as she could. Nelliam looked skeptical, but then he shook his head. 
 
    “I guess you don’t look like a [Mage]. Okay then, you want a tour, right? Where should we start?” 
 
    “How about from the beginning? I mean, this is a Walled City and I’ve never been here so…I guess my first question is where the walls are.” 
 
    “The walls?” 
 
    Nelliam looked blankly at Erin. She pointed to the blue sky. 
 
    “Yeah, I mean, where are the walls? Aren’t they, like, three hundred feet high? Shouldn’t I be able to see them?” 
 
    The young Drake stared at Erin, and she knew she’d said something stupid. He coughed. 
 
    “Um. This is the highest residential level. You can’t see the walls because we’re so high up.” 
 
    “We are? I mean—we are?” 
 
    The Drake stared at Erin. 
 
    “You did climb all the stairs to get to the top of the city, didn’t you? You do remember going up all this way, right?” 
 
    “Uh…no.” 
 
    Nelliam stared at Erin. Erin stared back. The Drake blinked and scratched at the back of his head. 
 
    “Okaaay then. Let’s show you the city as a whole first! This way, Miss Erin.” 
 
    He led her down the street. Erin walked past groups of Drakes, seeing a few Gnolls and other species in the crowd, but mainly scaly bodies. Nelliam kept her moving at a quick pace, talking rapidly, and steering her clear of knots of people in the crowd. 
 
    “Mind your step, Miss Human! People walk fast in Pallass, and if you aren’t careful you’ll be run over! There’s not really many wagons this high up, of course, but you have to learn how to walk with the traffic!” 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “To see the city! There’s a nice overlook just ahead—are you sure you haven’t seen Pallass before? How did you get up here?” 
 
    “Uh…I guess I just wasn’t paying attention!” 
 
    “Huh.” 
 
    Nelliam shook his head, but he at least seemed used to guiding odd people about. He launched into a prepared speech as the traffic thinned, and Erin sensed them heading towards the end of a street. 
 
    “Well, if you’ve never been here before you’re in for a treat! Pallass is one of the Walled Cities, one of the jewels of the Drake lands! It’s a massive city—far larger than almost all the Human cities, and much better defended! These walls have never fallen to invasion, and Pallass is the most important northern Drake city!” 
 
    “It is? I thought that was Liscor!” 
 
    Erin exclaimed. Nelliam snorted and his tail swished across the paving stones. 
 
    “Liscor? They’re just a small city that occupies a trade route between the north and south. We’re the real gateway to the north. Our armies are close to both the Antinium and the Blood Fields—if the Humans send their armies, we’re the first city to respond. And we manufacture more arms and potions than any other city on the continent! Our [Alchemists] and [Blacksmiths] are second to none! That’s why Pallass is famous across the world!” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Erin stared round-eyed at Nelliam. He faltered. He was guiding Erin towards the end of the street, which didn’t end with a wall so much as a vertical drop. Erin could see a huge wall beyond the edge of the drop. A city lay ahead of her, and she found herself speeding up to see. 
 
    “Well, yes. We’re famous. You have heard of us, haven’t you? Pallassian steel? Our potions? You’ve never heard of our latest technological developments?” 
 
    “No…but I don’t get out much. You make stuff?” 
 
    “Not just stuff!” 
 
    Nelliam tried to rally. He raised his voice again as he strode towards the drop ahead of them. Erin was glad to see there were stone guardrails, placed at chest level, so no one could accidentally trip over the edge. Closer now. She could see a huge wall stretching across the gap, and what looked like levels with houses on them. They were still a ways away, and now Nelliam was chattering to her about Pallass’ many inventions. 
 
    “Just the other month, one of our [Craftswomen] figured out a way to harness the power of the wind to crank our siege weapons! We invented the smock mill!” 
 
    “The what?” 
 
    “The—it’s a more lightweight version of the tower mill. It’s designed so you can build it with wood and metal rather than out of stone. It was a huge achievement! You can use it to drain swamps, build them near farms in a tenth of the time since you don’t have to wait for mortar to dry—” 
 
    “Oh, right. I bet that takes a long time, even if you blow on the concrete. Or do you heat it with fire magic to make it dry faster? Is there a special fan you use? Wind magic?” 
 
    The Drake turned his head and gave Erin the fish-eye. She stared back innocently. He hesitated, and then shook his head. 
 
    “Humans. Look, we’re inventors! It’s in our blood. That’s what Pallass is known for! The other Walled Cities might have their specialties, but we stand on the cutting-edge at all times. Our city creates wonders for the rest of the world. And here we are! Look!” 
 
    They reached the end of the street. Erin approached the stone railing, and Nelliam threw a hand out. He shouted in triumph as Erin got her first true glimpse of the Walled City. 
 
    “This is Pallass, the City of Invention!” 
 
    Erin stared over the balcony. Out and down. She stared thousands of feet, perhaps miles across the balcony, to a huge wall in the distance. It was high and long, and was one of four walls in each of the cardinal directions. North, south, east, and west, the walls of Pallass rose, impenetrable stone towering in the sky. But it wasn’t the walls that took Erin’s breath away. It was what had been built in the city. 
 
    She was standing on the highest level of Pallass, save for the battlements. Erin hadn’t realized that before. That was why she hadn’t seen the walls, because she was too high up. But now, staring into the heart of the city, Erin could look down and see the city below her. 
 
    She saw thousands of tiny houses built on ledges that protruded from the walls. Water, actual water, being pumped up some odd conveyor belt to tiny gardens hanging below her! Criss-crossing streets filled with minuscule people, a sea of rooftops, four giant stairwells descending into the center of the city from each of the walls—Erin’s eyes strained at the enormity of it all. Nelliam grinned in pride as he gestured. 
 
    “Welcome to Pallass. Amazing, isn’t it?” 
 
    Behind Nelliam, Pallass stretched outwards and downwards, a sprawling city made of multiple levels. Yes, that was the word for it. Levels. Erin was standing on one of the highest points of the city, and she could look down into other streets, plazas, and buildings far below. 
 
    Pallass had been built so that the urban center of the city was at the lowest point, or ground level. That looked much like a normal city, but where the Walled City had changed was in the four massive staircases that rose upwards towards the walls. It was possible to ascend higher and reach an entirely new ‘floor’ where more buildings had been constructed. 
 
    Each new level down was progressively smaller and circled the interior of the walls, so that Erin felt like she was looking at an inverted pyramid. Or a bowl. The effect was hypnotic as well as grand, but what struck Erin most was the organization of it all. She could instantly plot a route from her position to the lowest part of the city or anywhere she wanted to travel. Ramps were neatly placed at intervals to allow someone access to a higher or lower floor, and the four central staircases made getting lost impossible. Walk far enough in one direction and you’d get to one of the four staircases. 
 
    “Wow. It’s so organized.” 
 
    “Of course it is! Did you think we’d build a disorganized city?” 
 
    Nelliam looked insulted. Erin shrugged, thinking of cities like Venice or London. 
 
    “I guess not. But we Humans build weird cities all the time. I guess I didn’t expect it to look so neat.” 
 
    “You Humans. So messy.” 
 
    The Drake shook his head and pointed down into the city. 
 
    “Any new construction has to be approved by an [Architect] and an official who understands the layout of the city. We build in expectation of usage, and our craftspeople move in. See—we constructed the new Blacksmith’s Quarters two years ago in response to complaints about the smoke and noise. They occupy the second-highest level, there, you see?” 
 
    Erin looked where he was pointing and saw a plume of smoke rising from a series of buildings. It was very far away, but she thought she could see tiny figures hammering industriously on pieces of metal. Or was that her imagination? The Walled City might not have had the horizontal landmass of a megacity like, say, Chicago, but Erin was still breath-taken by the size of Pallass. 
 
    Breath-taken, and a little queasy. She backed up from the edge of the wall. 
 
    “I think I’d like to not look down so much.” 
 
    “Visitors always say that. You’ll get used to the heights soon enough if you stay here. Now, let’s head down, shall we?” 
 
    “Down? How? You mean the stairs?” 
 
    Erin pointed towards one of the four grand stairwells. The nearest one was to their left and looked to be a good walk away. But Nelliam only laughed. 
 
    “No! I told you, Pallass is the city of inventors! We’ve come up with a much faster way to travel between floors! Look over there, see?” 
 
    He pointed, and Erin stared over at a place where the stone balcony ended and an odd contraption had been built into the stone. She stared at an…elevator. 
 
    Yes, it was an elevator. It was a wood and metal platform with guardrails, controlled by a pulley and system of gears. Nelliam walked Erin over to it, and she stood on the wood platform as he fiddled with the hand crank. Then he nodded to her with a huge grin on his face. 
 
    “Ready? Don’t be scared—this isn’t magic, but it’s close! We’re going down, nice and easy!” 
 
    He turned something, and Erin felt the elevator begin to descend. She expected them to drop, but to her surprise she saw a gear turning as the elevator slowly descended, regulating the speed at which they went down. Nelliam smiled broadly at Erin, expecting her to be amazed. 
 
    And she was, just not for the reasons he expected. Erin stared at the elevator and then put her hand on a lever that was turning slowly. The elevator stopped with a jolt. 
 
    “Whoa! This is an elevator!” 
 
    “Hey, stop that!” 
 
    Looking alarmed, Nelliam made Erin let go of the crank. They continued their descent, and he edged Erin back from the controls. 
 
    “Please don’t fiddle with the gears! This is a new piece of technology—it’s a platform which raises and lowers itself without magic!” 
 
    “Right, with gears!” 
 
    “Exactly—wait, how did you know?” 
 
    Nelliam looked shocked and then suspicious. He frowned at Erin. 
 
    “You have gone on one of these before, haven’t you? Well, we’re headed down—we’ll take the scenic route. Look, you can see the entire city!” 
 
    He pointed, and Erin saw that he was right. The elevator was going down, level after level, passing by Drakes who were walking down a street with trees planted at intervals, down another level where Drakes were marching in formation, and all the while Erin could see the grand staircase closest to them and Drakes moving up and down the steps. 
 
    “Wow, look at those stairs!” 
 
    They ran from the bottom of the Walled City to the top. Erin had to guess there were thousands of steps, and although few Drakes seemed willing to make the entire journey, thousands of them were using the stairway to go up or down a level. It was one of four stairwells, and each one had a side for Drakes moving up the stairs and a side if you wanted to descend. 
 
    Organization. Nelliam smiled proudly, but a bit condescendingly, as he pointed to the Drakes heading down the stairs. They were close enough so that Erin could catch fragments of conversation and see the Drakes carrying baskets, goods, and so on, with them. 
 
    “That’s the old way of moving through the city, of course. You’ll have to use the stairs to go up—it’s too much work to crank the platforms up when you’re standing on them. But this is a lot faster and easier than walking down the stairs. It’s only the old-timers who refuse to use this method these days.” 
 
    His raised voice carried to a group of Drakes that were descending the stairs near the elevator. Erin saw a few of them look up in annoyance. One of them, an older Drake woman, raised her fist and shouted at Nelliam and Erin. 
 
    “Real Drakes use steps!” 
 
    Nelliam’s tail twitched, and he bellowed back at her. 
 
    “Shut up, you old hag!” 
 
    She made a rude gesture, and Nelliam nearly copied her until he remembered that Erin was watching. He turned his back on the Drake as they descended past her and coughed, his cheeks flushed. 
 
    “Sorry about that.” 
 
    Erin stared at the Drake lady who was descending much slower than her elevator. 
 
    “Who was that?” 
 
    “My aunt.” 
 
    Nelliam shifted, clearly embarrassed, and pointed out something else to Erin as they went. 
 
    “See those Drakes running down the middle of the staircase?” 
 
    Erin turned her head and saw that there were figures running down the center ramp that separated the streams of people going up and down the stairs. The middle of the staircase was wide enough that they could race or slide down the middle several people at a time. The Drakes and Gnolls wore armbands and carried packages. Erin gasped as one leapt from the middle and landed on a level below him, taking off running as soon as he hit the ground. Nelliam smiled. 
 
    “Those are Street Runners and City Runners. They use the middle because it’s faster and they don’t run people over. Some of them jump from level to level, although that’s dangerous. But if you need something delivered across the city quick, all you have to do is find one of the drop-off points and write down your address!” 
 
    “Wow. I’ve seen Runners before, but I didn’t know it was so different here!” 
 
    Erin exclaimed as the elevator descended to what was nearly the bottom level. Nelliam stopped it before they could get to the ground floor and pointed. 
 
    “Pallass is a lot different from most Drake cities. Human ones too, I bet. We’re at the bottom now, and you can see the walls, right?” 
 
    He glanced at her somewhat mockingly. Erin looked up. From the ground, the four walls towered over her, casting huge shadows. She stared up towards the sun and shaded her eyes as she peered at the different floors built into the walls. 
 
    “Yep, I can see them now. That’s a lot of floors. And a long way up. Hey, does this mean I have to climb all those stairs if I want to get back up again?” 
 
    The thought was dismaying, but again Nelliam laughed at her. 
 
    “No! Okay, for the small lifts there’s no way up, and you have to crank them back up if you want to get down. That’s a pain in the tail, though, so we’ll take one of the magic-powered lifts up.” 
 
    “The what now?” 
 
    Nelliam pointed, and Erin saw another elevator, far larger than the platform she was standing on, shoot upwards. The gears moving the elevator were blurring with speed—but not from any mechanical force she could see. Nelliam smiled. 
 
    “Those lifts are powered by mana stones. They’re expensive, but the city has a number of them to let people go from the bottom floors to the top ones when they need to. We’ll take it back up so you can stand on the battlements. Unless you want to look around the bottom levels first?” 
 
    “I want to ride that thing.” 
 
    Erin stared at the elevator as it went up at dizzying speeds. It looked like fun to her, a girl for whom roller coasters were an attraction, rather than a nightmare come to life. Nelliam grinned, sensing her anticipation. 
 
    “Okay then! We’ll join the queue.” 
 
    He led her over to the elevator at a brisk walk. Erin stared at the line of Drakes and Gnolls, most of whom looked older and thus were in need of the elevator’s convenience. She fidgeted, feeling a bit guilty. 
 
    “Is it okay to use this? I can walk if we’re in the way.” 
 
    “You’re a tourist. It’s okay, especially if you haven’t ridden one before. Just please don’t be sick. People throwing up over the sides is awful, especially because it gets everywhere.” 
 
    Nelliam reassured her as they stepped onto the elevator. Erin saw a Drake conductor standing at the side, waiting for everyone to file in. When he’d judged the lift was full, he touched a glowing red stone to another stone embedded in the wall. 
 
    The gears began to turn. Slowly at first, and then, with increasing speed, they propelled the elevator up. Erin felt her stomach drop and clung to the guardrail as Nelliam grinned wildly. She looked around and saw the older Drakes and Gnolls holding on for dear life. It looked like they had fought a battle between the exhaustion of climbing the stairs or the fear of riding the contraption and only barely won. 
 
    “Isn’t this amazing? We’re trying to get all the lifts to do this, but without the magic!” 
 
    Nelliam shouted to Erin around the rushing air. She looked at the city falling below them and felt a strange sense of familiarity. This was so much like an elevator from her world! Only, it was going a lot faster than most elevators she knew, and she’d never been in one that was exposed like this. Only the guardrails kept her from tumbling off. 
 
    “How would you make all of them like this?” 
 
    “With wind! We’re trying to attach a windmill to the lift gears, but it’s not working! We think we can make them wind themselves up eventually, though! Then we’ll be able to ascend and descend anywhere we want!” 
 
    The Drake hollered back just in time for the elevator to slow as they reached the top floor. Erin wobbled out, with Nelliam helping both her and an elderly Drake. He grinned, used to the sudden ascent. 
 
    “Wasn’t that amazing? Just think, someday none of us might have to use the stairs again!” 
 
    “I hope I die before that day comes.” 
 
    The old Drake muttered as he walked unsteadily out of the lift. Erin felt he had a point, but then she was on top of Pallass’ walls. She stared around and realized that, while she’d been near the top of the city, she’d never looked out over the walls. 
 
    She did so now. The walls of Pallass were exceptionally wide. So wide, in fact, that there were emplacements where trebuchets, catapults, and other siege weapons had been installed, and room enough for armed [Guardsmen] to patrol and citizens to walk along the walls. They were so wide that Erin could have had a tennis game on top of the walls with room to spare if she hadn’t been worried about the ball falling off. Because if anything did get knocked off the top of the walls, it was a long way to drop. 
 
    “Oh my god, we’re high up.” 
 
    Erin stood on the battlements of the Walled City, grateful for the guardrail. She looked down, down, and down some more. Below her, muddy ground stretched out, along with hills and forests, brown and white in some places, as the last of the winter’s frost melted. Nelliam smiled as he pointed to a series of exceptionally high mountains towering over the Walled City in the distance. 
 
    “See that? That’s the High Passes, north of here. And if you look left, you can see the roads heading west. And over there—see it? There’s a village down there, and if you look really close, you can see people! You can pay for an enchanted spyglass. Lots of people rent them and sit up here, watching. Just mind the wind. It doesn’t usually blow people off, but it can get really strong up here!” 
 
    There was indeed a terrific wind blowing at Erin’s hair. It was colder than she would have liked, but she couldn’t tear herself away from the magnificent view. Nelliam grinned smugly as he saw Erin gaping. 
 
    “This is three hundred feet high?” 
 
    It felt higher, or maybe Erin had been away from home for too long. She’d been far higher—in airplanes and skyscrapers—but standing on the top of Pallass’ walls felt more immediate. Nelliam shrugged. 
 
    “It’s actually taller in places. We say it’s three hundred feet high just because it’s exactly that short in some spots. Impressive though, isn’t it? Have you ever been this high in your life?” 
 
    He was clearly expecting Erin to say no. She nodded absently. 
 
    “Yes. Higher, actually.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She could look down and see people entering and exiting Pallass’ gates far below. She could look straight down, in fact. Erin did and felt vertigo nudge her stomach at last. She thought she might faint or trip and hastily backed away from the edge. She had to take a few steadying breaths until she was feeling better. 
 
    “The height, huh? It gets most people the first time. Some people who’ve lived here their entire lives won’t look over the edge. My mother won’t, and she was born here, same as the rest of my family.” 
 
    Nelliam leaned over the railing, completely at ease. Erin swallowed and looked around. It seemed the City Watch was fine with letting civilians on the walls, so long as there wasn’t trouble. More than a few Drakes and Gnolls were standing at the balcony, looking through spyglasses. Some were more daring, leaning over the battlements or standing on top of them— 
 
    Erin blinked. There was a Gnoll standing on top of the battlements, on one of the stone blocks that archers could use for cover during battles. He had a pair of feathery wings strapped to each arm, and as Erin watched, he flapped them encouragingly in the breeze. But he wasn’t going to jump, right? That would be— 
 
    He leapt from the top of the battlements. Erin shouted in horror as she raced towards the spot he’d dove from. She screamed at Nelliam, who hadn’t seen. 
 
    “Hey, that Gnoll just jumped!” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    Nelliam’s head turned, as did several of the [Guardsmen] on patrol. They instantly relaxed when they saw the plummeting figure. 
 
    “Oh. You had me scared for a second.” 
 
    “What? He jumped—someone do something!” 
 
    Erin was in a panic. What could they do? The Gnoll was dead the instant he hit the ground! But Nelliam looked unconcerned. 
 
    “Relax. That Gnoll always comes up here. He won’t get hurt. He’s trying to fly.” 
 
    “Fly?” 
 
    Erin remembered the wings. They’d looked silly, as silly as those old movies of people riding off cliffs on bicycles with wings. She stared at the falling shape, wondering if the wings were magical. The [Guardsmen] behind her were laughing and pointing, making bets on whether or not the Gnoll would fly. 
 
    “Looks like—he might make it—aw, no!” 
 
    The Gnoll was flapping wildly with his makeshift wings to no avail. They dragged at the air and eventually the left wing snapped off his arm. He plummeted, and Erin covered her eyes as he neared the ground. She peeked at the last second, though. 
 
    Before the Gnoll could splatter messily onto the ground, his body suddenly slowed in midair. He fell the last fifty or so feet, flapping with his one good arm and looking quite upset. Nelliam shook his head as the Drakes on duty laughed and tossed a few coins towards the bet maker. 
 
    “He always does that. That’s the second time this month. I don’t know where he finds the coin for those Featherfall Potions, but he’s wasting them trying to fly. He’s not an Oldblood Drake, and his wings break half the time. And when they don’t he just wobbles in the air before he lands.” 
 
    Erin stared as the Gnoll landed on the ground and tore the last wing off his arm. He began to stomp on them, and she looked at Nelliam. 
 
    “Do a lot of people do that?” 
 
    “No, just him. He’s weird, isn’t he? But you were lucky to see him—he doesn’t jump often, and people like to watch when he does. Too bad he’ll never succeed. A few of the Oldblood Drakes with wings sometimes fly from the walls, but a Gnoll won’t ever fly. Not without a powerful magical artifact or spell, anyways.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” 
 
    Erin cocked her head, a bit surprised by Nelliam’s dismissiveness. She knew Humans couldn’t fly by themselves in her world, even with technology, but what about gliders and wing suits? 
 
    “I thought Pallass was the ‘city of inventions’. Why don’t you think a Gnoll can learn to fly?” 
 
    Nelliam scoffed. 
 
    “There’s a difference between invention and things that are just impossible. Everyone knows that. If you want to fly, hire a [Mage]. We’re making things that everyone can use, not wasting our time trying to do ridiculous things like that.” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    Erin didn’t immediately reply to the young Drake. She stared at the Gnoll who was trudging back to the city with his tail literally between his legs. She smiled. 
 
    “Maybe it’s impossible. But I bet all the great inventors did impossible things.” 
 
    Nelliam snorted. 
 
    “Yeah, but none of them strapped wings to their arms and jumped off walls. That Gnoll’s broken more bones than anyone in the city! If you’re done with the walls, do you want to continue the tour? I can show you our gardens next. Or how about we visit the Blacksmith’s Quarter? Or—” 
 
    He was turning Erin away when she saw a familiar Drake in yellow armor striding up to them. The Watch Captain looked harried, and he stopped abruptly in front of Erin and Nelliam. 
 
    “Miss Solstice, we’re going to have to cut your tour short. You’re needed back at your magic…portal thing. The Assembly of Crafts, our ruling body, has met with some of your city’s leaders and come to a decision.” 
 
    “The Assembly of Crafts? Wait a second, you mean the Human who caused all that trouble is her?” 
 
    Nelliam stared wide-eyed at Erin and the Watch Captain. She winced as the [Captain] took her arm. The Drake [Greeter] wanted to hurry after them, but a [Guardsman] blocked his way. 
 
    “Wait, you’re the Human [Mage]? Why didn’t you tell me?” 
 
    The Watch Captain ignored Nelliam as he steered Erin away. She waved at the young Drake apologetically. 
 
    “Sorry! I didn’t teleport anyone! It was my door!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “My door!” 
 
    The Drake and Human walked off as Nelliam disappeared behind them. The [Captain] was silent, but Erin was curious, so she began to pester him with questions. 
 
    “What’s so important about the door? Is there more trouble?” 
 
    “Not exactly. A few members of our Assembly—that’s, ah, like Liscor’s Council, only we elect numerous representatives from all of the major Guilds to vote on issues—a few members met with Liscor’s council. They used the door to communicate. I gather that Wall Lord Ilvriss will be fined, but there will be no criminal charges.” 
 
    “Oh. Good. So why do they want me?” 
 
    The [Captain] avoided Erin’s gaze. He coughed. 
 
    “I think the existence of such a powerful artifact that can transport people between locations is the issue at stake. The convenience and possible security risk means you, as the owner, need to be present in case the artifact is subject to fines or confiscation.” 
 
    “Confiscation? Hey, wait a minute…that’s not right!” 
 
    “I’m just doing my duty.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, well, what if I have a problem with people taking my door?” 
 
    “It is a possible security risk to Pallass. If necessary, we may be forced to seize it—” 
 
    “Seize it? If you do, I’ll shove this fist so far up—no, wait, that’s gross. I’ll shove the door so far up—” 
 
    “It’s not decided yet. Please, follow me.” 
 
    The Watch Captain edged away from Erin as he led her back towards the doorway. Erin stomped after him, muttering. 
 
    “Some city this is. First they arrest me, and then they try to take my door? We’ll see about that.” 
 
    She narrowed her eyes. Erin stomped through the streets after the nervous Watch Captain and found a crowd around the alleyway with the magic door. There were a lot of Drakes in expensive clothing forced to stand elbow-to-elbow in the cramped side street. A few Gnolls too, which was surprising. The members of the Assembly of Crafts looked at Erin as she stormed up, and she saw Ilvriss, Relc, Jelaqua, and Seborn all standing outside the door. Hawk was there too, sheepishly hiding behind a tall Gnoll. 
 
    “Hey! Are you jerks trying to steal my door?” 
 
    The important-looking Drakes and Gnolls stared blankly at Erin, and then one of them, a Gnoll with a paunch and bright reddish-brown fur, spoke. 
 
    “We are considering impounding this magical artifact due to the potential security risk it poses, as well as the economic advantages it confers. You are the [Innkeeper] and owner of this artifact, correct?” 
 
    “That’s right. I’m Erin Solstice. Who are you?” 
 
    The Gnoll blinked down at Erin. He was wearing an expensive vest and had a skullcap on his head—the first time Erin had seen a Gnoll wearing any kind of hat. 
 
    “I am Errif Jealwind, a [Merchant], and the current head of the Merchant’s Guild in Pallass. I am one of the Head Speakers for the Assembly of Crafts. We have reviewed the incident involving Wall Lord Ilvriss’ intrusion into this city, and are debating what punitive measures may be taken.” 
 
    “Okay. And you think you can take my door, huh? Why? Because it’s a threat?” 
 
    The Gnoll blinked as Erin glared at him. She wasn’t impressed by his titles. He nodded. 
 
    “And because it can open up trade between any city we want. Imagine the possibilities!” 
 
    “But it’s my door.” 
 
    This fact didn’t seem to impress Errif. He flicked a furry paw. 
 
    “We will, of course, compensate you for the artifact. However, this is a matter of security. We cannot just have visitors entering the city magically. Wall Lord Ilvriss’ intrusion was highly illegal, and his noble status does not render him immune to the law. Once he is fined, we will require his return to Liscor.” 
 
    “Wait, what? You’re making him go back to Liscor?” 
 
    Erin looked at Ilvriss. He was standing with both arms folded, practically smoldering with anger. The Wall Lord snapped at Errif. 
 
    “And it seems Pallass intends to make off with your artifact as well, Solstice. I underestimated how shameless a Walled City could become, but I should have expected nothing less from a city ruled by a democracy.” 
 
    Errif and the other Drakes and Gnolls didn’t appear bothered by the insult. He gestured, and Erin saw the [Guardsmen] surrounding Ilvriss, Jelaqua, Relc, and Seborn move a hair closer. The Gnoll didn’t quite smile as he stroked at the hair on his chin. 
 
    “Laws are meant to be enforced, Wall Lord Ilvriss. You broke our laws first, and so long as this door exists as a gateway outside our city, it is a threat to the security of Pallass. Thus, we are free to confiscate it. Your ejection is simply another matter, of course. We are well within our liberties to deny you access.” 
 
    “I see. And here I thought Ilvriss was a jerk. But you guys are double jerks!” 
 
    Erin narrowed her eyes. Errif blinked as she took a step forwards. He seemed surprised that Erin was taking part in the conversation at all and glanced meaningfully at the Watch Captain. 
 
    “I think there is little need for more debate, Captain. Now that the owner of the, ah, door is here, we may inform her of the confiscation and arrange due compensation.” 
 
    “Hold up! Don’t I get a say?” 
 
    Erin protested. Errif ignored her. 
 
    “Escort the Wall Lord through the door. And the other intruders please. I trust the door has enough mana for the trip?” 
 
    A [Mage] Drake standing by the door raised his head and wiped sweat from his brow. 
 
    “We have charged it as far as we can, Senator Jealwind. We’re maintaining the connection with our mana reserves. It should be more than enough to send a group through, but I advise moderation.” 
 
    “Good. In that case—proceed.” 
 
    Errif motioned, and Erin saw Ilvriss herded through the door with Jelaqua, Seborn, and Relc following after at spear point. She heard Relc complaining loudly. 
 
    “This always happens. Every time! I get arrested, I get kicked out. It’s not like I cause trouble each time, either! I—oh, hey Captain.” 
 
    “Now then. We will send a battalion through to secure the door and transport it back. It will take some time, no doubt, but I am confident that, once we have the artifact in our possession, we will be able to open up new trade routes between Pallass and the north. Or perhaps between this city and another Walled City. The possibilities are endless, and I’m sure you’ll agree that it will be a powerful incentive when negotiating—” 
 
    Errif was animatedly talking with the other senators, ignoring Erin. She stared at him, thought about kicking his stupid wagging tail, and realized that was the stupidest thing she could do. The Watch Captain was apologetic, but he would definitely arrest her again if she caused trouble. 
 
    They were going to march into Liscor and take her door! Just like that! Erin wondered if Zevara had agreed to this. Either way, it didn’t matter. She couldn’t stop them. They would take the door and bring it back with them! Her magic door! And there was nothing she could do. She couldn’t fight, and her door was wide open for all the big Drakes with swords to march through. 
 
    Wide open. Doorway. Erin stared at the door and then edged towards it. The Watch Captain immediately grabbed her arm, but she glared at him. 
 
    “I’m going back through the door, alright? Jeez! I thought you wanted to get rid of me!” 
 
    Errif turned. He saw Erin going to the door and nodded. 
 
    “Let the [Innkeeper] go, Captain. I am relieved that she is open to reason, unlike Wall Lord Ilvriss.” 
 
    A few of the Drakes around Errif laughed. One of them spoke up, playing with a pendant at her neck. 
 
    “I thought he might draw his sword on us. Wall Lords from Salazsar are so…temperamental.” 
 
    “Hotheaded. Quite unable to negotiate. It’s one thing to bargain from a position of strength, and yet another to stride into our city and begin making demands. Especially given that he was the one responsible for General Shivertail’s…” 
 
    Erin gritted her teeth as she walked through her doorway. She was back in her inn in a moment. She saw Zevara and a group of Liscor’s [Guardsmen] standing anxiously in front of the doorway. The Watch Captain looked upset, and Ilvriss did indeed look like he was considering going back through the doorway and stabbing Errif. Erin saw Lyonette wringing her hands anxiously. 
 
    “Erin, I’m so sorry—” 
 
    Erin cut her off with a hand. She stared back at Errif and raised her voice. 
 
    “Hey you! Mr. Gnoll! Yes, you, the fat, ugly one!” 
 
    The Senators of Pallass looked around. Errif’s jaw dropped in shock. Erin stepped back through the doorway. 
 
    “You may be a big shot in Pallass, but you can’t just take my door! It’s mine! And all your stupid stuff about security? That’s a lie, isn’t it? You just want my door because it’s cool. Well, you can’t have it.” 
 
    Errif stared at Erin for a second, and then turned back to his fellow senators and laughed lightly, dismissing Erin with a wave. 
 
    “Humans, they’re so…Watch Captain Venim, please deal with her, won’t you?” 
 
    The Watch Captain apprehensively raised his hand, but Erin wasn’t done. She pointed at Errif as she edged back into her inn. 
 
    “Not so fast, jerk! I’m not letting you have my door! And I’m going to make sure you guys can’t steal it!” 
 
    Errif’s brow furrowed. 
 
    “What is she talking about?” 
 
    Erin stepped forwards again, into Pallass. 
 
    “You think you’re so smart. Well, guess what? I can just change whether or not this door opens in Pallass. I’ll cut you off! How about them apples? Then there won’t be a security breach! So you can’t have my door!” 
 
    The Gnoll hesitated. One of the Drake senators, the female one, looked concerned. 
 
    “Can she do that? That would mean, legally—” 
 
    Errif eyed Erin apprehensively. The young woman stared challengingly at him. He stared at the door set into the wall and spoke with forced confidence. 
 
    “The door is open. It’s a clear threat.” 
 
    “Oh yeah? Well, send your City Watch through this door and it’ll be a lot more threat. Anyone puts a claw through my door and I’ll hit them with a pan! And I bet Ilvriss will totally stab them! And I have a bunch of Goblins who’ll beat you up! And an Antinium guard!” 
 
    Erin backed up through the doorway, fists raised threateningly. The Assembly of Crafts stared and saw a black hand waving from the back of the crowd in Liscor. 
 
    “I believe that is me. Hello, Erin.” 
 
    “Antinium.” 
 
    Several of the Drakes paled, and Errif backed up. He looked at the Watch Captain. 
 
    “Those are the Antinium of Liscor? Dead gods, I thought those Drakes were insane, but in an inn? Watch Captain, move your soldiers—” 
 
    “Not yet!” 
 
    Erin leapt through the doorway. Errif blinked at her, but Erin hopped back through to Liscor. She ran back through to Pallass again, feeling slightly stupid. But then there was a groan from the Drake [Mage] by the doorway. 
 
    “Senator Jealwind, the Human is draining the magic—” 
 
    “She’s what?” 
 
    Too late, Errif and the others realized what Erin was doing. Erin ran back into Liscor, hopped through into Pallass, hopped back into Liscor, hopped through to Pallass—she did three more side-hops and then leapt into Liscor as one of the Drakes grabbed for her. Erin panted. 
 
    “Wow, that’s a lot of mana. I didn’t know you could charge it up this much.” 
 
    “Keep the portal open! Watch Captain, send your men in now!” 
 
    Errif shouted as the [Guardsmen] barred the door. He strode forwards, as if he meant to go through himself. He got right up to the portal’s edge and then ducked. A chair sailed over his head and smacked two Pallassian senators in their faces. They cried out, and Errif scrambled to his feet. 
 
    He rose just in time to see Erin grabbing another chair to throw, and then the portal winked out. Errif stared at the blank brick wall in shock and then looked around. There was a nasty silence in the alleyway except for Watch Captain Venim, who breathed a quiet sigh of relief. 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    On the other side of the portal, Erin stared at the wall of her inn. She had never been more relieved to see blank wood in her life. She turned and smiled. The rest of the inn stared at her. Ilvriss, the Halfseekers, Bird, the Redfang Warriors, Zevara, Relc, and several [Guardsmen] of Liscor. Erin smiled, edged over to Lyonette and hugged Mrsha. Then she looked cheerfully around the room. 
 
    “Well, that’s that. Hey Ilvriss, those Pallass guys are jerks! Why don’t we undo the connection to Pallass and forget this all happened, okay?” 
 
    Everyone stared at her. Erin grinned sheepishly. 
 
    “No? Yes? We can always put it back later, right?” 
 
    It was Moore who broke the tableau. He carefully reached out and pried loose the colored mana stone that Typhenous and Pisces had attuned to the door. Four hundred miles south, the [Mages] in Pallass reported the link between the doors was broken. Errif and the other senators stormed off, their plans ruined. Ilvriss looked thoughtfully at Erin and smiled. 
 
    “That was quite cleverly done. For a Human.” 
 
    “Thanks! I guess you’re one of the cooler Wall Lords around, too. At least, by comparison with those guys.” 
 
    She grinned back at him. For once they were in accord. 
 
    All was well. Pallass, the City of Inventions, could wait. Erin smiled as she began to talk excitedly about all that had happened with the others. She couldn’t help but feel as though she’d forgotten something, though. Something rather important… 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    Hawk the Courier stared at the blank wall as the [Guardsmen] set up a cordon around the alleyway and the members of the Assembly of Crafts dispersed. He wasn’t angry. He was just footsore, hungry, and a bit hurt. Just a bit. He looked at the blank wall and shook his head. 
 
    “Screw the Runner’s Guild regulations. I’m charging them triple for this.” 
 
    Then he turned away and glumly found somewhere to sleep for the night. He had a feeling the door between Liscor and Pallass would be staying closed, at least for today. The Rabbitman muttered to himself as his stomach growled. This was why he hated visiting the Walled Cities. 
 
    “Politics.”

  

 
   
    5.02 
 
    
  
 
    Four days after the battle at Invrisil and the death of Zel Shivertail, the Goblin Lord’s army marched. Four days was enough time for the Goblins to finish looting the Human [Soldiers] who had died on the battlefield, to finish eating, and for the wounded Goblins to begin healing—or to die. 
 
    There had not been enough potions for the Goblin Lord’s army, not nearly enough. However, those Hobs who had been gravely injured had lived, thanks to the precious healing liquids, as had the Goblin Lord’s commanders. The injuries that the Goblin Lord himself had taken during his now-infamous duel against Zel Shivertail had been healed within minutes of his victory. 
 
    The Goblin Lord. Rumors spread faster than birds could fly of this new—and extraordinarily powerful—Goblin Lord. He had slain Zel Shivertail, defeated an army backed by Lady Magnolia Reinhart, and managed to destroy a pair of War Golems by himself. He was both [Necromancer] and Goblin Lord. And now he had a name. 
 
    Reiss. It was an odd name, a strange name. But then, few Goblins had names at all. Velan had been named in the style of Baleros, and others, such as Greydath and Tremborag, took their names from places they had grown up in, or been given those names for their infamy. Names were names. 
 
    But it was a sword that cut doubly deep in Reiss’ case, because his was a Drake name. Not a common one, and perhaps it could have been a Human name as well, but it was close enough to sting, especially in the wake of Zel Shivertail’s death. Some speculated that the Goblin Lord had chosen it to mock the Drakes, or perhaps in recognition of a worthy foe. 
 
    Magnolia Reinhart had no time to speculate. She stood on Invrisil’s ramparts four days after her retreat from the battlefield and stared at the approaching Goblin army through an enchanted spyglass. Next to her, the Watch Commander of Invrisil, the [Mayor], and several low-level [Lords] and [Ladies] shifted uneasily, but said nothing. 
 
    “It seems the Goblin Lord is coming after all. Watch Captain, hold back your soldiers until he begins attacking the city. I fear it will be a battle in the suburbs after all, unless you mean to cede a third of the city to his forces without issue?” 
 
    Lady Reinhart’s voice was cold and crisp in the morning air. The Watch Captain made no response. His face was pale and green at the same time, and he’d disappeared three times already to vomit. Magnolia eyed him and then turned her attention back to the Goblin Lord’s army. 
 
    She was in command of the defense of Invrisil, because there was no high-level commander ready or able to accept the burden, and because she was the [Lady] of the land. Magnolia was no [General], but she had done all she could. Invrisil’s population had been evacuated behind the walls of the inner city, and the army that Zel Shivertail had once led was stationed on the walls and in the suburbs, ready to repel the Goblin Lord’s army. 
 
    The army. Magnolia cast her gaze downwards, seeing the dispirited Human troops below her. Their morale was nearly shattered by their retreat from the Goblin Lord’s army. Zel Shivertail’s death had broken their will. But, ironically, there was still over two thirds of the army left intact. They had managed to withdraw quickly, and the Goblin Lord’s army had not pursued them at all. 
 
    “Still, an army without a [General] is a body without a head. It will be ugly, Ressa.” 
 
    Behind Magnolia, the tall [Maid] nodded. She had her enchanted dagger in one hand, and the [Mayor] of Invrisil kept glancing at it nervously. Magnolia sighed and refocused on the Goblin Lord’s army. 
 
    It would be close, if it came to a battle in the city. The Humans had the lay of the land, and the streets and buildings could restrict the Goblins. But buildings could be climbed and burned, and Invrisil was not a Drake city. It had been built with walls, but those walls only protected the innermost part of the city—the suburbs had long since grown up around Invrisil—and if the Goblins overran the Humans, it would be a quick siege. 
 
    So it would not come to that. Magnolia saw Gold- and Silver-rank adventurers in the forces below her. Unlike the battle with the Goblin Lord’s army, adventurers were required by law to aid in the defense of a city against monsters. They could not refuse, and their contributions might well turn the tide of the battle, even if it meant their deaths. 
 
    Of course, adventurers were, by and large, not keen to fight dangerous battles for scant pay, and several groups had tried to slip out the gates in secret in the days prior. They had been caught by the guards and turned back two nights in a row, until Magnolia Reinhart issued a public promise. She would personally see to it that any adventurer that fled Invrisil would be found and punished. 
 
    She did not specify what that punishment would be, or if it would be survivable. Or short. The adventurers, after a night of debate, stayed put. 
 
    So they were ready. Magnolia waited on the walls, her heart pounding. She felt little fear in this moment though; it was almost all fury. The city leaders drew back from her slightly as the cold air heated up around Lady Magnolia. Steam rose around Lady Reinhart, until it began to obscure her spyglass. She wiped the lens with a cloth, muttering, and then snapped her gaze back at the army. 
 
    “They’ve stopped.” 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    The Goblin Lord’s army paused before Invrisil. Reiss the Goblin Lord gazed out across the vast city, seeing places where Humans in armor had been stationed. He could see the guards on the walls, and also spot the single Human in a pink dress at a distance. He could feel her ire, like a physical thing. 
 
    Reiss shifted. He was sitting on a smaller Shield Spider, his former mount having been slain by Zel. His Goblins watched his every move. Waiting. Humans and Goblins held their breaths as Reiss considered Invrisil. 
 
    He looked around. The landscape was mud and wetness, and the snow was mostly gone. Winter had ended, and with it, the world was beginning to warm. It was a dark, dismal day. The Goblin Lord stared at the city again and then made up his mind. 
 
    He raised his hand. The world grew still for a second, and the Goblin Lord spoke one word. 
 
    “Left.” 
 
    He pointed, and the Goblins moved. The Humans stirred, but the Goblin Lord’s army marched left, past the city, around it, skirting the Humans as they scrambled to reposition, without incident. The Goblin Lord marched past Invrisil, towards a mountain in the distance, deeper into the Human lands. His army left Invrisil in peace. 
 
    It was said later that the Goblins were too wary of Invrisil, that they had been too badly damaged by Zel Shivertail’s army. The Drakes laid the credit at their fallen hero’s feet, the Humans declared it was their unflinching resilience in the face of the enemy. But all agreed that the Goblin Lord would have attacked, if his army had not been so battered by the recent conflicts. 
 
    Goblins were, after all, savage monsters who preyed on anyone they could. They couldn’t think, and they had no sense of honor or mercy. 
 
    Or so it was said. 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    In Izril, war was a mixture of politics and self-interest, a product of countless factions and individuals plotting against each other. In Chandrar, those who served in military positions knew better. War was war. You killed your opponent, left them to the sands, and sold off prisoners as slaves. It was simple in that regard. 
 
    Unless you had bad orders. Or a bad commander. For Brigadier General Khal of the Empire of Sands, he was experiencing both unfortunate events at the same time. His force of eight thousand men had been sent across the border of the great desert to hunt down an enemy force that had been harassing the empire for the last few months. A force that had eluded pursuit, destroyed small villages and towns, looted, instilled havoc among the empire’s citizens…and routed six other armies sent against them. 
 
    They were Garuda. It was a tribe of flying bird-people native to Chandrar that was doing the raiding, but that wasn’t what had Khal’s stomach in knots. He’d fought Garuda before, learned how to combat their kind in the innumerable tribal conflicts that arose as the bird-people migrated and sometimes raided civilized nations. No, what made him afraid was this particular tribe that was led by one famous member of their species. 
 
    Takhatres, Lord of the Skies. One of the King of Destruction’s vassals, and a sworn enemy of the Empire of Sands, which had declared war on Flos Reimarch not four months ago. His name would make men greater than Khal tremble. And yet here he was, leading an army of eight thousand against Takhatres’ tribe. 
 
    It would be a mistake to attempt this, even if he outnumbered the Lord of the Skies’ forces with his own. But no matter how many times Khal explained this to his superior, he was ignored. But then, his superior was young. 
 
    And noble. The Emir Riefel sat astride his camel with obvious experience, but his skin was lighter than Khal’s, not having been tanned by months outdoors. He had a flashy magic scimitar at his belt that the Brigadier General doubted he knew how to use, and he wore light cloth, not armor. It was infinitely more preferable in the heat, but not if you were about to go into battle. 
 
    And he was an emir, a rich lord of the Empire of Sands. His family had enough influence to appoint him as the head of an army, and so he had organized this latest force to fight the Garuda. And it seemed that Brigadier General Khal was the sacrifice being sent to die with him. 
 
    If, that was, Khal couldn’t get him to turn around. The man urged his mount closer to the head of the line, bowing his head as he approached Riefel’s guard. There were but five of them, and they weren’t so much guards as the man’s drinking buddies. Riefel had a flask in his hand that Khal strongly suspected contained not water but wine, and he waved at Khal as the armored man approached. 
 
    “General Khal! Given up your naysaying to ride with us? It is a fine morning for it—if the sun does not scorch my skin off, this plodding camel will grind my family’s heirlooms to dust!” 
 
    “What, you haven’t sold them already, Riefel?” 
 
    Another man on horseback joked. Riefel laughed and drank from his flask. 
 
    “There’s not a [Merchant] with enough coin to buy them in the world! Kfaw! There’s no shade here at all! I’d sooner be at an oasis than riding. Do you think we’ll find the twice-cursed Garuda this morning, Khal? I’d say they’re running scared of us!” 
 
    He laughed and drank again. Khal lowered his head as he drew up beside Riefel. 
 
    “No sighting of the Garuda yet, Highness. If we do see them, it will be when they are on top of us with no time for warnings. But I beg you once again to reconsider this attempt.” 
 
    “Agh! Once more, Khal? I am no weak woman to be swayed by hearing the same words over and over!” 
 
    Riefel grimaced. Khal bowed again in the saddle. The lordling was drunk! And while on campaign! Still, he went on with his plea, taking a different angle today than he had in the past. 
 
    “I do not mean to question your judgment, Highness, or the worthiness of this expedition. However, I fear your army, and my humble self, might let you down. We hunt Garuda, but we are few in number and ill-prepared for the task, though it pains me to say it. Sir, with due respect, I am a [Sand Brigadier].” 
 
    “Yes, and?” 
 
    Riefel’s blank look was as insulting as it was embarrassing. Any proper commander worth his salt would know what that meant! Khal ground his teeth together, but he kept his voice level and as placating as possible as he replied. 
 
    “I am specialized in sand combat. Close, infantry fighting, Highness. I can hide my armies in the dunes, fight in sandstorms if need be—but my Skills are not specialized towards fighting aerial foes.” 
 
    The arrogant young emir cast his head from left to right, taking in the dry, cracked ground and sparse vegetation. 
 
    “There seems to be enough sand for you, General Khal. So what if you haven’t the experience to fight the Garuda? I specifically brought along twice as many archers as infantry for that reason.” 
 
    “Yes, sir. And I advised against it. The Garuda cannot simply be shot from the skies like hunting fowl. They will sweep through our formations after the first volley and cut our archers to bits!” 
 
    “Hah! Those birds? They have wings, General Khal, and precious little armor! What could they do against warriors wearing steel?” 
 
    More than you could imagine, you sun-blasted fool. Khal bit back his retort. A sharp tongue against a superior could see his head removed. Or worse. Why did Riefel have to be a Human? 
 
    Khal was Human. A majority of Chandrar was Human, as befitted a race that had spread to all five continents in the world. But in the Empire of Sands another species held predominance. And while their appearance was like Humans, they were far better desert fighters than most Humans. One of them would never make this mistake fighting the Garuda; they would know all too well the danger. But Riefel just laughed again, drunk on youth and alcohol. 
 
    “You worry too much, Khal. We shall see the Garuda, vanquish them, and be celebrating with a comely woman in bed by the end of the week!” 
 
    He tossed his head, laughing at one of his female companions, who made a rude gesture beneath her sand veil. As he did, he tilted his head up just a fraction too high and something caught Khal’s eye. A tiny, flesh-colored line of stitching around the base of his neck, covered by the scarf that Riefel wore to protect his face when the sand was blowing. 
 
    Stitches? Riefel noticed Khal’s gaze and tilted his head the other way inquisitively. The faint line around his neck was gone so fast that Khal thought he had imagined it. The Brigadier General jerked his gaze away and laughed politely in response to a question. But his mind was whirling. Stitches? But that would mean— 
 
    “Garuda! Garuda in the skies to the west!” 
 
    Someone screamed. At the same time, the horns blew, a wailing siren that echoed across the flat, arid ground. Khal cursed and turned, his heart plummeting in his chest. It was too late now. Too late. 
 
    “They’re in the skies! The sun devils are coming!” 
 
    A panicked voice rose from Khal’s left and then a scream. The [Brigadier General] looked up and saw a shape. He wrenched his camel left, but the beast fought him. Khal didn’t try to fight—he dove from his saddle in the nick of time. He heard a thump, a gristly impact on flesh, the dull crack of bones, and the camel’s death scream. When he rose, he saw the camel was lying on the ground. 
 
    Its back was caved in, the animal’s bones and flesh torn and ripped from a terrific impact. Khal saw the culprit lying on the ground a few feet away. It was a stone. 
 
    Just a stone. Jagged, covered in blood. It couldn’t have been more than ten pounds in weight. But it had been dropped hundreds of feet from overhead. Khal heard more impacts and shouted. 
 
    “Spread out! Archers, target the fliers! Everyone else prepare for combat! [Quick Arrows]! Loose, loose damn your hides!” 
 
    He heard his army scrambling to react. Khal could see flying shapes above him, but knew to not look up. The Garuda were attacking with the sun at their backs, dropping stones on the army, flying out of the skies. But this wasn’t their real attack, not yet. The archers around him began to loose arrows upwards, and Khal saw two Garuda fall to the ground with sickening thuds, struck by the quarrels. The rest dispersed as his forces began to counterattack. 
 
    “What—what happened?” 
 
    A quavering voice spoke behind him. Khal saw Riefel getting to his feet, his face white and pale. Miracle of miracles or perhaps, curse of curses, he and his five companions had survived the Garuda’s rock dropping. Khal grunted at him. 
 
    “Garuda. They have found us, Highness. I would advise you to armor yourself, but it is too late now. They are coming.” 
 
    “But those impacts—one took my mount. How—? Rocks?” 
 
    Riefel looked confused. Khal turned, shouting. 
 
    “Form into a box! Infantry in front; archers, prepare to loose! Box formation! Protect His Highness Riefel! The Garuda are going to charge!” 
 
    He turned, his sword already up. Khal was scanning the flat horizon, looking for what must come next. The Garuda fought like this, attacking and retreating, but this tribe was known for launching terrible assaults with their leader. Where was he? 
 
    “I see. So it’s to be a fight is it? Well then, the Garuda will taste my steel!” 
 
    Riefel unsheathed his sword and took an awkward stance, and his five companions did likewise. Khal spared only a grimace for them. Two women and four men, and they looked like they had never killed another person before. They spread out in the center of the box Khal’s army had created, looking around warily. And then Khal saw it. 
 
    “There!” 
 
    He roared, and all heads turned. Khal had spotted a flash of blue and green, speeding across the ground. It moved unbelievably fast, leaving a trail of dust behind it. Khal’s blood ran cold, though the sun was scorching. A soldier next to him whispered. 
 
    “The Lord of the Skies.” 
 
    “Takhatres. One of the King’s Seven.” 
 
    He was coming. The Garuda raced across the ground towards Khal’s army, and at the same time as he approached, Khal heard a cry. 
 
    “To our rear! More Garuda!” 
 
    He turned and saw hundreds, thousands of flying shapes approaching through the sky. They were spread out at an angle and flying in—but slower than Takhatres. He called out as the soldiers wavered. 
 
    “Do not move position! The east flank will prepare to fire! Prepare! The west will fire when the Garuda are in range!” 
 
    “It’s just one Garuda. What can he do?” 
 
    Riefel’s voice was too loud in the silence as the soldiers turned their attention to their respective fronts. Khal’s hand was slippery on his sword’s hilt. He waited as the blur approached, trying to gauge the timing. As if it mattered. 
 
    “The eastern flank will loose!” 
 
    Thousands of bows hummed as arrows left the string. The air was filled with a rain of black death that shot towards the Garuda. Khal saw the lone figure turn and run left. The first volley missed him easily as he sped away from them. The second missed too. 
 
    “So fast!” 
 
    Someone groaned. Khal was silent. He hadn’t expected to hit Takhatres, but seeing the speed the Garuda possessed was terrifying in itself. He raised a hand and roared an order as the archers fumbled with a third volley. They wouldn’t have time to fire, he knew. 
 
    “Brace yourselves! The fastest warrior on the continent is about to attack!” 
 
    The blue and green blur was nearly upon them. Now a shape was visible—a Garuda, wings outstretched, running towards them. His face was a bird’s with a large beak, and his wings were that of a bird’s too, ending with talon-like hands. Yet he stood as a man, and ran like one. He did not fly. He could not fly. 
 
    And he was fast! One second he was running, then he was here! The front row of swordsmen cut at him—too slow. The Lord of the Skies turned and ran down the line of warriors, ducking, cutting, a blur, and Khal heard the screams begin. He braced himself, hoping the Garuda would retreat or get tangled up by the press of bodies. He couldn’t fight so many, even with his speed! Takhatres turned as the archers trained on him. He ran towards them as arrows flew and leapt. 
 
    Khal looked up and saw death land in the center of his formation. Takhatres was lightly armored. He wore cloth over his body, padded, but nothing more. He had a dagger in each hand, and he cut down a soldier with a bow as he landed. Khal’s heart raced, but it was slow compared to the Garuda. There was a moment, just a moment as the Garuda landed, that he couldn’t touch the ground, that he was slow. In that moment, Khal lunged. 
 
    “Lord of the Skies!” 
 
    He cut at the Garuda’s chest. Takhatres’ clawed feet touched the ground. Khal’s sword was a foot away from his chest, half a foot, three inches—then the Garuda disappeared. He took five steps back and ran around Khal’s sword, and it was he who cut at Khal as the man stumbled and tried to pull his sword back. 
 
    He had small blades in his feathered wings, and daggers on his claws! Khal tried to cut at Takhatres’ unprotected arms, but the Garuda blurred past him. The Brigadier General stumbled, feeling an impact on his side. He raised a hand and felt at the spot and yanked his hand away as something sliced his hand open. 
 
    “Blood?” 
 
    It was from his armor! His armor had cut him! The Garuda’s attack had cut straight through Khal’s steel armor, opening it into a dangerous gash. But the blades had gone further into Khal’s side. He stared into layers of white flesh, only now reddening with blood as it flowed from his body. 
 
    The [Sand Brigadier] stared at the bloodless cut for a second and cursed. He grabbed a healing potion and smashed it over the wound before his body could realize it needed to bleed. Then he turned. 
 
    Takhatres was fighting in the center of Khal’s formations, slaughtering the archers while the infantry stood at the outside of the formation, helpless to fight back. And while they were thrown into confusion, the rest of his tribe had attacked from the west! The bird-people flew down, dropping stones, cutting at Khal’s soldiers from overhead, screeching and sowing fear among his warriors. 
 
    It was a disaster. Khal saw the Lord of the Skies cutting his men down like wheat. The Garuda was too fast to catch, too agile to stop! He danced around blades and arrows as if he were the one normal person in a world full of snails. He dashed into a group of soldiers, and again and again his arms shot out, cutting here, slashing there, never stopping, until he burst out of the group from the other side. 
 
    He left a trail of fallen soldiers behind him, bleeding from deep cuts on their bodies. Only a few of the wounds were fatal—the rest left soldiers wounded, demoralized, and in need of healing potions or medical aid. 
 
    “What a monster!” 
 
    A loud voice made Khal’s head turn. He saw Riefel turning to follow Takhatres, his blade held in his clumsy hands. He did not run as the Garuda rushed towards him. Instead, the foolish young man cried out. 
 
    “I am here! Come, bird man! I will cut your wings off!” 
 
    Did Khal see a smile cross Takhatres’ face, just for a moment? Perhaps, because the Garuda turned and sped towards him. Riefel paused, surprised, as he realized his taunt had worked. It was a stupid expression to die with on his face. And then Takhatres was charging him—Khal wanted to turn away. 
 
    Riefel stared as the Garuda flashed towards him. Still looking dumbfounded, he changed his grip on his sword and slashed. 
 
    “[Flash Cut]!” 
 
    Khal gaped as the young man’s sword flashed through the air, and he saw the blue blur that was Takhatres shift out of the way. The Lord of the Skies leapt back, and Khal stared, dumbfounded. 
 
    [Flash Cut]? A Skill? Yes, Riefel had used it! And his form, his technique! That was no unseasoned nobleman’s cut, but an experienced warrior’s attack. Now Emir Riefel abandoned his awkward posture and stalked towards Takhatres on the balls of his feet, the scimitar held out from his body as he gripped the scabbard in his other hand. Riefel spoke in the sudden hush. 
 
    “Lord of the Skies. The Emperor of Sands desires your death.” 
 
    His voice was suddenly lower, and his tone calmer. The Garuda watched him warily, mocking smile gone, and Khal saw five more shapes appear out of the chaos of wounded and fighting soldiers. Five men and women, the same indolent companions that Riefel had been drinking with, moved forwards, fast and light on their feet, their weapons held at the ready. They did not wait, but attacked at the same time. 
 
    A pair of daggers here, a scimitar lashing out there! A pike, tip coated green, and a thrown dagger! The five warriors were a blur of blades as they attacked Takhatres from either side. They charged him as the Garuda blurred. And they missed. 
 
    Khal didn’t see him move. He didn’t see Takhatres weave through the storm of death, parrying blades and dodging the rest. He only saw the end of it, the Garuda moving away, leaping out from the formation, racing across the sands as [Archers] futilely fired at where he had been. Khal saw the six warriors standing where Takhatres had been moments ago, weapons lowered. 
 
    One of the six assassins dropped to her knees, and Khal saw her clutching at her throat where blood was already spilling to the ground. Emir Riefel grimaced, and Khal saw he’d been cut along the side of his neck. An inch to the left and it would have severed an artery. He ignored it and turned to Khal, his expression suddenly rueful. 
 
    “Ah. It seems we are too slow. Humiliating, is it not? All this preparation and waste.” 
 
    He indicated the battle, where the Garuda were pulling back, having cut Khal’s western flank to ribbons. The [Brigadier General] could only stare. He pointed at Riefel, at the man’s bare neck. His scarf had come loose and now Khal could see it. 
 
    A faint ring of stitches, colored like flesh, around his neck. The Stitch-Man bowed to Khal, confirming the man’s suspicions. He spoke casually, his eyes on the Garuda as they retreated, winging away and flying in a huge formation around the skies, like vultures. 
 
    “General, sound the retreat. Our assassination attempt has failed. We will hold our ground with some of your men and buy time for the rest of your people to retreat. I doubt the Lord of the Skies will follow, for fear of a second attempt on his life.” 
 
    “Emir Riefel—you are not coming?” 
 
    Khal saw the fake emir grin at him and press one hand to the blood dripping from his neck. By his side the female assassin had bled out. He bowed to Khal once more as a distant shape began running towards the army. 
 
    “Tell the Emperor of Sands that Takhatres cannot be slain by any number of [Assassins] of my caliber. Also, tender His Majesty my sincerest apologies that I cannot report in person.” 
 
    His Majesty. He had sent the assassins? Khal hesitated, countless questions in his mind. But there was no time. Riefel’s voice was harsh as he turned, scimitar in hand. 
 
    “Go. He is coming back.” 
 
    Khal turned and shouted the retreat. Horns blared and he fled, finding another camel and riding it as he heard Riefel make his last stand. He heard the Garuda descending, felt one descend behind him and cut them down with his sword. He fled with his shattered army, completely defeated as the tribe landed to loot their prey. 
 
    Defeat. Khal’s heart was filled with fear as he remembered the Lord of the Skies, imagined the Garuda coming after him. He was a nightmare given flesh. And he served the King of Destruction? Khal’s nightmares would be filled with his visage. And yet, he dreaded telling the Emperor of Sands the dire news even more. 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    “Dead?” 
 
    The voice was loud in the silent room. Too loud for such a spacious chamber, for it echoed. It was masculine, imperious, the voice of youth, but also tinged with a command beyond the speaker’s years. And it was filled with wrath. 
 
    “Dead, Your Majesty. All, as well as the bulk of my army. The Garuda cut many of us down as we retreated.” 
 
    Khal’s voice quavered in the audience hall. He knelt on the cold, cool stone, usually a comfort and respite from the heat of the desert sun. Now he sweated, despite the chill, and saw a bead of moisture splash onto the black marble beneath him. He prayed the Emperor of Sands would not notice. 
 
    “Raise your head. Did Riefel say anything to you before his death, Brigadier General Khal?” 
 
    Slowly, Khal looked up. He saw a Stitchman sitting on a silver throne. His posture was poor, one leg idly hanging over the arm of his throne. He was a young man in the prime of his existence, almost unable to sit still with the burning energy within him. Though his clothes were royal, he disdained much of the garments of his station, preferring the light and easy to wear cloth that allowed free movement. And he was angry. 
 
    It was in his eyes. They flashed emerald as the Emperor of Sands leaned forwards on his throne. His voice was rough with impatience. Khal could see the stitch-marks around his fingers as the Emperor of Sands made a fist. 
 
    “Speak, man. Did Riefel say why the assassination failed? Or did you see it yourself? Did he have time to attack Takhatres or not?” 
 
    “He said—he told me, Your Majesty—” 
 
    Khal licked his lips, trying to recall the exact words. His throat was parched from days and nights of ceaseless riding to return to the capital. The Emperor of Sands saw the movement and motioned impatiently. 
 
    “Get him some water or wine! And speak!” 
 
    A veiled attendant instantly approached. Whether the servant was man or woman, Khal didn’t see—he gratefully accepted a cup and drank a mouthful, feeling it wash down his throat. 
 
    “Pardons, Majesty. Emir Riefel said this to me in the moments before his death. ‘The Lord of the Skies cannot be slain by any number of [Assassins] of my caliber.’ He also wished to give His Majesty his apologies that he could not report this in person.” 
 
    Khal bowed his head, the cup trembling in his grasp. He heard a faint grunt, dared to look up, and saw the Emperor splayed across his throne. His face was thunderous, bitter. 
 
    “So. That is what Riefel believed?” 
 
    He eyed Khal, but did not give the man the order to speak. The Emperor of Sands shifted position and then stood up. He paced across the dais of his throne, and Khal dared to peek around the grand throne room. 
 
    This was the audience hall of the Emperor of Sands. One of the lesser audience halls, a more private setting where his court was not expected to gather. Veiled attendants stood around the room, silent, dressed in dark fabrics, but besides them and the shadows that Khal had spotted behind the throne—and on the ceiling—he was alone. 
 
    With the Emperor of Sands. The ruler in charge of the largest nation in Chandrar, a monarch who had built his empire in the years after the King of Destruction’s fall. His armies were legion, and his reach stretched across much of Chandrar. Though his armies had yet to conquer the great desert that separated east from west, he was poised to sweep across the south, and Khal was but one small officer in his armies. He could have Khal beheaded in a second, and for that, and the rumors Khal had heard of the Emperor, he trembled. 
 
    However, the Emperor seemed to have lost all interest in Khal. He paced back and forth on the dais, brushing back his short hair, muttering to himself. His voice was loud in the throne room; too loud, as if the Emperor were used to addressing crowds of thousands and had forgotten what silence was like. 
 
    “So my [Assassins] fail. And Riefel was a good one, if not the most capable. None of his caliber would succeed? Does that mean an army would fail to catch the Garuda? Agh! Of all of the King of Destruction’s vassals, why was that the one sent to harry me? How did they cross the desert so quickly? The Garuda are quick, but this mighty in battle? I did not credit it. Now they are destroying villages and looting. Must I recall my armies, chase them down? Must I?” 
 
    Khal dared not move as his Emperor paced back and forth. He saw a drop of sweat drip into his cup of wine. Then the Emperor spun. 
 
    “Fine then! If the bird flies and screams defiance, let it be so! Send forth my armies! Recall the fourth legion and the fifth! And the eighth! Make war on the Garuda, hunt them down, and crush them to dust! While my empire stands, no bandit or raider shall know peace! If it is war the Lord of the Skies wants, it will be war—and war unrelenting—he shall have!” 
 
    His eyes blazed, and Khal felt his heart leap as the Emperor of Sands strode down the dais. He seemed ready to go to war at once—until a voice interrupted him from above. 
 
    “The Garuda cannot be chased, Emperor. They are like sand flies, disappearing into the desert with every chance footstep and breeze. To hunt them down requires more than just numbers and brute force.” 
 
    Khal jumped. He had thought they were alone! He stared up, forgetting himself, but saw no ledges, no place where a person might stand in the audience hall. Yet—someone had spoken. The Emperor of Sands halted and scowled upwards. 
 
    “What then? Am I to let this provocation by the King of Destruction go unchecked?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    The voice came from above—yet from a different place. Khal craned his head to see before remembering and lowering it. There was no one up there! They had to be speaking from the walls! Through the walls? He shivered as the disembodied voice continued. 
 
    “You are hasty where you should consider. The Garuda are a pest, nipping, hoping to provoke. Tread slowly, deliberate. Rush in and you will jeopardize your plans elsewhere, give the King of Destruction and your enemies time to prepare themselves.” 
 
    The Emperor of Sands lowered his head, his youthful features frowning, contemplating the words. When he raised his head, it was with resignation. 
 
    “Perhaps you are right. I am…impatient. Angry. Things move too slowly! I should not have slain the Architect, provoked Flos so soon. But I am tired of waiting! I am—” 
 
    He raised his voice, frustrated, and then paused. Slowly, the Emperor of Sands lowered his hands. 
 
    “So then. I require a different perspective. It has been too long.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Too long. Too set in your ways.” 
 
    “War is not the only tool of empire.” 
 
    Voices from overhead. Khal shuddered, and the Emperor of Sands closed his eyes. He gestured. 
 
    “Let it be so. To me, my attendants. Open the second box. Let it be done now. Khal, you will wait. I suspect I shall have words for you shortly.” 
 
    Khal, frozen, confused, stared up at the Emperor of Sands as he walked slowly back to his throne. The veiled servants rushed around him, holding sheets up, creating a wall of cloth between his Emperor and he. Khal saw a male attendant move forwards with a pair of scissors, saw the Emperor of Sands bare his neck. There were black stitches around his neck, like the ones that Riefel had had, but more noticeable. The scissors opened. Khal’s heart raced. He couldn’t be— 
 
    Snip. The scissors cut through the stitches around the Emperor of Sands’ neck. His head came loose, the body crumpled. Khal uttered an oath and nearly rose, but his was the only exclamation in the room. The attendants covered the Emperor of Sands’ body with a cloth and spirited it away. More surrounded the head. And the scissors snipped again. 
 
    Hair came loose. The Emperor of Sands stared ahead, his head now bald. His eyes stared down at Khal, and the Brigadier General was transfixed with awe and horror. And shame. He saw the Emperor of Sands, his head removed from its body, an attendant threading a needle with black string as a second covered body was rushed towards the throne. Yet in that moment before he had a new body, the head stared at Khal. He was not the young brash man he had been before. Nor was that face that of a man. 
 
    His face was—neither male nor female in that moment, but something that contained elements of both sexes. Or perhaps it was a gender unto itself? The [General] looked away and saw the attendants move forwards, holding bundles wrapped in cloth. He heard rustling for a minute, and then dared peek again. 
 
    A woman sat on the throne. She was bald, but her hair was already being carefully stitched to her head. Her body was tall, elegant. Each limb looked as though it had been made of flesh far superior to the crude and dirty skin that Khal wore. The Empress was sculpted, perfect in every line. And very naked. 
 
    Khal jerked his eyes away, his face flushing with heat. But his eyes strayed back towards the woman sitting on the throne. No command could have stopped him from looking twice. And the veiled attendants made no attempt to block his view. They moved around the woman, clothing her, stitching closed the gap between neck and head. And when they moved back, the Emperor of Sands rose. Only it was not he, but she who looked down and touched at the stitches around her neck, on the joints of her fingers and her arms, flexing them. Then she smiled, and her voice was low and soft. 
 
    “A new perspective. A new line of thought. Khal, stand.” 
 
    He did, fighting arousal and shame and fear at the same time. The Emperor of Sands descended her throne. Was it the Empress of Sands now? No—she was still the Emperor. She had always been the Emperor. But now she was different. 
 
    The Emperor of Sands in her feminine aspect gazed down at General Khal. Her eyes were as brilliant as sapphires gleaming in the night sand. Just as cold, too. She raised a hand as she descended the dais. Khal stared at it as she stopped in front of him. The Emperor of Sands raised her eyebrows. 
 
    “Will you not give your Emperor your assistance, Brigadier General Khal?” 
 
    He realized she was waiting for him to offer her his arm. Flushing, Khal did so. The Emperor of Sands took his arm gently and smiled at him. It was a bewitching smile, deep with experience and meaning. Khal turned bright red and stammered. 
 
    “Where to, Your Majesty?” 
 
    “Outside. A chariot will take us through the city. I have it in mind to visit the northeastern section of the capital. Water runs low there, and I must attend in person to see the issue rectified. You will accompany me.” 
 
    Khal lowered his head and both he and the Emperor walked towards the doors of the audience chamber. They swung open and they left the palace. Perhaps a chariot had not been there before the Emperor had spoken, but since she had spoken it was there and ready to go by the time they left the palace. 
 
    “Go.” 
 
    The Emperor spoke one word, and the chariot driver took off. Khal sat next to her, uneasy, and yet with no desire to be anywhere else in the world. He couldn’t stop staring at her. The Emperor noticed his gaze and smiled. She touched around the black stitches of her neck. 
 
    “Surprised, Khal? Surely you knew your Emperor wore many faces.” 
 
    “I had heard rumors, Your Majesty, but—words do not do it justice.” 
 
    Khal wrenched his gaze away from the Emperor’s face, remembering etiquette too late. He heard a light laugh. 
 
    “So Humans always say. But you have lived in the Empire of Sands and on Chandrar all your life. Surely you know my people now.” 
 
    She waved across her city as her chariot sped down the streets. Khal looked out and saw faces rushing by, people turning. There was only one chariot for whom the roads were cleared, and they began shouting, cheering on their ruler as she passed. Khal saw Human faces, the faces of a few Garuda in the crowd, some other species, but mainly dark-skinned people. They looked like Humans, but they were not. 
 
    “Only partly, Your Majesty. We are alike in appearance, but in nature—” 
 
    “Ah, in nature we are different. That is true. I cannot fathom what it is like to be Human, to never change your form. If your bones shatter, you must heal slowly. If you lose an arm, it is gone for good. Whereas I can but unravel the strings of my arm and attach a new one.” 
 
    She touched the black stitches around the joints of her right arm. Khal stared at it, stared at the way the slightest sheen of sweat coated her skin, glistening—he turned his head, shuddering. The people were waving, cheering her—and him. Khal was not the most famous [General] in command of one of the Empire of Sand’s largest legions, but they cheered him nonetheless. Human faces, other species, and those faces that were Human, but for the stitches that held their bodies together. 
 
    The String People. They who create themselves. This was their continent, and this was one of their greatest empires. The Empire of Sands, whose people were born of cloth, who could replace limbs, eyes, and, yes, apparently even bodies, at will. Khal had never heard of any Stitch-Person doing so before, but the Emperor of Sands was an exception. 
 
    “Yes, my people change. Quicker than any other species, like thought. One day my body may be made of cotton, the next, hemp or other fabrics. For war we change ourselves. For pleasure too. Utility. You see Khal, each body I have grants me different perspectives. Male and female, warlike and peaceful. This body was made of silk. You see?” 
 
    She raised a hand as the sun lowered. Khal saw her skin, practically luminescent in the sun’s rays. Elegant. Silk. He remembered touching her arm and shuddered again. 
 
    “Your Majesty, I throw myself on your mercy. I failed to keep your servants safe, and the Garuda—” 
 
    “That was not your fault, General. I sent you to do battle against them in ignorance, unprepared, thinking you were the subject of foolish orders to lay a trap. That trap failed. So it falls to me to decide what must come next. But I do not blame you for fulfilling your orders.” 
 
    Her voice was soft, lilting. It drew him in—Khal shifted, hoping his arousal was not being made clear. He thought the Emperor knew and grew more embarrassed as she laughed again. She looked free and calm in the breeze, waving to her people, hearing their adoration and returning it with a smile. You could love an Emperor like this with all your heart, just as you could follow the young man she had been into battle in an instant. 
 
    The capital of the Empire of Sands was vast, but eventually the chariot did slow. The Empress descended, Khal once again holding her arm. She even smelled different. Khal tried not to breathe as they walked down the street. 
 
    “Here.” 
 
    The Emperor of Sands stopped and pointed to a spot on the ground. He saw veiled attendants and soldiers rush forwards. The Emperor tilted her head and nodded. 
 
    This area of the capital city was far from any wells. As such, it had failed to grow at the same pace as the rest, as people struggled to make the commute of miles for their daily water. The Emperor of Sands spoke to the small crowd of people who flocked around her, drawn by her presence, held back by her guards. 
 
    “This spot shall be dug and water will fill the ground two days hence. An oasis shall begin here, and water pure enough to drink from will flow forth without fail. On the eve of the second day, return and break ground. This is my proclamation to you all.” 
 
    Her words were greeted with cheers. Khal stared at the Emperor of Sands, but he did not doubt her for a second. She was the ruler of the Empire of Sands, an empire set in one of the driest parts of the world. But she had managed to make her people flourish despite that, thanks to her Skill. 
 
    [Sanctuary of the Desert]. An empire-wide skill that allowed her to draw from deep aquifers and springs, literally drawing water into dry soil and bringing life to the merciless desert. The Emperor of Sands smiled, waving as her people cheered her and blessed her for the water. Then she turned to Khal. 
 
    “Sometimes I forget myself, General. There is more to an [Emperor]’s duties than war. And yet, it is war that Chandrar thrives on, is it not?” 
 
    “So it seems, Your Majesty.” 
 
    Khal ducked his head. The Emperor of Sands smiled. 
 
    “And so empire rises and turns to dust, on the weight of the battlefield. Blood is worth less than water here, and so I must be warrior as well as ruler. But perhaps I can be wiser than my younger male self. A good [Emperor] acts, but a better one listens to her subordinates.” 
 
    “Emperor?” 
 
    Khal stared at her. The Emperor was looking at him, right at him. She moved closer and whispered in his ears. 
 
    “Come to my chambers tonight, General. We shall discuss what your thoughts on the King of Destruction are then. I would hear your insights and—counsel.” 
 
    She moved away from him, stepping back to her chariot. Dumbfounded, Khal saw her step up, wave to the cheering crowd, and then depart. Only after she’d left and was no longer in sight did he realize she’d left him there. 
 
    As the crowd dispersed, talking eagerly about the new oasis, Khal stumbled back in the direction of his lodgings. His mind was whirling. Tonight? She wanted his input? But she had [Strategists], [Generals] of her own! Did she really think his encounter with Takhatres would give him any insights? Wait—how would he fight the Garuda? Well, if he had the Empire’s resources he might— 
 
    My chambers. Tonight. Khal turned beet red, and a passing Stitch-Woman eyed him with interest and amusement. He was overthinking things. Wasn’t he? Only, the Emperor of Sands’ conquests in bed as well as in war were legendary. But that had been him, not her. Or were the rumors mixed up? 
 
    The Emperor of Sands. Ever-changing, ever shifting like the dunes she reigned over. At once sexual, commanding, frightening—as General Khal thought about tonight, he wondered if she would have changed back into one of her male aspects then, or whether she would remain as she was. He wondered which would be worse. Then he wondered if it made a difference. 
 
    Such was Chandrar. Such was the Empire of Sands and its strange ruler. Feared for her—his—their ambitions, yes, but hated and despised too. Not for their policies, or the way they made war and peace as their personalities changed, no. Simply for one reason. A petty one? An important one to some. 
 
    Yes, the Empire of Sands was hated. Because they were different. But as the Goblins might have observed if anyone thought to ask them, different did not mean evil. It just meant you were a target. 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    So then. In Chandrar, war. In Izril, war. It seemed like the world was at war sometimes, and the [Kings] and [Queens] and [Lords] and [Ladies] plotted endlessly against each other. And that wasn’t even counting [Emirs] and [Sultans] and [Emperors] of varying genders and [Quarasses] and [Sultanas]… 
 
    The point was that grand schemes were afoot. And while it might have been entertaining to return to the Emperor of Sands’ private bedchambers that night (and perhaps instructive), such grand schemes were at a distant remove from the rest of the world. The schemes of empires moved slowly and impacted the world a bit at a time. Chandrar had its King of Destruction and the Emperor of Sands. They would clash in time. 
 
    But some things were more immediate. Some things were above politics. Literally above. 
 
    Erin heard a tap on the glass pane of her window as she was polishing a table. She peered at it and saw a streak of water running down the glass. She blinked, and heard another tap. 
 
    “Hey, I think it’s going to rain!” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Across the inn, Lyonette and Mrsha looked up. Mrsha was gnawing at a piece of hardtack Erin had cooked up this morning. She had done a good job; such a good job that the hardtack would probably last for years even without her inn’s magical preservation field. It would also probably last that long despite—or in spite of—any attempts to eat it. Mrsha had been gnawing at it for the last fifteen minutes, and her sharp teeth hadn’t made any real dent in it. 
 
    “Mrsha, honey, stop trying to eat that. Erin made it with magic ingredients; you’ll just break your teeth trying to bite it.” 
 
    Lyonette absently spoke to Mrsha, who rolled away from her with a growl, possessively gnawing the hardtack. The [Princess] gave up and walked over to Erin. 
 
    “I think you’re right. It’s going to rain.” 
 
    “Yup. Grey skies. I guess that means winter’s over!” 
 
    Erin brightened up. There were still a few pockets of very melty snow, but that was only in the deepest valleys where the snow had really fallen. She was looking forward to some rain and spring—the plains had turned to mud of late, and she had stepped in deep puddles that turned out to go up to her thighs more than once. 
 
    “Do you think we’ll get a lot of rain? I’d hate to have to walk to Liscor like this. Or in the city, come to think of it.” 
 
    Lyonette looked up at the dark clouds a bit apprehensively. Erin shrugged. 
 
    “Eh, it’ll be fine. If it’s too wet tomorrow, you can go to Celum if you need to shop. If you paid Octavia, I bet she’d get you the stuff you wanted herself. And hey, look at it like this! If it rains, we can just put some buckets outside! No need for water!” 
 
    “True. Speaking of Celum, have you heard anything about…the door?” 
 
    Lyonette looked at the door, and Erin glanced at it. It was still set against the wall and still technically active. The only difference was that it wasn’t attuned to Pallass’ doorway. Pisces had worked a long time with Moore and Typhenous to figure out a way to make it so Erin could switch the door’s magical portal by tapping a mana stone against it. He’d been really, really upset to learn she’d cut the door off from Pallass, possibly for good. 
 
    “Nope. Not a peep. They can’t get in without me reactivating the connection anyways. And I hid it in a special place—far away from where Mrsha can get it.” 
 
    Erin smiled proudly. Lyonette nodded dubiously. She glanced at Erin. 
 
    “You never did tell me all about what happened in Pallass. Was it really that bad?” 
 
    “What, Pallass? Nah. It looked really cool, actually! It’s just…those jerks at the end were really something, weren’t they? Trying to take the magical door on trumped up charges—I’m glad I managed to cut the connection!” 
 
    Erin nodded to herself. Lyonette peered at her, choosing her words cautiously. 
 
    “So you don’t think there will be trouble? I mean, you did break the laws of the city. And didn’t you get hauled into the Watch Captain’s office? How’d you get out of that?” 
 
    “Oh, I talked my way out of it. Don’t worry, it’s cool.” 
 
    The [Innkeeper] waved a hand airily. She paused when she saw Mrsha’s head rise to stare at her and Lyonette’s flat look. 
 
    “What? Don’t you believe me?” 
 
    “Um…no.” 
 
    “Come on! I’m not stupid enough to cause trouble!” 
 
    “That’s not what Wall Lord Ilvriss said. He said—” 
 
    “That I acted like an idiot?” 
 
    Erin folded her arms, smiling slightly. Lyonette paused. 
 
    “Uh, well, he was a bit ruder than that. But yes. Erin, you can be a bit aimless. I just think that—” 
 
    Erin rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Lyonette, that was the point.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    The [Barmaid] stared at Erin. The young woman grinned, spreading her arms out wide. 
 
    “Of course I acted like an idiot! We were in huge trouble and there I was, in another city, getting yelled at by some very angry—and very heavy—Drakes! I bet you they would have thrown the book at me, but I pretended everything was Ilvriss’ idea and that I had no idea what was going on!” 
 
    Erin tapped the side of her nose knowingly. 
 
    “You see Lyonette, there’s one good way to make angry people less angry at you, and that’s to pretend to be as stupid as they think you are. Like a dumb Human tourist.” 
 
    She grinned as Lyonette gaped at her. Then she pitched her voice higher and made her eyes widen innocently. 
 
    “Oh, I just happen to have a magical door, [Captain]! What’s that? It’s illegal? Well, no one told me. And, hey, you can’t take my door!” 
 
    She grinned, abandoning the fake voice. 
 
    “And then, while they’re all laughing at you behind your back, you move your knight to F7 and wipe the smug looks off their faces! Hah!” 
 
    She punched her fist into her hand and smiled. Erin looked around the inn. Mrsha and Lyonette were staring at her. 
 
    “What? I do it all the time. You’re telling me you’ve never seen me acting stupid? Like I did with Ylawes the other day? No? I thought it was obvious!” 
 
    Erin looked from face to face. She frowned. 
 
    “Wait, don’t tell me you thought I was just being stupid. You don’t think I’m actually dumb enough to do all those things on purpose, right? Right?” 
 
    Lyonette avoided her gaze. Mrsha turned around and pretended to be interested in her hardtack. Erin covered her face. 
 
    “Aw. Really? Come on!” 
 
    “It’s a really good act, Erin. I had no idea.” 
 
    It was hard to meet Erin’s eyes, so Lyonette compromised by also pretending to be interested in Mrsha’s hardtack. The innkeeper glared in mock outrage at both Lyonette and Mrsha. 
 
    “Everyone thinks I’m an idiot, is that it? Well in that case, I guess I’ll pretend to be even dumber!” 
 
    She struck a silly pose and waved around, giving Lyonette and Mrsha her most vacant expression. Mrsha started giggling, and Lyonette managed to grab the saliva-covered hardtack out of her jaws at last. Erin began walking around, pointing at things and exclaiming. 
 
    “Look at me, I’m a stupid Human! I don’t know what things are! Is that a wall? Wow! And hey look, a table! I bet you could eat your dinner off that! Wow, walking is fun. Too bad I’m so dumb I can’t even walk straight. Dum dee dum dee dum—” 
 
    She stumbled across the room, acting like a drunken zombie. Mrsha was rolling around on the ground laughing silently, and Lyonette was grinning. Then the door opened. 
 
    Zevara strode through the doorway. Erin froze. The Watch Captain eyed her and sighed. 
 
    “Human, we need to talk.” 
 
    She stopped in place and eyed Erin as the girl froze with both arms waving. Mrsha sat up, and Lyonette turned with the wet sticky mess in her hands. Zevara coughed. 
 
    “Am I interrupting something?” 
 
    Erin lowered her hands and sighed. 
 
    “Just fun. Come on in, Watch Captain. Is this the part where you yell at me and call me a stupid Human?” 
 
    She ushered Zevara over to a table. The Watch Captain sat, looking serious. 
 
    “I’m not here to reprimand you, Miss Solstice. That incident with Pallass was a disaster, but Wall Lord Ilvriss instigated the mess, and I can’t hold you responsible for the rest of it. With that said—” 
 
    “I know it was bad. I’m sorry.” 
 
    Zevara blinked. Erin sighed, and she waved at Lyonette. 
 
    “Lyon—can you get us some drinks? When you’ve gotten rid of that stuff and washed your hands, obviously. Mrsha, no, don’t chase after it. Just let it—I’ll get the drinks.” 
 
    She got up and disappeared behind her counter. Zevara blinked as Erin came back with a mug of ale for her and milk for herself. 
 
    “You don’t drink?” 
 
    “Eh, I have [Alcohol Immunity] or something like that. There’s no point, and milk tastes better. Is this good? You want something stronger?” 
 
    Zevara peered into her mug and shook her head. 
 
    “This is fine…thank you. I’m, ah, here today because of the incident in Pallass. Have you heard of the fallout from that encounter?” 
 
    “Let me guess. I’m in trouble for throwing a chair at the senators? Or…Hawk’s been arrested? Or is it worse than that?” 
 
    Erin looked glum. Zevara shook her head. 
 
    “None of that, actually. In fact, we’ve had several exchanges with Pallass. The Assembly of Crafts is not happy at all about what you did, but they’re prepared to let the matter rest…” 
 
    “…In exchange for the door.” 
 
    “Correct. They say they’d drop all charges and offer you compensation if you agree to sell it to them.” 
 
    The Watch Captain saw Erin groan and massage her head. She coughed. 
 
    “I understand that you had reason to defend yourself, and I am on your side in this matter, Miss Solstice.” 
 
    “You are? Even though I threw a chair at—” 
 
    Zevara nodded. She looked annoyed as she took a draft from her mug. 
 
    “I was negotiating with Pallass right up until you arrived. They were prepared to march their troops through the doorway and seize the door, regardless of Liscor’s laws. And they told me—and Liscor’s council—that if we didn’t comply with their demands, there would be consequences. They began making good on their promise this morning.” 
 
    “Wait, what? How?” 
 
    The Watch Captain took another drink from her mug. 
 
    “So long as the door is not returned to them, we will be subject to a trade embargo. No goods from our city will enter Pallass—which isn’t such a huge loss—but they will cease all exports to our city until their demands are met.” 
 
    Erin gulped. 
 
    “That sounds…bad. Is it?” 
 
    Zevara nodded grimly. 
 
    “Over half of the arms our City Watch uses are made in Pallass. Have you heard of Pallassian steel? You have?” 
 
    She blinked, shook her head, and went on. 
 
    “Well, Pallass exports both weaponry and alchemical goods. We don’t have more than one or two low-level [Alchemists] in Liscor, and if they decide to cut off supplies, we suffer. Not to mention, Pallass is on the trading route north to Liscor. They can easily create a trade blockade with their military.” 
 
    “Ah. And, uh, this is all over the door.” 
 
    “The door which you own and which violated their laws once. But they’re claiming that since the doorway can be activated at any time, it represents a current and pressing security risk, never mind that they could toss their side of the portal off their walls anytime they choose. It’s become a political matter, I’m afraid.” 
 
    Zevara finished her mug, and Erin went to get her another. She looked tired and frustrated, and Erin could understand the problem. She spread her hands on the table as she sat, thinking hard. 
 
    “Okay, so Pallass is making a fuss for no good reason. If they don’t get the door, Liscor suffers. Which isn’t fair.” 
 
    “No. You’re not a citizen of the city. They’re essentially telling us to take the door from you and give it to them. And they know they can threaten us because we need their supplies!” 
 
    Zevara ground her teeth together. 
 
    “Cold-tailed bastards. I always thought we had an amicable relationship with their city, but it turns out that they’re willing to cut us off in an instant for a single magical artifact.” 
 
    “To be fair, my door’s really cool.” 
 
    The Drake woman glared at Erin, and the [Innkeeper] raised a hand. 
 
    “Sorry, but that’s sort of how it is, right?” 
 
    Zevara sighed. 
 
    “You’re not wrong. Moving anyone four hundred miles in an instant is magic on par with something Magnolia Reinhart might own, or, well, another Walled City. It’s a powerful artifact, even if it does have limits. They want it, and Liscor’s council might cave in rather than suffer a trade war. Our economy can’t handle it.” 
 
    Erin was silent for a moment. She could see what was coming. She looked at Zevara. 
 
    “So is this the part where you ask me to hand over the door before you have to take it?” 
 
    She thought she might give it to the Drake if it came to that. If it came to that—Erin’s heart ached. What could she do? Fight? Let Pallass bully Liscor? Or could she give it away, maybe, get rid of it? But, to her surprise, the Watch Captain looked incredulous. 
 
    “Me? Give in to those thugs? You have my intentions all wrong, Solstice. I’m not here to comply with Pallass’ demands. I’m here to resolve the situation.” 
 
    She stood up. Erin stared at her for a second and then stood up too. 
 
    “Okay, you have my attention. What’s the plan?” 
 
    Zevara walked over to the magical door, the source of all the strife. She tapped it curiously. 
 
    “I need you to activate it and open the portal…magic teleportation…whatever, to Pallass. Not Celum.” 
 
    “To Pallass? But isn’t that the problem?” 
 
    The Watch Captain nodded. 
 
    “It is. But I’m only asking you to keep it open for a few seconds. Then someone will come through. You’ll have to let them back out, but if it’s only, uh, active for a few moments no one should detect it.” 
 
    She waited, her eyes on Erin. The Human hesitated, but then she nodded. 
 
    “Okay, I can do that. For a few seconds. Lyonette! Take Mrsha upstairs!” 
 
    She went into her kitchen to grab the mana stone. She also carefully put two kitchen knives on the counter and made sure her frying pan was within easy reach. Alchemist’s potions over there…Bird was on the roof. Well then. 
 
    Erin walked back out, smiling innocently with mana stone in hand. Zevara stood well back of the door, her eyes on the stone. It was green and glowed in the light. It had been cut from an emerald—gemstones were the basis of mana stones, apparently. 
 
    “Do you need to cast a spell or do some sort of—” 
 
    Erin stuck the stone on the door. It latched into place, as if held by a magnet. She turned to Zevara. 
 
    “There. All done.” 
 
    Zevara stared at the door. She stared at Erin. The young woman smiled. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    Slowly, Zevara opened the door. Another wall appeared, the wall of a building in another city. Zevara stared into the alleyway of Pallass, and then looked to one side. Erin saw a shadow in the alleyway, heard a voice. She tensed. 
 
    “—hold your positions. I will be back shortly.” 
 
    Someone walked towards the door and into view. He hesitated in front of the portal and then stepped through as Zevara stood to one side. Erin stared in shock. 
 
    It was Watch Captain Venim! The Drake was wearing his bright yellow armor that made him look like a giant dandelion. Erin gaped for five whole seconds and then swatted at Apista before the Ashfire Bee could fly over. Zevara stood back as Watch Captain Venim stood in Erin’s inn, looking around and touching himself in bemusement. Then he turned to face her. The two Watch Captains sized each other up for a second, and then Venim lowered his head in a nod. 
 
    “Watch Captain.” 
 
    “Watch Captain.” 
 
    Zevara grasped Venim’s forearms with her gauntleted claws as he did the same to her. It looked like some kind of military greeting, and it seemed to break the ice in a second, because the two relaxed and turned to Erin. 
 
    “Well then. If you could deactivate this door Miss Erin, we’ll get to it.” 
 
    He was carrying a small rucksack over one shoulder. As Erin pried loose the mana stone, the Watch Captain set his burden on a table and began taking out pieces of parchment and a quill and ink from the rucksack. She stared at him and Zevara. 
 
    “Okay, someone explain this to me. Because I feel like an actual idiot right now. Why is he here?” 
 
    She pointed at Venim. Zevara coughed. 
 
    “Watch Captain Venim and I have been talking, and we’ve come to an understanding, Erin. Or rather, the three Watch Captains of Pallass have all agreed that a trade war, and the possibility of an actual war, between Liscor and Pallass is unacceptable, and we’re attempting to resolve the situation in everyone’s best interests.” 
 
    “You’re working together? But how? Does the Assembly of Crafts know about this? What about Liscor’s Council?” 
 
    Erin looked from Drake to Drake. Venim coughed as he spread the pieces of parchment out and organized them. 
 
    “We have our own means of communication between the cities. Watch Captains keep in touch, and we sometimes act in the best interests of our cities, even if that means bypassing the usual chain of command.” 
 
    “Whoa.” 
 
    “This is unusual, but the circumstances demand it. Neither Venim nor I are here, and any rumors to the contrary will not be spread. We will deny ever meeting. Is that clear?” 
 
    Zevara fixed Erin with a steely gaze. The young woman raised her hands. 
 
    “Totally. I get it. No one’s here. Just me and Apista.” 
 
    She pointed at the bee, which flew away from her. Venim eyed the Ashfire Bee, opened his mouth, saw Zevara’s resigned shake of the head, and didn’t ask. Erin looked at him, her head cocked to one side. 
 
    “Okay, war’s bad, but tell me something, Watch Captain Venim. Why are you here if you care about your city? It seems like Pallass would win any kind of trade war or actual war with Liscor, am I right? Why would inconveniencing Liscor be a bad thing?” 
 
    He was surprised by her question and peered at her. Erin returned his gaze steadily. The silly [Innkeeper] of yesterday was gone, and she looked serious. Well, as serious as a young woman shooing away a giant bee every few seconds could be. Venim cleared his throat. 
 
    “Politics are one thing, Miss Erin. But military action—especially against a city as strategically important as Liscor—is another. A war between Liscor and Pallass is not in our people’s best interests, and as for the door, it could be more dangerous for Pallass to possess it than not.” 
 
    Erin frowned. 
 
    “I don’t follow.” 
 
    Venim nodded to Zevara. 
 
    “Wall Lord Ilvriss and his home city of Salazsar have made it quite clear that if Pallass takes this door, there will be a war. And I can’t help but suspect that more Drake cities and other Walled Cities might take Salazsar’s side in the conflict.” 
 
    Erin whistled as a few pieces fell into place. 
 
    “Ilvriss said that? And his city would go to war because he said so?” 
 
    The Watch Captain of Liscor nodded gravely. 
 
    “Pallass and Salazsar do not historically get along. The threat of a doorway that could teleport armies about would be serious enough.” 
 
    Venim nodded as well. He looked from Zevara to Erin. 
 
    “Watch Captains do not want conflict. That is why I’m here. To resolve this issue…quietly.” 
 
    He looked at Erin, serious, and she saw his claws were tight on the parchment. She looked at Zevara and Venim. Both of them were taking a risk by being here. Erin took a deep breath. 
 
    “Okay. Okay, how are we going to do this then?” 
 
    Both Watch Captains visibly relaxed in relief. Venim offered Erin a sheet of parchment with complex writing on it. Erin blinked at it and went slightly cross eyed at the tight writing. She had learned the Drake written language, but this was incomprehensible. She looked at Venim for an explanation. 
 
    “The easiest way to resolve the situation is to remove the Assembly of Crafts’ justification to confiscate your door. They claim it’s a security risk and an unsanctioned magical portal, which is highly illegal…and unique. There’s no real precedent for a magical portal being established, and the crux of their argument stems from the teleportation spell. Pallass has a law against unauthorized teleportation into its city.” 
 
    Erin frowned. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what you said. So why didn’t Hawk or Ilvriss know that when they entered the city? Well, I guess Hawk doesn’t know all the laws, but Ilvriss should have known that! Doesn’t his Walled City have the same laws, or do people teleport in and out of that place all the time?” 
 
    Venim shook his head. 
 
    “It is impossible to teleport into Salazsar. The city has more ward-stones and counter spells than I can count. I imagine that’s part of the reason why they are so alarmed at the idea of Pallass obtaining this doorway. Its magics would probably be countered by the anti-teleportation wards, but if not…” 
 
    Zevara rested her claws on the table, nodding to the doorway. 
 
    “I imagine Lord Ilvriss intended to conceal the portal’s existence and pretend he had slipped through one of the gates unnoticed. It might have worked too—if they hadn’t been on full alert after General Shivertail’s death, Pallass might have missed it, too. It’s not nearly as obvious as a traditional teleportation spell.” 
 
    “Okay. That makes sense. And that’s pretty smart of Ilvriss. So how does this thing fix everything?” 
 
    Erin waved the parchment at Venim. He smiled. 
 
    “Simple. Your doorway is an unauthorized artifact. However, it turns out that, in your brief visit to Pallass, you had the presence of mind to file all the paperwork needed to authorize your portal and inn as a legal residence in Pallass.” 
 
    “Wait, what?” 
 
    Erin stared at him. She stared at the parchment. She could pick out a few words from the top. Application…residence…no wait, that read residency…it was a housing permit! She looked back at Venim skeptically. 
 
    “You’re telling me that will solve everything? What if the paperwork gets denied?” 
 
    Zevara picked up a piece of parchment, studying it, and Venim shook his head. 
 
    “Unfortunately, a few [Clerks] were processing requests this morning. They ‘accidentally’ signed everything without knowing the current situation. All I have to do is file this and you’re approved. Too late for the Assembly of Crafts to do anything about it.” 
 
    He indicated some signatures on the parchment. Zevara nodded as she handed the parchment to Erin. 
 
    “It’s not perfect, but it takes away the Assembly’s excuse for pressuring Liscor. Now you’re their problem and technically they’d be breaking the law themselves if they tried to confiscate your door. They might come up with more charges, but it’s an issue between you and them, and Watch Captain Venim assures me that he can talk the senators around, given half the chance.” 
 
    The two Watch Captains looked at Erin. She studied the documents, a frown on her face. When she looked up, it wasn’t with whole-hearted willingness. 
 
    “It sounds like I’m a convenient pawn in this situation. I’m the Human with the magic door—so that means Liscor doesn’t get pressured because I’m just a Human who doesn’t know what’s what, and Pallass focuses on me instead.” 
 
    Zevara fiddled with her claws, and Venim coughed. 
 
    “We can’t avoid that. But it stops Liscor from entering the picture, and I’ll do my best to convince the senators. Just the idea of trying to transport a magical artifact all the way on foot to Pallass without another force intercepting it is ludicrous. It’s a burden we don’t need, and both our cities could benefit from having access to each other, not to mention Celum. I’m sorry Miss Erin, but this is the best we can come up with at the moment.” 
 
    Erin stared from face to face and then sighed. 
 
    “I get it. With great door teleportation must come great responsibility, huh?” 
 
    Zevara and Venim looked blank. Erin scowled. 
 
    “No one gets my jokes. I miss home.” 
 
    She reached for the quill. 
 
    “Okay, where do I sign? And why are there so many pieces of parchment?” 
 
    Venim smiled in relief. He stood up and began handing pieces of parchment to Erin as Zevara sat back in her chair. 
 
    “There’s no precedent for this, which is why you have these forms here—I’ve filled them out so you’re claiming your doorway as part of your inn. And your inn will be a place of business with a magical artifact that has both a presence in Pallass and outside of it—sign on both these leasing permits, please.” 
 
    “Okay. Here and here…whoops, the ink’s getting everywhere. Sorry about that.” 
 
    “No—problem.” 
 
    Venim snatched the parchment up and blew on it hurriedly before the ink could blotch some of the writing. He waited until Erin had signed all the pieces of paper and then gathered them up. 
 
    “I’ll process them the instant I return. Miss Solstice, you’ve done my city a favor, whether the Assembly of Crafts thinks so or not. We’ll work with your city—take it from me, politicians are one thing, but Watch Captains support our own. You won’t regret this.” 
 
    Erin massaged her hand. That had been a lot of signatures for so few pieces of parchment. She got up, smiling at Zevara and Venim. 
 
    “Well, I did cause some of the mess. And I guess it’s worth it to have a doorway to Pallass, right? Your city is beautiful, Watch Captain Venim.” 
 
    He flushed with pride. Then the Watch Captain hesitated and shifted. 
 
    “Unfortunately we have one last issue to resolve, Miss Solstice. I hate to ask it of you, but—” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Venim looked embarrassed. 
 
    “There is a fee—twenty gold coins for both leases, not to mention a six gold coin fee for inspection of a premise containing both monsters and magical artifacts. I’d cover it if I could, but our annual salaries are…and neither Watch Captain Zevara nor I can afford to take it out of our city’s pockets. It will appear in the paperwork, you see.” 
 
    Watch Captain Zevara shuffled her feet and coughed. She looked the other way as Erin glanced at her, and Venim’s cheeks turned red. 
 
    “We can cover some of the costs ourselves, but we’ll have to account for the rest of the coin somewhere. If you need the coin, we can cover it in installments…” 
 
    Erin covered her face. 
 
    “Oh, you have got to be kidding me.”

  

 
   
    5.03 
 
      
 
    A light rain pattered down on the roof of The Wandering Inn. Rain, after so many weeks of snow. It was a pleasant sound, and reminded Erin of her world. After all, rain was rain. Some things were the same. 
 
    More than a few things, actually. Erin was in another world. A world full of monsters and magic, terrors and wonders. And yet, somehow Erin still found herself filling out forms. It was reassuring, and slightly depressing, to know that bureaucracy didn’t change across species. 
 
    And paying fines. That seemed weirdly familiar too. Not that Erin caused trouble when she’d been back in her world. Okay, maybe she’d gotten a few lectures about setting up lemonade stands inside a school cafeteria, but this? 
 
    Twenty-six gold coins. In truth, Erin paid only eighteen gold coins as both Watch Captains had added in four gold coins from their pockets, but that was still a lot. The coins disappeared into a pouch at Watch Captain Venim’s side as he stood up. 
 
    “Paperwork’s done. I have the coins, and I’ll slip this into the approved files tonight. We should see progress tomorrow morning. Watch Captain Zevara, I’ll leave things to you over here. Miss Solstice, I’d expect to receive a [Message] spell by way of Liscor within the week—two or three days from now, if I’m a judge.” 
 
    Watch Captain Venim headed for the door, and Erin got up. She replaced the mana stone attuned to Pallass, and the Drake paused before stepping through. 
 
    “Thank you again for doing this, Miss Solstice. I apologize for the inconvenience and the fees.” 
 
    “Eh. I caused you a lot of trouble, so there’s no hard feelings. It’s got to be hard, running a Walled City, right?” 
 
    She smiled wearily. It was late—going to Pallass and her adventures there felt like a lifetime ago. Venim nodded with a rueful expression on his face. 
 
    “You have no idea. And your inn isn’t even the worst of the problems I have to deal with, if you’ll believe that. At least it seems well-defended. I can tell the Assembly of Crafts that having a Gold-rank team present most of the time will deter anyone taking the door, including our own forces.” 
 
    “Don’t forget the five Hobs in my basement.” 
 
    Erin grinned. Venim’s smile slipped and vanished. He stopped, one hand on the door handle. 
 
    “Scale rot, I forgot. The Goblins.” 
 
    He covered his face with his claws. Erin’s smile disappeared as Venim walked back to confer with Zevara. The sense of relief in the inn trembled under the weight of this new complication. 
 
    “There is no precedent for having monsters within Pallass, authorized or not. There are strict laws about allowing monsters to enter the city or keeping non-sentient ones as tamed animals, though. We could argue that the Goblins won’t enter the city, but they pose a risk the council might not ignore…I’m not keen on the idea either.” 
 
    Venim glanced at Erin and Zevara as he spoke. Erin hesitated, and it was Zevara who answered with a grimace. 
 
    “Don’t bother trying to talk her out of it, Venim. I’ve had the same arguments, and she won’t budge. This is technically an autonomous holding within Liscor’s radius of authority, but we’re not pushing the issue, and I doubt Pallass will get any further.” 
 
    “But this is highly—you’re telling me she has had Goblins in the inn before, and you haven’t considered—can’t they just be—” 
 
    Zevara kept shaking her head and eying Erin. Erin eyed her right back, her arms crossed. 
 
    “Those Goblins are innocent. They don’t cause trouble, and they have yet to hurt anyone. They saved me from goats.” 
 
    Venim stared at her. 
 
    “Goats.” 
 
    “Eater Goats.” 
 
    Zevara nodded. The Watch Captain from Pallass blanched a bit. 
 
    “Ancestors, the things you lot have to deal with over here—those are the same ones that bite even when you behead them, right? Well, be that as it may, Miss Solstice…” 
 
    “No, Captain Venim.” 
 
    He glared at Erin, vexed. She glared back, ready to fight on this issue. The air around Erin heated up, and Venim edged back in his chair. He looked at Zevara, and she gave him a complicated shake of the head and an impatient gesture with her chin. This time, the Watch Captain’s sigh was loud and unhappy. 
 
    “Fine. Stop using your aura, Miss Solstice. I’ll try to gloss over that fact with the Assembly of Crafts. The Gold-rank team here does help. If I can claim them as security—I don’t suppose you pay them to guard your inn? Even a copper coin or two would help justify it as…” 
 
    He gestured helplessly at the paperwork. Erin shook her head. 
 
    “Nope, sorry. But I do have an Antinium Worker with a bow on the roof of my inn. That’s good security, isn’t it?” 
 
    Venim covered his face with his claws. Zevara patted him on the back. 
 
    “Antinium. Oh, that’s just what I need to convince them. Well, I’ll do my best. I’m leaving before you tell me you breed Shield Spiders as well.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Erin watched the Watch Captain go through the doorway. It was dark in Pallass too, although there was no rain in the Walled City. She saw Venim talk to a few figures down the alleyway, nod at her, and close the door. She plucked the mana stone from the door as soon as it was closed. 
 
    There was silence in the inn. Erin turned and saw Watch Captain Zevara stretching out her arms and rubbing at the spines on her neck. She looked tired. 
 
    “Think it’ll work?” 
 
    The Watch Captain looked up. Zevara shrugged, tired but slightly hopeful. 
 
    “It should. Pallass’ Assembly of Crafts may be arrogant, but they’re not fools if they’re in charge of a Walled City. I think. Those Goblins throw a bit of a problem into the mix, though. If you’d just…” 
 
    She trailed off, shaking her head in resignation. Erin looked around her inn. Yes, her Goblins. The reason why her inn was deserted rather than filled with bodies. And it would have had some business, even this late at night, if Erin had been open. Her inn had been—had begun to be—known as a place with good cooking, interesting events, friendly service, and magic dishes. It had been popular. 
 
    But she’d opened her doors to Goblins and so she was a monster. Maybe it was because of the Goblin Lord. Or because they were Hobs. Probably it was both. Either way, her Goblins had driven away business. 
 
    Her Goblins. As if she owned them. And Venim thought they might be a security risk? Erin shook her head. The Redfang Warriors stayed out of sight, living in the basement, rarely using the outhouse—being as unobtrusive as possible. They were trying. Even now, they were below, and Erin wondered how long they’d been cooped up in the basement. 
 
    She looked towards the trap door leading to the basement. It was dark in her inn with the fire burning low. Still, Erin could spot the trap door shift a tiny bit downwards as she stared. Her eyes narrowed, and her lips quirked upwards. 
 
    Zevara hadn’t noticed. The Watch Captain was staring at her empty mug. When Erin turned to her, she stood up. 
 
    “Thank you for the drinks. Here—” 
 
    She fished around in her money bag, but Erin waved it away. 
 
    “You already spent four gold coins. That’s a lot. Drinks are on the house.” 
 
    “My thanks.” 
 
    Awkwardly, the female Drake nodded at Erin. She stood in the inn, and Erin fidgeted. It was funny, well, sort of. Erin and Zevara had only ever really met when Erin was in trouble, and their encounters had generally been one or both sides shouting at the other. 
 
    “Lots of rain today.” 
 
    Erin coughed and commented weakly. Zevara blinked and seemed to take in the rain for the first time. She scowled, her expression sharpening unexpectedly. 
 
    “Rain? Damn, I hadn’t noticed. Did it start after I arrived here?” 
 
    “Yeah. Oops, you don’t have an umbrella, do you?” 
 
    “A what? Oh, you mean a parasol? Why would I need one of those? I’m hardly a [Lady] or pampered noble—I have an oiled cloak, or I would if I’d thought ahead. I’ll run for it. It’s just water.” 
 
    Zevara grimaced. She cocked her head, listening to the sound of the rain drumming on the inn’s roof. 
 
    “It always sneaks up so quickly. Between the dungeon and the Goblin Lord, we haven’t been preparing at all. I’ll have to rouse the Watch and check the walls…couldn’t this have waited another week?” 
 
    She groused. Erin didn’t really understand. 
 
    “What’s the problem? It’s just rain?” 
 
    Zevara turned, clearly annoyed, and paused as she considered Erin. 
 
    “You’ve never been here during the spring, have you, Solstice?” 
 
    “Um…no. Why?” 
 
    Bemused, Erin watched as Zevara groaned and covered her forehead. 
 
    “No one told you what happens during the rainy season? Ever? Ancestors, well, at least you’re in the right place. If you were living in one of the valleys, it would be a disaster. And your inn is Antinium-built. They know what needs to be done.” 
 
    She nodded at the walls of the inn. Erin stared at them. Had the Antinium done something to them? What happened when it rained? 
 
    “Look, I need to be up with the dawn, and I can’t explain it now. Ask Klbkch or Relc or anyone from Liscor what the rains mean. And keep your Goblins in the basement. They haven’t caused trouble so far, which means I haven’t had to do more than warn people not to go to your inn and cause trouble. So long as they’re hidden, people should tolerate them.” 
 
    The Watch Captain strode to the door, adjusting her armor and peering out at the rain and cursing. Erin, who had still been wondering about this mysterious rain phenomenon, frowned suddenly. 
 
    “What do you mean, keep them out of sight?” 
 
    “Exactly what I said, Human. Out of sight, in the basement. That’s sensible of you. No one wants to see Goblins right now. Not after General Shivertail. The last thing I need is a mob attacking your inn to get rid of the monsters.” 
 
    Monsters. Erin frowned at Zevara. It was late, she knew, and she was grumpy. But she looked over her shoulder at the trap door to her basement and knew she couldn’t let that go. 
 
    “They’re not monsters. They’re people who think. That’s the point.” 
 
    The Watch Captain stopped, her back towards Erin. Her posture said she didn’t want to have this conversation, but she replied anyways. 
 
    “If you say so. Just keep them out of sight. If not—” 
 
    “What? You’ll be leading the mob?” 
 
    Zevara turned, her eyes flashing. She stared hard at Erin. Did a bit of smoke escape her mouth? It was quickly lost in the rain. 
 
    “No. But I won’t be able to protect you.” 
 
    She turned and strode out of the inn, disappearing into the rain before Erin could reply. Disgruntled, Erin mumbled into the sudden silence. 
 
    “You never did.” 
 
    Annoyed, Erin cleared the table of mugs and scrubbed at a beer stain. Keep her Goblins below? The nerve of Zevara! Never mind that her words made sense. But they only made sense if you thought of Goblins as monsters or animals. People shouldn’t be confined! They shouldn’t be— 
 
    Erin passed by her basement and paused. They shouldn’t be locked up. But then, was she the problem to begin with? 
 
    Slowly, she set down the mugs in the kitchen and walked back to the trap door. It was shut, but that didn’t fool Erin. She lifted up the handle and peered into the basement. 
 
    It was dark below. Nearly pitch-black. Erin knew there was a lantern down there—four, actually—but the Goblins appeared to be asleep. She heard a few loud snores. Erin rolled her eyes. 
 
    “I know you heard all that. You were listening, weren’t you?” 
 
    The snores paused and then went on, a tad unconvincingly. Erin sighed. 
 
    “I know you’re awake. Look, I think Zevara’s right and wrong. It is dangerous, but I didn’t say you should stay below. I just thought—hey, you are awake, aren’t you?” 
 
    She stopped uncertainly. The snoring stopped, and a head appeared out of the darkness, alarmingly close. Headscratcher had been standing on the ladder the entire time! Erin yelped in surprise and instinctively slapped him on the face with an open palm. 
 
    “Gah! Wait, sorry!” 
 
    Headscratcher yelped and tumbled backwards. Erin heard Goblins exclaiming in alarm, the sound of a thud, and annoyed Goblin voices. She winced and peered into the darkness below. 
 
    “Oops. You surprised me. I’m really sorry about that. It was an accident, I swear!” 
 
    In the darkness, five pairs of crimson eyes stared up at her. Erin shivered just a bit. 
 
    “Sorry. Look, I know I told you to stay in the basement but—come up tomorrow, okay? This is where I wanted you to sleep. It’s not a prison.” 
 
    She paused, that thought striking her as important. The Redfang Goblins stared up at Erin, their faces unreadable in the darkness. Erin crouched on the top of the ladder, wondering if she should go down. In the end, she spoke into the darkness as the rain fell overhead. 
 
    “You’re not prisoners. I mean that. If you want to leave, to find Rags or do something else…you can go. I’ll give you food if you need it. But I think it might be safer here. And if it is—if you think you want to stay despite the risk, I will shelter you. I promise. And tomorrow…tomorrow we’ll see about getting you rooms on the third floor.” 
 
    The Hobs started slightly in surprise. Erin nodded. Keep them below? That was such a wrong concept to her. 
 
    “I should have done this from the start. It was fine to keep Pisces in the basement, but you? I have tons of rooms. And if you’re going to stay here, it’s going to be as guests, not as hidden monsters. I’m not ashamed that you’re here, and you shouldn’t be either.” 
 
    Five sets of crimson eyes. One blinked. Erin saw a Hob move his head, do something in the darkness. Wipe his eyes? The rest just looked at her. The [Innkeeper]’s voice was low as she spoke to the Hobs, her back framed by the dim firelight. 
 
    “There’s nothing wrong with being a Goblin. I told you that, didn’t I? You’re people. Not monsters. Humans can be monsters and Goblins can too. But we’re not all monsters. We’re people. And people don’t live underground or in caves.” 
 
    She paused. 
 
    “Unless they’re Hobbits. Um. Talk to you tomorrow!” 
 
    She waved at the Goblins. Two waved back. Erin shut the door and turned away, feeling embarrassed. She had the distinct impression the Goblins had begun talking amongst themselves the instant she closed the trap door. 
 
    She hoped they weren’t laughing at her. But she had said what she believed. That was important. Erin stumbled back to her bed, tired, knowing she’d have to get up soon. She pulled some blankets over her body, punched a pillow, and tossed and turned as the rain fell. 
 
    “Let’s see. Pallass jerks…Jelaqua…Calruz and the Horns of Hammerad…Goblins…and no money. That’s enough for one plate. Maybe two. Now how do I make everything fit together?” 
 
    Erin thrashed about for a while, her mind racing, running into obstacles, backtracking. So many problems. There were always problems, but there were always solutions, too. She thought about money and her friends and the Goblins until something clicked. Erin sat up suddenly and snapped her fingers. 
 
    “Hmm. That might work!” 
 
    Then she immediately fell backwards, pulled the blankets over her head, and went to sleep in relief. 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    Rain fell across Liscor and the grasslands. Rain, a shimmering, endless downpour of droplets, hitting the ground millions of times each second. It was a hypnotic sight if you weren’t out in the middle of it, a beautiful display of nature to be seen by all. 
 
    Bird sat in his watchtower and felt a spray of wet, cold droplets smack him in the face. He wiped at the wetness but then the wind shifted and blew a squall of rain right over him. He hunched his shoulders as the rain blew diagonally, pattering off the roof of his watchtower and his body. 
 
    It was wet. He was cold. But Bird was still happy. True, it was raining, and, true, he had been rained on for the last four hours. But he wasn’t dead. It was important to keep things in perspective. Bird felt lucky and privileged to be here, and he tried to be grateful. He wasn’t dead, he was allowed to hunt birds and sit up in his own personal watchtower—he even had his own private quarters! 
 
    Bird had the room closest to the staircase leading up to the watchtower. It was a nice room. And it was his. He used to have a bed, but he’d never slept on it, so Miss Erin had taken it away. 
 
    Antinium couldn’t sleep on beds. The round shells on their backs made it too difficult since they would rock back and forth or just lie uncomfortably. Perhaps Revalantor Klbkch could do it with his altered, slimmer form, but Bird had given up after five minutes of lying on the bed and wondering what was supposed to happen. 
 
    When it became apparent that Bird couldn’t sleep on his bed like most other species, Erin had come up with a solution. She’d created a stack of blankets and pillows that formed what she called a ‘cubbyhole’ similar to the alcoves Bird used to sleep in in the Worker’s barracks. 
 
    However, this sleeping space was so soft and luxurious that Bird was afraid to sleep in it and spent most nights with his back against a wall. It still got a good deal of use; Mrsha had been captivated by the idea of pillow forts and often curled up inside Bird’s bed for naps. 
 
    And Bird didn’t need to sleep much. He liked being up at night. It was his duty, of course—he’d chased off a few Drakes yesterday by shooting arrows at their feet when they approached the inn just past midnight. But Bird didn’t mind the late hours. Owls came out at night, and if he waited long enough, it would be dawn and birds would be singing and flying about. Perfect targets for an alert Antinium [Hunter]. 
 
    Of course, it was raining so there would be no birds. The Antinium Worker thought about this and still felt happy. Birds might not fly in the rain because it was wet, but only if they had feathers. What if there were other types of birds he had yet to hunt? His mind raced with the possibilities as the rain pelted him from all angles. Bird was oblivious to it as he thought. 
 
    Were there fish birds? Birds that could fly in the rain? Maybe birds above the clouds? Bird looked up and felt happy. The world was a wonderful place! When you didn’t know what it contained, everything was new and fresh. And Bird was completely ignorant. Thus, he sat in his small watchtower as water sprayed him and the rain pounded down. He ignored it all, his crude hand-made bow in hand. It wouldn’t do to get the lovely bow Erin had given him wet, after all. He sang a tiny tune as he searched the pouring landscape. 
 
    “I am Bird. I am wet. It is raining. I am wet. Drip, drip, I am Bird…” 
 
    “Bird!” 
 
    The Antinium turned as someone shouted his name. He looked down the stairs and saw a young Human woman shielding her face as the rain pelted her from above. 
 
    “Oh, hello, Miss Lyonette.” 
 
    The [Barmaid] shouted something at Bird, looking upset. He was alert instantly, wondering if a monster or other danger had come through the door. Erin had told him to watch for threats outside the inn, but Bird was aware that having a magic portal door was a security risk. He did take his job seriously. But that didn’t seem to be the problem here! 
 
    “…door! Come…drenched…here!” 
 
    He could only hear a few words over the pounding of the rain. But Lyonette was waving, so Bird followed her down the slippery steps into the inn. It was very wet. He observed the floorboards were quite wet and the wet had gone into several rooms and down much of the third floor. Hm. He turned to Lyonette as she wiped her face with a towel. 
 
    “What is the problem, Miss Lyonette? It is quite wet outside. And in here.” 
 
    “Yes, Bird. It is! That’s a problem. And do you know why it’s so wet?” 
 
    Lyonette glared at Bird. The Worker tilted his head. A problem. He had never been good at solving problems. He had liked chess well enough, but he had never taken to it as a [Tactician] like Anand and Belgrade had. Erin had called his games the ‘weirdest games she’d ever played’ though, which Bird had taken as a compliment. 
 
    “It is wet because it is raining, Miss Lyonette.” 
 
    “Yes. It is. But why is it wet inside, Bird?” 
 
    Bird looked around. Wet, wet…why was it wet inside? Because there was a hole? No, the inn was sturdy and waterproof. So why was there wet on the third floor? He noticed the water moving slightly and looked behind him. Water was running down the steps leading up to the tower. His tower. Bird’s mandibles opened wide as he realized the issue. 
 
    “I forgot to close the door.” 
 
    “You forgot to close the door.” 
 
    Rainwater had spilled into the inn from Bird’s watchtower above. The Antinium stared at the flooded third floor with interest. Mrsha galloped through the giant puddle, splattering water everywhere. Above her, Apista flew away from the water droplets in alarm. Lyonette sighed. 
 
    “Okay, I guess I was waking up in an hour anyways. Let’s get to work.” 
 
    “I am deeply sorry. I will assist you with cleaning and return to guarding above.” 
 
    Bird lowered his mandibles, ashamed. Lyonette shook her head, looking only slightly put out. 
 
    “It’s fine, Bird, really. Just don’t forget again. And you don’t have to go above. I’m sure Erin would want you inside and out of the rain.” 
 
    Bird protested mildly as Lyonette ordered Mrsha to grab more towels. 
 
    “But I must guard. And I have permission to hunt. I am waiting for fish-birds to come out.” 
 
    “Fish birds? Bird, there are no fish birds.” 
 
    “There…aren’t?” 
 
    Lyonette paused, staring into the Worker’s downcast face. She hesitated. 
 
    “Um, well, I’m not certain. Why not? I’m sure there are birds that go out in the rain. Actually, I lied. There are most definitely fish birds, Bird.” 
 
    The Worker nodded happily, faith restored in the world. 
 
    “I knew it.” 
 
    Life was good for Bird. He was especially happy Revalantor Klbkch had ordered him not to kill the Hobs just yet. Bird had kept an eye on them every night, under strict orders from his Hive, and he wasn’t sure he could kill them, even if he ambushed them. It was good to be peaceful. No one should die. 
 
    Except birds, of course. 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    Erin woke up to the sound of rain. She woke up slightly later than usual, which meant dawn was just breaking as she got up and blearily stumbled around the kitchen. 
 
    “Ghrmph. Rain, raining all the time. Gonna be a pain going to Liscor. Where’s breakfast? Right, right…gotta find Lyonette. Lyonette?” 
 
    She walked out into the common room, but Lyonette was uncharacteristically not already awake. Erin hesitated, not wanting to wake her up, and then she heard the sounds from above. They were faint, but, as Erin ascended to the second floor and stared past the rooms reserved for the Horns of Hammerad and the Halfseekers, she heard the noises coming from the second stairwell heading to the third floor. 
 
    “Singing?” 
 
    Erin tiptoed up and saw a strange sight. It was Lyonette kneeling on the ground, mopping up water with a towel as Bird did the same. Mrsha and Apista were frolicking around, getting water everywhere as they played catch. They were making the mess worse, but Lyonette wasn’t scolding Mrsha. Instead, she and Bird were singing! 
 
    “It’s raining, it’s raining, water’s on the floor, Mrsha at the door, it’s raining, it’s raining—” 
 
    “Drip, drip, drip.” 
 
    Lyonette was singing a silly made-up song as Mrsha rolled past her, her fur dripping. Bird, wiping the floor with a towel, softly sang as well. He was just singing ‘drip’, but it melded together with Lyonette’s singing in a wonderful way. 
 
    Erin stood watching Lyonette and Bird singing the silly song as Mrsha rolled about, a smile on her face. Only when the Worker and [Barmaid] had cleaned up most of the water did she cough. 
 
    “Erin!” 
 
    Lyonette spun around, looking embarrassed. Erin smiled at her and at Mrsha as the Gnoll galloped up to her. She caught Mrsha before she could shake herself. 
 
    “Ah! No shaking, Mrsha. You get a nice warm towel instead. Lyonette, thanks for doing that. How’d the rain get in? Bird’s door?” 
 
    “It was my fault. I am entirely to blame. I will accept all punishments necessary, or my termination.” 
 
    Bird stood to attention. Erin frowned at him. 
 
    “You’re not getting fired, Bird. It was a mistake! I’d never fire you for that.” 
 
    Bird visibly relaxed. 
 
    “Oh. Does that mean I can do it again?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Lyonette and Erin spoke at once. Bird nodded agreeably and stared at Apista as the Ashfire Bee hid behind Mrsha. Erin beckoned Lyonette over. 
 
    “Sorry I didn’t start getting breakfast ready, Erin. It was just—” 
 
    “No, you’re cool. It was better you did this, actually. I’m going to move the Redfang Goblins up here today.” 
 
    “The Goblins? But—well, okay. If you think so.” 
 
    Lyonette looked dubious, but she nodded anyways. She had changed so much! The fact that she was willing to let the Goblins stay under the same roof as her was more than most Humans were willing to do. Erin intended to change that. She shifted, aware her second piece of news for the day wasn’t going to be taken with the same level of grace. 
 
    “I, uh, had Watch Captain Zevara and that Drake guy from Pallass over last night, Lyonette. Looks like we might get to open the portal to Pallass after all. There’s a lot of political stuff going on, but I think I managed to get it sorted. So there won’t be Drake [Soldiers] from Pallass marching in to take the door away.” 
 
    “That was going to happen? I mean, I’d believe it but—good job.” 
 
    The runaway [Princess] looked relieved. Erin chewed her lip. 
 
    “Tiny problem, though…I had to pay to register the inn, and the price was eighteen gold coins.” 
 
    “Eighteen?” 
 
    Lyonette looked horrified. Erin nodded. 
 
    “I took them out of the safe. It’s, uh…well, I took a look at what we had left. What do you think? How long do we have?” 
 
    Erin was hoping that Lyonette had put some of the inn’s coin somewhere else or had more on her. The young woman’s face said it all. Lyonette counted in her head, doing the same math that Erin had agonized over last night. When she was done, she shook her head gloomily. 
 
    “Enough coin for a week. Not much more, even if we cut back on buying food and supplies…” 
 
    “I’ll get us more.” 
 
    Erin rested a hand on Lyonette’s shoulder and smiled reassuringly. The [Barmaid] looked uncertain, but Erin grinned at her. 
 
    “Money’s not a problem, Lyonette. I have a few tricks up my sleeves. And more in my pockets. And one under my pillow.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah! Okay, I have two good ideas. Three if I use my backup plan. I think they’ll all work. I just need to go into the city and, uh, make a few deals. If I help serve breakfast, can you manage…?” 
 
    “Leave it to me. I’ll get the Goblins settled. Drassi and Ishkr aren’t coming today, and I think the Horns of Hammerad are going out on a long trip today. So are the Halfseekers, so it’ll just be Bird, Mrsha, and the Goblins to feed for lunch. Do what you need to do, Erin.” 
 
    Erin smiled in relief. 
 
    “You’re the best. Alright, breakfast is waffles! Hey Mrsha, don’t run down the stairs! Oh well.” 
 
    She grinned as the white Gnoll raced down to the common room. Then she paused, and both she and Lyonette turned. The sound of rainfall, muted but always present, had intensified suddenly. 
 
    They stared towards the stairs leading up. Bird paused as the rain pelted him, about to climb back up to the tower. He stared at the water already trickling down the stairs. 
 
    “Ah. Oops.” 
 
    He closed the door swiftly. Erin shook her head. 
 
    “That’s a design flaw. But I guess we can put a towel rack there and get Bird to clean up every time he goes in and out. Speaking of which…” 
 
    She looked out one of her glass windows at the rain. It was coming down hard, obscuring the landscape. Already, it had washed the last of the snow away, so all Erin saw was green grass and brown mud, both dark as the rain drummed on her windows. She turned to Lyonette, rueful. 
 
    “I don’t suppose you know where I could get an umbrella?” 
 
    Lyonette looked blank. 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “Darn.” 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    Umbrellas. Umbrellas were an invention that did not exist in the medieval era, or at least, not in this one. True, it was good to keep rain off one’s face, but with an umbrella? They required a lot of careful stitching, long flexible joints that required delicate wood or metalworking, and were, in general, a tool for the nobility to use. A [Lady] might have a parasol or, rather, have a servant follow her around with one, but everyone else just used cloaks. After all, they were warm, didn’t need to be carried in either hand, and didn’t break. 
 
    Erin ran with an oiled cloak over her head towards Liscor, screaming as rainwater trickled onto her clothing and mud splashed around her boots. 
 
    “I hate cloaks! I hate cloaks! I hate cloaks!” 
 
    Not that an umbrella would have helped much either. The rain was coming down fiercely, and the guards on the walls looked miserable to Erin. The one at the western gate was at least sheltered from the rain. She waved Erin through, and the young woman dashed into the streets of Liscor. 
 
    And slipped. The wet cobblestones were slippery and Erin had been running to get to Liscor in time. Erin fell, got tangled up in her cloak, and after a brief moment where she just sat in the middle of the wet street with water pouring over her head, got up, and marched through the streets, grumbling about ceilings. 
 
    “How hard would it be to put a ceiling over a city? It’s got walls, just put a dome over it! Okay, you can’t see if that happens—how about a glass dome? That’s a lot of glass. A magic dome? I bet Pallass has a fancy magic dome. What about a subway? Now that’s useful technology!” 
 
    The streets were mostly empty, despite the usual morning press. No one wanted to be out in the rain. The Drakes looked gloomy and ill-tempered, if not quite so depressed as the days before. The Gnolls looked perfectly miserable. Erin splashed down the streets, appreciating that Liscor at least had sewers to carry away the runoff as she marched further into the city. It was a wet, miserable day. 
 
    But only if you let it be. Erin was determined to make today work. She’d left the inn with Lyonette already showing the Redfang Warriors their new rooms. Now Erin headed towards one spot in the city devoid of rain. 
 
    The Antinium Hive. The passage down into the Hive was exposed to the surface, but there was some kind of water flow system in place such that, as Erin descended into the darkness, the water coming down from above was sucked into the earth. A few steps out of the rain and the Hive’s walls were wonderfully dry underfoot. Erin let herself drip for a while as she stared around the entrance. 
 
    It wasn’t hard to enter the Hive of the Free Antinium. Just go down a few steps into the darkness and you were in a tunnel. Now, Erin had never actually gone into the Hive by herself, but she had gotten permission from Klbkch to enter a week ago for story time with the Antinium. So she could enter. Right? 
 
    There didn’t seem to be any guards, just a long tunnel sloping downwards. It was large enough for eight Erins to walk abreast and made Erin feel small as she marched into the Hive. 
 
    “Just gonna see a few friends. Nothing wrong about that, right? No one mind me, just a Human coming in out of the rain. Just gonna—” 
 
    Erin got five steps when her [Dangersense] went off like a siren in her head. She froze as the empty tunnel suddenly filled. Sixteen Soldiers stepped out of hidden alcoves, fists raised, bodies tense and lowered, ready to charge. The young woman froze, eyes wide, staring at the Soldiers on every side. 
 
    “Uh oh. Um. Hi?” 
 
    The Soldiers said nothing. These weren’t the Painted Soldiers that Pawn led but regular Soldiers. On guard duty. Erin was afraid to breathe, seeing the Soldiers clenching their fists, imagining what would happen if one of them punched her. She squeaked, trying to both speak fast and not do anything as provocative as breathing. 
 
    “I’m, uh, Erin! Erin Solstice! I have permission from your boss to be here! Klbkch? He said it was alright! Okay, he said I could enter this one time and so I thought I could do it again. I didn’t mean to intrude. I’ll totally leave if you’re all, uh, busy.” 
 
    The Soldiers made no move. One of them, the one in front of Erin, hesitated just a fraction. He stepped closer to her, and she shrank as she stared up at him. He had very long mandibles, perfect for tearing flesh. Not that she thought of the Antinium like that! They were people too, just like Goblins! 
 
    And people killed people quite often. The Soldier studied Erin, fists still raised. She tried to smile up at him. 
 
    “No, this is a bad time? Okay then, I don’t want to bother you. I can see when I’m getting in the way, so I’ll just…” 
 
    She was about to edge away when the Soldier suddenly nodded and turned away abruptly. He didn’t signal, but the other Soldiers instantly lowered their fists and stepped back towards their alcoves. Erin stared at the Soldier as he walked away from her, no longer paying any attention to her whatsoever. 
 
    She had the distinct impression he’d just recognized her as Erin Solstice, not some random Human who’d wandered down here by accident. She wondered what would have happened if he’d decided she was someone else, and resolved never to enter the Hive without Pawn, Klbkch, or another Antinium with her. 
 
    But now she was in the Hive, it was too late to go back. Or, at least, so Erin told herself as she walked down the wide tunnel into the darkness. She’d been here once, after all! She’d just find one of the Workers she knew, have a quick word, and be off. She could have sent Bird, of course, but she was worried he might miscommunicate. He was a silly Worker sometimes. And how hard could it be? It wasn’t like— 
 
    Whatever ironic thought Erin was about to have was cut off as she entered into the Hive’s main corridors. The tunnel around Erin turned abruptly and there they were. Antinium. Hundreds of them, marching down a huge tunnel, turning into side passages that sloped upwards or downwards, huge currents of Workers and Soldiers moving in every direction. 
 
    The Antinium had no railing to divide the flow of traffic, but the brown-black shapes moved smoothly and without pause, following an invisible line such that the Antinium were able to all move through the massive corridor at once, not having to pause or wait in line at all. They moved in complete silence, so that the only sound in the massive room was the shuffling of feet. 
 
    It was hypnotic, terrifying, and completely alien. Erin stared for one entire second and then sneezed. It was unintentional. The noise cut through the room like a gunshot. 
 
    The Antinium stopped as one. Every head in the vast corridor turned to Erin immediately. She froze and then raised a hand. The Antinium stared at her in complete silence. The [Innkeeper] gulped and then put on her best smile. 
 
    “Hey.” 
 
    The Workers and Soldiers stared at her. Erin waved weakly. Her voice quavered a bit. 
 
    “Uh, sorry to intrude. I’m just, uh—I, uh—do any of you know where, um, Pawn is? Anand? Belgrade? Klbkch?” 
 
    The Antinium stared at her. Erin hesitated. Then as one they turned and pointed. Erin stared at the tunnel they’d indicated and saw the Workers nearest to her make way. 
 
    “Oh? Am I supposed to—” 
 
    They stared at her. Erin gingerly edged forwards and walked through the gap the Workers had created. The Antinium watched her go, silent, staring at the Human in their tunnels. Vibrant, colorful, alive. They heard her voice as she navigated down the tunnels, echoing back at them. 
 
    “Sorry, sorry. Oops—this way, right? Thank you. Okay, I’m going—wow, it’s dark in here. Sorry, I know you’re probably in a hurry, right? I don’t want to get in the way, you can keep walking or doing whatever you—oh boy, Klbkch is going to be so mad at me.” 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    “So, uh, hi.” 
 
    Erin stood in front of Anand and Belgrade. They’d met her in one of the tunnels; well, practically ran her over, in point of fact. They’d swiftly escorted her into a side room, mainly to end the Hive-wide traffic jam. Now they sat around a small table with a chess board on top of it. 
 
    This was Anand and Belgrade’s personal strategy room. It had some maps of the Hive, a real chess board, one of Erin’s improvised Go boards, and some pieces of parchment and a quill and ink. Erin stared around the small room, seeing the spot where Belgrade had hurriedly rolled up all the maps of the Hive and stuffed them away. Military secrets, she supposed. She glanced at the Workers again. They hadn’t responded to her greeting. 
 
    “It’s not like I meant to cause a holdup. I kept telling the other Antinium to keep going without me. And I, uh, thought I could just sort of wander about and find one of you guys. You know, casually?” 
 
    She peered hopefully at them. Belgrade and Anand shared a look. Belgrade was the first to speak. 
 
    “You are lucky you were not killed within seconds of entering the Hive.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Erin stared at Belgrade. 
 
    “But I wasn’t. I thought I had permission.” 
 
    The Worker nodded slowly. 
 
    “Yes. But your exact description was not passed to the Soldiers on duty. It is extremely fortunate they either recognized you from previous encounters, or believed your self-identification.” 
 
    “Ah. Well, that’s good. I, uh—killed?” 
 
    Belgrade nodded. Erin gulped. 
 
    “Okay, well, I’m not doing that again. I thought—did you guys know I was looking for you?” 
 
    Anand shook his head. 
 
    “We were investigating the disturbance. When you entered the Hive, all flows of traffic halted, which immediately warranted our attention. I have never seen the Hive simply—stop like that before.” 
 
    Erin winced. She fiddled with a bishop on the chess board. Anand stared at her for another beat and then seemed to become more alert. 
 
    “This incident was surprising, to say the least, but minor. Miss Erin, I believe your intrusion has resulted in the best results possible, especially given all the outcomes. The Hive was not unduly affected by your presence, and I must believe it is warranted by some need. How can Belgrade and I help you? Or is it Pawn or Revalantor Klbkch you seek?” 
 
    He waited expectantly. By his side, Belgrade folded his hands—all four of them. Erin looked relieved and pondered how best to start. 
 
    “Alright, okay. To begin with…did you know it’s raining?” 
 
    The two Workers exchanged a glance. Anand shook his head. 
 
    “We did not, Miss Erin.” 
 
    “Oh. Well, it is. Just thought you should know. You see, Zevara—you know, the angry Drake Watch Captain lady? She said it’s the beginning of the rainy season in Liscor, and I thought—” 
 
    Erin got no further because, at her words, Belgrade suddenly tensed up. His mandibles opened, and he shuddered. 
 
    “Rainy season? It has begun already? Oh no. Oh no.” 
 
    Belgrade’s arms folded around himself. He began to rock back and forth in his seat. Two of his arms gripped the table, and he started repeating the words anxiously. 
 
    “Oh no. Oh no. Oh no. Oh no—” 
 
    “Belgrade?” 
 
    Erin looked at him, alarmed. Anand put a hand on Belgrade’s shoulders, and the Worker stopped rocking, although he kept repeating the same words. Anand was apologetic as he clicked his mandibles together gently. 
 
    “You will have to forgive Belgrade, Miss Erin. He does not do well during this time of the year. He nearly drowned, two years ago.” 
 
    “Oh. I’m so sorry, Belgrade. That’s terrib—wait, how can you drown underground?” 
 
    “The water, the rushing water. The walls breaking, the water—” 
 
    Belgrade shivered. Anand raised one hand as the other three patted his friend on the shoulder. He pointed to the dirt walls of the Hive around them. 
 
    “This season is problematic for the Antinium, Miss Erin. We do our best to ensure the integrity of the Hive, but accidents happen. Water can burst through the tunnels, and it is particularly dangerous to us when it does, given our inability to swim. Belgrade only survived by holding his breath until the water could be drained from the tunnel he was trapped in.” 
 
    “That makes sense. But all that water comes from above? It’s just rain. There’s not that much water. Unless the rivers overflow?” 
 
    Erin stared blankly at the two Workers. They exchanged a look. 
 
    “I believe your knowledge of what occurs during this part of the year is…incomplete, Miss Erin. I would elaborate, but I fear that I do not know what occurs aboveground during this period of time. The Antinium do not go above the surface in the first two months of spring.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “The water.” 
 
    Belgrade whispered the words. Erin stared at him, leaned back in her seat, and shook her head. 
 
    “Okay, I think I’ll have to ask Klbkch about this. Or Selys. I’m going to see her next.” 
 
    Anand nodded. 
 
    “That would be wise. They no doubt have a more coherent explanation than we. But did you need to see us specifically, Miss Erin? Revalantor Klbkch will doubtless be busy with his duties.” 
 
    Erin paused. Why was she down here again? 
 
    “Oh, right. I have a proposition for you two. Look, my inn’s in a tight place but I have this idea, see—” 
 
    She explained briefly to Anand and Belgrade. Both Workers nodded, intrigued by her idea. Belgrade stopped rocking long enough to give his opinion. 
 
    “We can do this for a few more days. At least before the water rises. Tonight we will come.” 
 
    “Good!” 
 
    Erin smiled, relieved. She got up, and the two Workers did likewise. 
 
    “I’d love to play a few games, but I have to see Selys next. You said Klbkch is busy, right? Well, I’ll ask Selys about this rain thing.” 
 
    “Good. We shall escort you to the surface to reduce delays.” 
 
    Anand and Belgrade got up. The Workers flanked Erin as she exited the tunnels. Anand shook his head. 
 
    “I do apologize that we could not inform you of the events surrounding the rainfall, Miss Erin. But most Antinium understand little of the world around us. Belgrade and I are privy to some of the Hive’s knowledge, but…” 
 
    Erin smiled at him as they walked. This time the Workers and Soldiers kept moving, although she sensed them peeking at her. 
 
    “No problem, Anand. I totally get it. Your experience is different than mine. But Liscor changes a lot this month, huh?” 
 
    The Worker nodded. 
 
    “Indeed. Travel is almost virtually eliminated, the city stockpiles what resources it has, the price of food goes up, the price of wood rises—and of course the Antinium earn a small income as we help construct some of the maritime industry’s fishing craft. We could sell you a boat quite cheaply, I think.” 
 
    “Really? Cool! I always wanted a—wait, what did you say?” 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    Water. It was such a simple thing. A necessity to survive, and yet, for some, the idea of water was terrifying. The Antinium could not swim. It was one of their critical weaknesses, and, as such, the Hive of the Free Antinium was filled with activity as the rain fell on the ground above. 
 
    Klbkch, Revalantor of the Free Antinium, strode through the tunnels of his Hive, teams of Workers following him by the hundreds. He walked through each tunnel, Workers breaking off to check each part of the walls, tapping and listening to make sure that there were no faults or other weaknesses a thousand tonnes of water might exploit. Any cracks were repaired, any suspect tunnels sealed off. There were many, many drainage tunnels within the Hive, designed to carry off water should it flood, but if it came to that, Antinium would die. 
 
    And Klbkch found himself caring more about the loss of a Worker or Soldier’s life than he had in the past. Perhaps it was because some of them were Individual and thus a precious resource that could not be so easily reacquired. Or perhaps it was the shorter Worker following behind him, anxiously watching as Klbkch directed flows of Workers. 
 
    “That tunnel is faulty. Seal it off completely. Fill it with dirt and pack it—I will return later to inspect the area. Forty Workers will go to inspect the dungeon entrances with the others. We must not allow those areas to flood.” 
 
    Workers moved as ordered. Pawn moved to one side as they marched past him. He stared at Klbkch as the Revalantor looked around the tunnel. 
 
    “Revalantor, how can my Painted Antinium assist with this process?” 
 
    Klbkch paused. He had to think of the Painted Antinium and Pawn as a separate force within the Hive. One that needed orders, that could not simply be ordered to wait indefinitely. He nodded to Pawn after a moment’s delay. 
 
    “Take the Soldiers not wounded or on combat rotation and assist with filling in the tunnels I have specified. If you finish with that task, report to Anand or Belgrade. They will take over the inspection of the Hive while I return to my duties in Liscor.” 
 
    The Revalantor clicked his mandibles impatiently. He had no watch, but his internal clock was flawless. 
 
    “I have Watch duty in fifteen minutes. Anand and Belgrade have my permission to act with all the authority required to reinforce the Hive. If they have doubts, I will return tonight to inspect the Hive once more.” 
 
    “I will tell them that, Revalantor.” 
 
    Klbkch nodded and strode through the tunnels, towards the surface. It was a relief to have Anand and Belgrade in the Hive. He hadn’t realized it, but having the two [Tacticians] present meant he could delegate much of the responsibility that usually fell to him or his Queen. And she had kept to her quarters recently, working on some private project, leaving the Hive entirely to him. It felt harder, some years. He hadn’t expected the rain to come so soon, but he should have predicted it… 
 
    Was he getting old? Was this the degradation that came with age that Xrn had told him about? Dementia did not affect the Antinium, but perhaps Klbkch, who had lived and been reborn countless times, was an exception. Maybe he was getting old, because sometimes he felt tired… 
 
    Klbkch sighed as he strode out of the Hive and marched down the streets. He moved quickly as the rain pelted him, nodding to Drakes and Gnolls on the streets. Within five minutes, he was at the Watch barracks and putting on his [Guardsman]’s armor. He was ready for duty within two minutes and marching out the door after having signed the roster sheets in the next minute. 
 
    Yes, he was getting old. But there was hope. Klbkch clung to that thought. There was hope. He just had to hang on a little bit longer. And then the world would change. The Grand Queen would change it, or Xrn, or perhaps… 
 
    Klbkch’s eyes caught a young woman he recognized hurrying down the street. She’d just come out of a tunnel in the ground. He stared. Had Erin been in the Hive? No, surely she had just been…he watched her go, his mind blanking for a second. His mandibles opened unconsciously as he stood in the rain, going about his duties as a member of Liscor’s City Watch. They were surprisingly similar to his duties as Revalantor. Klbkch whispered the word into the rain. 
 
    “Perhaps.” 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    “What was that, Klbkch?” 
 
    Watch Captain Zevara turned. The Antinium [Guardsman] shook his head as she stomped down the street, the City Watch spread out along the walls. 
 
    “Nothing, Captain! My apologies.” 
 
    “Don’t! You’re the only damn guardsman I have who turns up on time, even in the wet!” 
 
    Zevara shouted back at Klbkch. She strode down the road leading around the walls of Liscor, shouting at the [Guardsmen] she passed. 
 
    “Check for cracks, fractures, or anything out of place! I want all four walls checked by the end of today! Inside, outside—hurry up and I’ll buy you all a round at Furry Wing’s tonight!” 
 
    The wet Gnolls and Drakes in uniform cheered as Zevara passed. The Furry Wing tavern was a popular one for the City Watch because it served drinks in huge mugs. Zevara grinned, but then added a snap to her voice. 
 
    “But don’t miss a spot! I’ll be going over parts of the wall myself, and if I find any spots you’ve missed, you’ll all be drinking water tonight!” 
 
    She heard a good-natured shout from her guards and nodded to Klbkch. The Senior Guardsman took a section of wall in front of him, and Zevara turned away. She knew he could be trusted to check every inch of Liscor’s walls. The Antinium understood the dangers of the rainy season more than most. It was amazing they’d wanted to put a Hive here, knowing what happened…but they were vigilant, and that was everything. 
 
    The other Drakes and Gnolls were too complacent. Zevara strode down the walls, repeating her message. She had to push them. They thought that just because Liscor’s walls were enchanted, they would hold. Zevara knew that enchantments could fray and develop weaknesses, just like stone. So she checked and double-checked the walls for any fracture, any weak spots where water might slip through. 
 
    “Hey Captain!” 
 
    A cheerful voice interrupted Zevara as she went on a circuit of the walls from the outside. Zevara rolled her eyes and turned. 
 
    “What is it, Relc?” 
 
    The huge Drake [Guardsman] grinned, ignoring the rain which made the other guards cover their bodies more securely with their cloaks. He grinned and pointed to his section of the wall. 
 
    “I found a broken part of the wall! Look!” 
 
    He indicated a micro fracture at the base of the wall. Zevara eyed it and nodded. 
 
    “Good work, Relc. We’ll have a [Mason] take a look at it.” 
 
    She turned away, wishing she were indoors with a good stiff drink in her claws. She’d settle for a drink in Erin Solstice’s inn. She had some good ales, and her food was excellent, even if weird things happened far too often over there. But before Zevara could continue her patrol, she heard Relc call out again. 
 
    “Hey Captain, I found another one!” 
 
    Reluctantly she turned back and looked. There was another tiny fracture at head height. Zevara sighed. 
 
    “…Good work, Relc.” 
 
    Relc grinned at her, tail wagging like a dog’s. He cupped a claw to one earhole. 
 
    “What’s that, Captain? I think I must have missed that. Lots of rain!” 
 
    “I said, good work, Relc.” 
 
    Zevara gritted her teeth. Relc pretended not to hear. 
 
    “What? Sorry, I must have gotten water in my earhole! One more time?” 
 
    The Watch Captain eyed Relc murderously, hating every inch of the wide grin on his face. She turned around, and her tail slapped Relc across the face. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Good work, Relc. Now get back to checking the damn wall!” 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    Water. It changed many things about Liscor, but one thing, at least, was the same. The Adventurer’s Guild was busy as always as adventurers stood in lines, arguing, picking fights, talking about the dungeon, and grumbling about the rain. From her desk, Selys Shivertail grinned balefully at the adventurers who’d never been to Liscor before. They thought this was bad? Just wait until they had been here a week. Then they’d realize what a spring in Liscor meant. Rain was only the start of what would come next. 
 
    There was a reason why armies didn’t bother sieging Liscor. In the winter, they froze their tails off. In the summer and fall, well, they had a good window, but that also meant Drake armies could march north and break the siege whenever they pleased. And in the spring— 
 
    She was already worrying about the dungeon. What if it flooded? What would happen in the spring? Would the adventurers not be able to access it? She didn’t know if she could handle a bunch of angry cooped-up adventurers for two months. 
 
    Then again, she didn’t know if she could handle them now. Selys sighed, relieved to have a break for a moment. She eyed the dripping young woman in front of her and silently passed one of the towels behind the desk to her. 
 
    “Here.” 
 
    “Thanks!” 
 
    Erin wiped her face off but didn’t bother with the rest of her body. She’d have to go out in the rain soon enough, and she’d given up on her stupid cloak that kept tangling around her feet. Selys eyed her. 
 
    “Had fun outside?” 
 
    “Oh, tons! It’s raining, you know? Really hard!” 
 
    Selys gave Erin a look. It simultaneously invited more obvious information and promised an equal or greater amount of ridicule. She gestured out the window of the Adventurer’s Guild where it was pouring. 
 
    “No, really? I hadn’t noticed.” 
 
    “Hey, I was in the Antinium Hive and that was big news!” 
 
    Erin made a face at Selys. The Drake sighed. 
 
    “The Ants—I mean, the Antinium live underground, Erin. I can look out a window. Sorry, I don’t mean to snap, but I’ve been busy telling adventurers all day why going outside is a bad idea. Sure, you think you’re hunting Shield Spiders or slimes or something, but that’s when a Hollowstone Deceiver sneaks up on you. They’re silent in the rain, and they hunt aggressively during this season. You should watch out too.” 
 
    “What, Rock Crabs? Jeez! I’d better keep an eye out. I don’t have any more seed cores, so I guess I’ll have to find another way to scare them off! Thanks for the warning.” 
 
    Erin toweled her hair and handed it back. She stared at Selys as she held the towel with one claw and looked around for a place to put it. 
 
    “So look, Selys, about what I was saying—” 
 
    Selys sighed. Why was she friends with Erin again? Oh, right. She had a good heart. But she could be incredibly, incredibly strange sometimes. And what she’d asked Selys to do? That was madness. 
 
    “I heard you. I think you’re insane, but I can do the paperwork. It will never work, mind you. My grandmother—” 
 
    “Just try?” 
 
    Erin stared pleadingly at her friend. Selys raised her claws. 
 
    “Okay, I will. It’s not going to work, but I will.” 
 
    “Thanks! I know you’re busy—you should come to the inn more often! It’s been ages since we last hung out!” 
 
    The young woman beamed at Selys. The Drake nodded. 
 
    “I’d like that. I’d like to see Mrsha and chat—but you know how it is. Adventurers keep coming to Liscor and we’re understaffed and in the rain…” 
 
    She flicked her tail at the adventurers milling about the Guild. Erin nodded sympathetically. 
 
    “Yeah, I hear you. I wish they’d come to my inn, but I guess that’s not going to happen with the—” 
 
    She mimed saying the word ‘Goblins’ silently. Selys nodded. She’d already had to tell a number of adventurers that the Hobs in Erin’s inn weren’t threats and that they would receive no bounties on their heads. 
 
    “If you think it’s bad now, just wait a week. I’m afraid you’ll get no business from Liscor until the rains stop. Well, maybe some people will come, but I really wouldn’t count on it. I hope you have coin saved.” 
 
    “Uh—” 
 
    Selys sighed at Erin’s chagrin. 
 
    “Well, at least you have the door to Celum. I envy you, actually. I’d love to be able to pop over to Celum anytime I wanted. I feel like a prisoner during the spring, you know?” 
 
    “No…say, Selys, what does happen during the spring?” 
 
    The Drake paused, leaning on her desk. She stared at Erin, searching the young woman’s face for any signs of humor. 
 
    “Erin, tell me you’re joking. You’ve never, ever heard of what happens to Liscor in the spring?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “No one’s mentioned it to you. Not once?” 
 
    “Not that I can recall.” 
 
    “We’re famous for this! Every year—oh, you haven’t been here that long. Huh. It feels like longer.” 
 
    Selys shook her head, amazed at how time seemed to fly and simultaneously drag out. She felt like she’d known Erin for years, but it had only been half a year at most. She sighed. Erin looked around curiously. It was still pouring. 
 
    “Anand and Belgrade told me there’s a lot of water and…drowning? Or is that just underground? They said you could explain. If it’s a long story I can come back later—I have to be in Celum now so—” 
 
    “I can give you the short version.” 
 
    Selys smiled as she took a seat on her high stool behind her counter. She liked Erin, she really did, but she was going to enjoy Erin’s reaction more. The [Innkeeper] looked curiously at her. 
 
    “Okay, what’s the short version?” 
 
    “In Liscor, it starts raining hard each year after winter. For about two months it’s non-stop rainfall, and the city’s practically closed off during that time. When the summer begins it all dries out, but…think of it like this, Erin. We’re caught between the High Passes on either side. There’s an entrance to the north, and an entrance to the south, but Liscor is one big bowl. The only high elevation are the hills, which Liscor and your inn and a few villages sit on top of. And it rains a lot. What do you think happens?” 
 
    The Drake waited. Erin looked blank. 
 
    “Bowl, rain, lots of mountains and valleys. Wait, you don’t mean—” 
 
    Her eyes widened. Selys grinned. She leaned over the counter and raised her voice so the adventurers behind Erin could hear. 
 
    “That’s right. It floods.” 
 
    Erin stared. She gave Selys the blankest, most surprised look that the Drake had ever seen. Then she looked out the window at the pouring rain. She stared at Selys, at the rain, and then grinned. 
 
    “Hey, good one Selys! I nearly bought that for a second!” 
 
    The Drake stared at her. Erin stared back, her smile faltering. Selys sighed and slowly covered her face. Erin’s eyes widened. 
 
    “Wait, you’re serious?” 

  

 
   
    5.04 
 
      
 
    The Floodplains of Liscor. So named because of the valley that had been formed between the High Passes, one of the two routes between northern Izril and southern Izril. At least, for most of the year. For two months out of the twelve, the floodplains would fill up with water as the spring rains poured down. All but the highest hills would be engulfed in water until the rains stopped and the water drained. It was an annual process, a well-known feature of Liscor. 
 
    “I had no idea. I mean, I know they’re called the Floodplains, but I guess I just assumed it was a weird name. I didn’t know that this happened, you know?” 
 
    Erin was still in a state of shock. She stared hopefully at the young woman across the counter. Octavia looked up as she painstakingly made a bunch of matches. She was leaning over a bowl filled with red liquid, dipping wooden sticks into the bowl and attaching the wet matches to a small device she was rotating with her other hand. 
 
    “I knew that. Even I know what happens in Liscor.” 
 
    “Even you?” 
 
    Erin stared in shock at Octavia. The dark-skinned Stitch-Girl shrugged. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s common knowledge. It rains in Liscor, and trade ceases for two months out of the year. Big deal. So what?” 
 
    Erin was speechless. It seemed like a big deal to her, but then, Octavia had lived here her entire life. 
 
    “You don’t think that’s cool or weird or—I dunno, special?” 
 
    “Eh, it’s water, Erin. I never planned on going to Liscor in my life. Maybe past it, but—look, would you move back? This mixture is flammable, and I don’t feel safe with you hovering about.” 
 
    The [Alchemist] shooed Erin back a step or two as she continued dipping the set of match sticks into the bowl. Erin watched, keeping a respectful distance, although she resented the implication that she could make the matches catch fire by breathing on them. For a few minutes she just watched Octavia make matches. 
 
    It was a fascinating process. Octavia had created a red liquid she was dipping a series of uniform sticks into. This was the liquid form of the match heads, and the [Alchemist] had to rotate the matches to prevent the matches from dripping. She’d managed to create a turnable ‘wheel’ of sorts that she used to dry the match heads, but as she’d explained to Erin, it was an involved process. 
 
    “I’m trying to figure out how to air-dry them without the match heads dripping. That way I’ll be able to triple my output if I don’t have to manage them. I can get up to fifty boxes done each day if I work at it with my other projects, but I’d like to be able to do up to three hundred without any effort eventually.” 
 
    “Wow. That’s a lot of work.” 
 
    Erin stared at the neat little wooden boxes that Octavia had filled with the matches. She’d wrapped each bundle of matches in wax paper to avoid the heads rubbing against each other or the box and igniting. Octavia nodded proudly, showing Erin a line of boxes ready to be sold. 
 
    “I’m making money hand over stitch thanks to these things! True, anyone with a fire spell can light something, but how many people don’t know fire magic? And this is so much easier to carry about than a flint and steel—and a lot more fun, too! I’ve got [Traders] and [Merchants] asking how many I can make.” 
 
    She paused and pursed her lips. 
 
    “A lot of [Alchemists] want to know my recipe as well. I’ve tried to make sure they can’t get their hands on my formula, but it’s only a matter of time before someone figures out my secrets! I want to flood the market before that. And of course I have a lot of potions I’m making with all the gold! Take a look at this!” 
 
    She showed Erin a crate of bottles, each one labeled and filled to the brim with glowing or sparkling liquids. Erin whistled. 
 
    “Ooh. That’s so cool.” 
 
    “And don’t touch! Some of those are dangerous!” 
 
    Octavia slapped Erin’s hand away. She protectively edged in front of Erin, guarding her precious wares. It wasn’t often that Erin hung out in Octavia’s shop these days, but the [Alchemist] clearly didn’t trust her any more than she had when Erin was experimenting with her magical cooking. 
 
    “I have to deliver this to that scary Gnoll [Shopkeeper] of yours, and I don’t want my first delivery to be delayed! Thanks for telling me about the rain, though. I’ll have to cover my matches so they don’t get wet.” 
 
    Erin blinked at the crate and the bag that Octavia was busy stuffing her wares into. 
 
    “Wait, are you going to Liscor? You never leave your shop!” 
 
    The Stitch-Girl snorted. 
 
    “I leave sometimes. For food and ingredients and…stuff. And I’m not going into Liscor, what, do you think I’m crazy? I’m not ducking those giant Crab Rocks or whatever you call them. No, I’ll leave my potions and matches in your inn. That Gnoll lady said she’ll send a Street Runner to pick them up. Just show them where it is, okay? And no touching!” 
 
    She waved a match stick at Erin. The [Innkeeper] frowned as she studied Octavia. 
 
    “Wait, so you’re going to bring your goods to Liscor through my inn.” 
 
    Octavia didn’t look up as she dipped more matches. 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “And you’re going to sell them through Krshia, who I introduced you to.” 
 
    “Yep. She gets a cut and I get a cut. Apparently Liscor imports most of its potions from Pallass. Hah! I can beat the [Alchemists] with my prices since I don’t have to ship them a few hundred miles! Plus, my matches haven’t been seen in Liscor yet. Even with that damned Gnoll’s cut, I bet I’ll turn more of a profit this week!” 
 
    “Uh huh. And the matches were my idea. Mine and Ryoka’s, since she told you how they were made.” 
 
    “Well yeah, but I had to figure out the exact formula. Phosphorus? Heh, that’s not nearly as combustive as powdered Corusdeer Horns and some Fire Beetle shells…” 
 
    Octavia smiled to herself as she plucked a dried match from her drying wheel and poked at the head. Satisfied, she transferred it to a box of completed matches. Erin nodded, watching the [Alchemist] work. Then she dropped her bomb. 
 
    “Shouldn’t I get paid for all this then?” 
 
    The Stitch-Girl dropped one of the matches into her bowl. Cursing, she grabbed at it, tossed it into a bin at her feet, and then gave Erin the fish-eye. Erin smiled sweetly as she leaned over Octavia’s counter. The [Alchemist] stared at her and then gave her a big and not-entirely-genuine smile. 
 
    “Erin, Erin, we’re friends, aren’t we?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    The [Alchemist] sidled up to Erin, putting her arm around Erin’s shoulder. She squeezed tightly, smiling like a used car salesman selling her most corroded piece of junk. 
 
    “Of course we are! You and me, we go way back. We’re practically sisters! Well, I think of you that way. You’re an [Innkeeper], I’m an [Alchemist]—but we do the same things! Remember when you made all those magical dishes in my shop? Great times! And remember how I was encouraging you the entire time?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Erin, it’s all in the past now. I know we had our differences, but I am so grateful—did I mention how grateful I am?—so grateful that you are helping me grow my business. And I know it’s a small imposition that you let me work through your magical door—which I’ve installed in my shop by the way, just because you asked. I still haven’t fixed my front wall, you know. It gets drafty at night…” 
 
    “I paid for that.” 
 
    “And so you did! But Erin, business is one thing, and I’m a small-time [Alchemist]—I hardly have my head above water most days. Hah, water, it’s a heck of a thing isn’t it? Imagine Liscor flooding all the time? Well, I’m sure you see my predicament, but I want you to know that I care, and so I can give you, uh, these potions as a sign of friendship.” 
 
    Octavia eyed her shelves and grabbed a few bottles. She pushed them into Erin’s hands. 
 
    “I insist, a token of our friendship!” 
 
    She was smiling desperately, and a slight sheen of sweat covered her forehead. Erin, smiling as well, looked at the bottles. 
 
    “As much as I’d like a stamina potion, hair-regrowth tonic, and…ooh, one of Ryoka’s stink potions, I think I want an actual deal, Octavia.” 
 
    “Okay? Okay…we can deal.” 
 
    Octavia looked wary, but she immediately grabbed a seat and dusted it off for Erin. She gave the young woman another big smile. 
 
    “What were you thinking? A monthly convenience fee? How about we talk about it over dinner? My treat? We could go for a, uh, a deal where I give you six—no, twelve match boxes each week? And a potion?” 
 
    Erin declined to sit. Instead, she loomed—just a tiny bit—and gave Octavia one of the scary grins she’d seen Ryoka give other people. 
 
    “That’s one idea. But how about this? A non-negotiable surcharge on every match box made and a copyright fee as well as a fee for using my door and a finder’s charge for introducing you to Krshia and storing your goods in my inn, which also adds a protection fee, a delivery fee, a storage fee, and city taxes, since Liscor is importing the goods from Celum.” 
 
    Erin was no businessperson, and she had no idea what she’d actually said, just that it sounded complicated and expensive. Anyways, it didn’t matter. Erin could say something entirely stupid so long as she delivered her lines with the right attitude. And the result was impressive; Octavia went dead white. She gaped at Erin for a moment and began speaking rapidly. 
 
    “Look, Erin, let’s not be hasty! I mean, you’re a businesswoman and I—we don’t have to do this! We’re friends! Why, I’m sure we can strike a deal that’s not this harsh! Did I insult you with the potions? Let me take them back! Forgotten! Let’s try again, and why don’t I buy you a drink and dinner? Five drinks? Come on Erin, don’t throw me under the wagon, have a heart—” 
 
    She looked so desperate that Erin couldn’t help but laugh. She spread her arms as Octavia stared at her. 
 
    “Kidding! I’m not that much of a jerk.” 
 
    The [Alchemist] sagged against her counter, weak-kneed with relief. 
 
    “Dead gods, Erin, don’t do that! Do you know how worried I was?” 
 
    “Well, now you know how I feel every time you try to con me. Besides, I have a point, which is why you got nervous.” 
 
    Erin smiled triumphantly. Octavia grumbled and kicked at an empty bottle lying on the floor. It sailed across the shop and shattered loudly. The [Alchemist] winced. 
 
    “Okay, point. I guess I owe you something. But Erin, this is my livelihood!” 
 
    “Which is doing better thanks to me. I’m not asking for much, Octavia. And remember, I’ve got all kinds of cool ideas. But my inn needs money since I have Goblins in it and apparently that’s a bad thing. We can deal, but equally, okay?” 
 
    Octavia sighed. 
 
    “Goblins. I forgot about them. No wonder no one’s asked to go to your inn for a week now. I did wonder, but they must have slipped my mind. Fine, we can talk gold.” 
 
    “I don’t need much. And I won’t charge you for doing business, but some money for my ideas each week would be nice. Say two coppers for every gold coin?” 
 
    Erin saw Octavia brighten and waggled a finger. 
 
    “But I do want some matches for myself! For free, Octavia. I’ll give you new ideas, too. That’s worth all the gold you can bargain for. When you finally figure out that penicillin stuff, you’ll be really rich, trust me!” 
 
    “That will take a while. Those molds are hard to figure out. And Erin, some of your ideas are good, but there is no way I can make an anti-gravity potion because you thought it would be ‘cool’. I need ideas that are real, not imaginary.” 
 
    Octavia grumbled as she went behind her counter. For all she moaned about coin, she was surprisingly good-natured, and Erin pocketed a handful of gold and silver coins and came away with several matchboxes and two potions. She let the [Alchemist] complain about unfair business practices as she lugged her crate of potions and matches into her inn and then opened the door to Octavia’s shop. 
 
    “I’m going into the city, Octavia! Don’t be scared if you see Goblins, and tell Lyonette to keep Mrsha away from your stuff!” 
 
    “Wait, they’re wandering about? Where are—aaah!” 
 
    The Stitch-Girl spotted one of the Redfang Goblins heading down the stairs and ran screaming for the doorway. Erin shook her head as Rabbiteater stared at Octavia brandishing a potion at him. It would be fine—Lyonette could sort it out, Erin was sure. Probably. 
 
    She turned and strode out the doorway, confident that Octavia would either bargain for her life or start selling matches to Goblins. Octavia was all very well, but a deal with her was small potatoes compared to what Erin had in mind. The [Innkeeper] walked through Celum, staring at the Humans walking past her. 
 
    “It’s not raining! Huh, I guess the storm’s only around Liscor.” 
 
    It really was amazing. If Erin turned her head, she could see dark clouds on the horizon to the south, right where Liscor was. But she’d come a hundred miles north to Celum in a single bound. And she could go to Pallass, which was four hundred miles south of here, from her inn! The possibilities of her door were endless. As were the dangers. But that wasn’t what mattered now. What mattered was… 
 
    “Goblins.” 
 
    Erin sighed as she walked down the street. Several of the people around her gave her strange looks. Celum had heard about Erin’s Hobgoblin population, and they had likewise boycotted her inn. Erin hadn’t cared about that as much as Liscor, but now she did. Her Goblins were a problem? Well, they’d be an even bigger problem after this! She was nearly at the Runner’s Guild when she heard a voice shouting angrily behind her. 
 
    “Turn, hellhound, turn!” 
 
    The voice was male, authoritative, and echoed down the street. Erin whirled around, grinning. She saw a man dressed in bright clothing pointing at her as all the pedestrians on the street turned to see who had shouted. 
 
    The man lowered his hand and strode down the street towards her, a broad smile set on his face. Wesle had changed markedly since Erin had first met him. Where he had once been a competent, if slightly resigned, low-level [Guardsman] in service to Celum, he was now a confident [Actor]. He now led the troupe of actors in Celum, the first of their kind, with his leading co-star, Jasi. 
 
    “Wesle! Just the guy I was looking for!” 
 
    Erin walked over and hugged Wesle. He smiled down at her, and his voice was deeper and more resonant than she remembered when he replied. 
 
    “It seems I have impeccable timing, then! I was just walking down the street for a bite to eat when I saw you leaving Miss Octavia’s shop! What brings you into Celum? And do you have time to talk with a humble [Actor] such as myself?” 
 
    “Of course! You’re one of the reasons why I’m here! I want your help, and I have a cool offer for you and Jasi and all the other [Actors]—I was going to the Runner’s Guild first, but now that I think of it, you’re better. Let’s get to one side and chat, okay?” 
 
    They were in the middle of the street, and Erin was wary of rogue wagons, especially after what had happened to Ryoka on these same streets months ago. Wesle stroked at his clean-shaved lips and chin. 
 
    “We can certainly do that, but it, ah, might be better to step inside somewhere. I think we’ll attract a crowd if we linger outside.” 
 
    “Oh? Why’s that?” 
 
    Erin turned and saw to her amazement that a crowd of onlookers had already gathered around Wesle. She saw a young woman push forwards, a [Baker] or a baker’s apprentice by the looks of her. She had eyes only for Wesle. 
 
    “Mister Salkis, I’m such a huge fan. I know you must be busy, but could you possibly spare the time to…?” 
 
    She blushed and pushed back her sleeve. Wesle gave Erin an apologetic glance and then gave her and the crowd a huge smile. 
 
    “Of course! What is your name, mistress?” 
 
    “Colina, sir.” 
 
    The young woman blushed again. Wesle pulled something out of his pocket with a flourish, and Erin blinked as she saw a piece of black chalk or—was it charcoal? The tip looked almost wet as Wesle unwrapped it from some waxy paper. He gently pressed it to the young [Baker]’s arm, and to Erin’s astonishment, began to sign his name! 
 
    “Well then, Miss Colina, I am delighted to meet you. What play do you enjoy the most, pray tell?” 
 
    “Oh, Hamlet, sir! When I saw you on stage, calling your uncle a false [King], well, I—it was incredible. And that line you delivered just now! I know Sir Macduff always performs it and it’s Mister Pralcem who plays the part, but I would so love to see you play his role as well!” 
 
    “An intriguing idea! Perhaps we’ll mix up the roles next time. Thank you for your support, Miss Colina.” 
 
    Wesle smiled, and the young woman nearly fainted with embarrassment and pleasure. He turned, the charcoal in his hands. 
 
    “Anyone else?” 
 
    There was a chorus of voices. Erin saw the people line up, and Wesle went from person to person, signing arms, hands, and a cheek! The people beamed as he spoke with them. When it was done, Wesle walked towards Erin, looking pleased and slightly apologetic. 
 
    “Let’s hurry inside somewhere before another group finds us. It’s not always I get stopped, but once someone asks…the Runner’s Guild will keep them away.” 
 
    He hurried with Erin towards the Runner’s Guild. There, too, Wesle’s face instantly drew attention. A [Receptionist] hurried forwards, beaming at him, and when Wesle requested a private room, he immediately got it—despite not being a Runner—and much faster than Ryoka had when she’d asked. 
 
    There was even the cheese platter. Erin sat across from Wesle as he signed the [Receptionist]’s palm. He smiled at her, embarrassed, and she shook her head when they were alone. 
 
    “Wesle, you’re a star! When did this happen?” 
 
    Wesle flushed and stroked his lips where his mustache used to be. 
 
    “I don’t know about a star, Miss Erin. I feel like I’m a [King] in his court sometimes, but it’s all flash and show, it really is. As for when it started happening, well, it began about a month ago. We’d been putting on plays each night when we started getting requests to go to other cities and put on a performance for the [Mayor], and, well, people started coming up to us on the streets after that and saying how moving they thought our acting was.” 
 
    He looked happy, red-faced, and excited all at the same time. Erin just grinned at him. 
 
    “Wow. Look at you! I knew the plays were cool, but—just wow!” 
 
    “We owe it all to you.” 
 
    Wesle bowed his head slightly. Erin waved it away, feeling embarrassed herself. She had been the one to come up with the idea and then teach Wesle and the others a play, but she could never have dreamed it would turn into something like this! He was an actual celebrity, and somehow, without her involvement, he had already begun signing autographs and having groupies follow him around. 
 
    Some things were the same across worlds. Erin sat forwards in her seat and talked around a piece of gooey brie cheese on a cracker. 
 
    “Okay, tell me. What’s with the charcoal? You sign your name with that? On people’s bodies, not paper?” 
 
    “Paper? Most folk can’t afford paper. Although I have signed parchment for some of them. They keep it as mementoes. And we can’t walk around with a quill and inkpot, so one of the [Alchemists] in the city made this up for us. It’s sticky and makes a mess, but it shows up well.” 
 
    Wesle offered the bit of charcoal to Erin. She touched it and found it was more like an oil-based marker than actual charcoal. She drew a smiley face on her arm, and Wesle raised his eyebrows. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “A smiley. You should draw one on the next person! I bet it’s easier than a signature. And you could have your own special symbol, you know?” 
 
    Erin showed Wesle a few more symbols from her world, and he was stunned. 
 
    “Once again you have new ideas, Miss Erin, that…well, it’s always something wondrous with you. We—the Players of Celum we’re calling ourselves for now—owe you a huge debt. Jasi and Grev talk of you all the time, and if you could spare the time, we’d love to have you meet our troupe. We’ve taken on a lot of new [Actors] since we started, and we now have our own warehouse to practice in. Hah, we’ve had to hire [Guards] and [Mercenaries] to keep people from watching us practice! It would mean the world if you visited.” 
 
    It was amazing to hear that the [Actors] had already become this successful. Erin shook her head again. 
 
    “Of course I’ll come! But I’m just a humble [Innkeeper]—” 
 
    “Nonsense!” 
 
    Wesle’s ringing denial was far grander than the acoustics of the room should have allowed. His pose was equally impressive—his body radiated a fierce refutation of Erin’s modesty. Was it one of his new Skills? He leaned over, giving Erin a look that was both genuine and serious. 
 
    “You, Miss Erin, are our patron and muse! We would never have started this without you, and, as I say, we owe you a great debt. We’ve put on plays in Ocre, Remendia, and Wales because of you, and we’re thinking of travelling further abroad once we have enough [Actors] for two groups to perform at once. Not to mention, we’d love to know if you have more plays you could teach us.” 
 
    He coughed and winked at Erin. It was such a theatrical move that she burst out laughing. 
 
    “Not that there’s any shortage of [Writers] clamoring to have us perform plays they’ve come up with. Not just [Writers]—we’ve gotten submissions from countless members of the public already! None of it holds a candle to the stuff you’ve given us, mind, but we’ve been paid good coin to put on some performances other people want to see.” 
 
    “Amazing. And you’ll probably get more. I bet [Lords] and [Ladies] will want you to perform. Oh, Wesle, I’m so glad this is working out for you!” 
 
    Erin rose and hugged the man. He smiled at her. 
 
    “And to think it all started with a [Washer] and a [Guardsman] in an inn. That’s a play in itself, and we may have to perform it sometime. But I talk too much now, don’t I? Why did you want to see me, Miss Erin? Anything we can do, anything at all…” 
 
    “Well, I was actually hoping you’d say that! I’m in a bit of a pickle, you see. I haven’t been in Celum for a long time because I’ve had so much to do. Have you heard about it?” 
 
    Wesle grew serious and once again reached for his shaved mustache. That habit hadn’t changed at least. 
 
    “I did, Miss Erin. I saw some of it, or pieces at least. That business with the false Named Adventurer, the tragic death of that Gold-rank adventurer and Gnoll…Zel Shivertail himself coming north and falling in battle…and now I hear your inn is hosting Goblins.” 
 
    Erin shook her head, her joy fading as she recalled all the trials of the last few months. 
 
    “It’s always hosted Goblins, Wesle. Only now people are scared, and my inn’s suffering. I’m actually in a bad spot financially. So I was going to ask—this is really difficult, but—” 
 
    “Say no more.” 
 
    A finger raised towards Erin’s lips. Wesle shook his head as he leaned across the table. 
 
    “We’d be the most wretched of ingrates if we didn’t offer you what we’ve earned, Miss Erin. You never asked for a cut of our profits, and you deserve it for teaching us the plays, let alone giving us our classes! We can offer you quite a lot of gold—I’d have to ask Jasi how much we earn per week, but we could give you at least—” 
 
    “Wesle, I don’t need donations!” 
 
    Erin cut him off, laughing with relief. Wesle blinked. 
 
    “You don’t? But see here, Miss Erin—” 
 
    “If you want to give me some money, that’s great and I’ll accept. I’m not going to say I can’t use it. But I don’t need you to give me money for nothing. Actually, I wanted something a bit more from you that I really hope you’ll agree to. Listen—” 
 
    The young woman sat forwards on the edge of her seat, and Wesle did likewise. His eyes widened as Erin explained her idea, and he frowned, but within minutes he was nodding and pacing around the room excitedly. 
 
    “That can work! Of course it can! Just the other day, Kilkran—he’s one of our new [Actors], a man you haven’t met. A former [Blacksmith], but a voice that could shake the rafters of a barn, I’ll swear! He was saying that we needed to think about the long-term. And this idea is perfect!” 
 
    “You don’t think it’ll drive away business? It’s a risk, Wesle.” 
 
    Erin warned the man, wanting him to be clear on what he was agreeing to. Wesle dismissed her concerns with one shake of the head. 
 
    “Business? We could divide our troupe and still earn enough for all of us to live on. Besides, this is better. This is right. And if you think this will stop people from watching us—hah! The power of the stage will draw them in, Miss Erin. Just you wait! I don’t want to speak for everyone, of course, but I can’t think that any of the original cast will say no, and the new [Actors] will come round once they know all you’ve done for us!” 
 
    “Well, I’m relieved. If you want to tell them, I can settle things in the Runner’s Guild. Or maybe you can help me? I think they’d believe it if you said it.” 
 
    “Of course. And we must have a drink at your inn as well, Erin. That is to say Miss—” 
 
    “Erin!” 
 
    She laughed, and Wesle laughed too. 
 
    “You kept telling me that before, as well. All this business about your magical door and the Goblins sounds incredibly difficult. I wish you’d come to us months ago, or that we’d known you needed help!” 
 
    Erin shook her head. 
 
    “You guys had to do your own thing! You’re stars, and I didn’t have as much trouble until Zel and…well, and Pallass. Those jerks are making stuff difficult, but I’ll win in the end! And think of this, Wesle! With my door, you guys don’t have to just go to Human cities! You could put on a show in Liscor or even Pallass!” 
 
    His eyes widened. 
 
    “A Walled City? But that would be—dead gods, could we do it?” 
 
    “First Liscor, then the world! I bet the Drakes and Gnolls would love you! But let’s do this first. Okay?” 
 
    Erin headed down the stairs with Wesle, and the [Receptionists] and Runners in the Guild looked up. 
 
    “Mister Salkis!” 
 
    One of the [Receptionists] hurried forwards, and Erin smiled. Wesle’s last name was Salkis apparently, and it seemed like everyone was too shy to call him by his first name. Wesle greeted the woman and explained Erin’s idea. The [Receptionist]’s eyes went wide, and she took a step back. 
 
    “But—well, of course we can spread the word, Mister Salkis. But you’re sure? You’re going to—I mean, there are rumors—” 
 
    She stared at Erin, who folded her arms. 
 
    “Hey! I’m standing right here, you know!” 
 
    The older woman blushed, and Wesle bowed slightly. His voice could be heard at the back of the room as he replied. 
 
    “Miss Bellia, I can assure you we will be perfectly safe. Safer, in fact, which is the point of this little announcement. Now, I have to get to my troupe, but please send the bill to us. And if Miss Erin has anything else she needs done…” 
 
    He looked at Erin expectantly. She hesitated. 
 
    “Is Fals here? Or Garia? Has anyone seen Ryoka?” 
 
    The [Receptionist] shook her head, her brow creasing when Erin mentioned Ryoka’s name. The Runner’s Guild in Celum still hadn’t forgotten the incident with the Frost Faeries. 
 
    “They’re all out on deliveries in other cities, Miss Solstice. Well, I can’t speak for Miss Griffin. Shall I ask them to call on you when they arrive in Celum next?” 
 
    “Please. I haven’t seen them in a while.” 
 
    The woman nodded, and Erin strolled out of the front door with Wesle. He was smiling at her. She peered at him suspiciously. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing. It’s just that life is never dull when you’re around, Erin. I think I’ve had enough excitement and then you turn up.” 
 
    “Well, I do like interesting stuff. I’ll go back to the inn, Wesle. Meet you later?” 
 
    His eyes twinkled. Wesle took a step back in the street and swept Erin a dramatic bow that drew all eyes to him once again. 
 
    “I wouldn’t miss it for the world. We’ll be there.” 
 
    He strode off. Erin watched him go, shaking her head and smiling. 
 
    “What a showoff.” 
 
    She thought it suited him perfectly. Humming, Erin walked back to Octavia’s shop, a spring in her step. Everything was going according to plan! Now, there was just one last step. 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    “It’s perfect.” 
 
    Erin breathed the words that night. She stared around her inn, stared at the Humans crowding around one side of it where the tables had been shoved aside, stared at the Redfang Goblins, and stared at the bit of cloth she’d been writing on all day. Lyonette peered at Headscratcher. 
 
    “It’s insane, Erin. Even for you, this idea is crazy. It’ll never work!” 
 
    “It’ll totally work! It has to work! It’s already working! It’s the most amazing idea I’ve come up with yet! Lyonette, this is going to blow people’s minds!” 
 
    Erin waved her hands over her head excitedly. Lyonette shook her head, but she couldn’t help smiling in amazement. 
 
    “It’s something, alright. But do you really think Watch Captain Zevara and that guy from Pallass will like it?” 
 
    The [Innkeeper] didn’t hear her. Erin looked around her inn and strode over to the group of Humans at the far wall. The Players of Celum turned to greet her. They were all dressed up, some wearing face paint or other cosmetics, others dressed as [Guards], the nobility, wearing swords on their belts, or practicing fencing with dulled blades. Two, a Drake and a young boy, turned as Erin approached and exclaimed. 
 
    “Erin!” 
 
    “Jasi! Grev!” 
 
    Erin hugged first the young Drake woman and then the boy. Jasi and Grev had both changed as well. Gone was the young timid Drake that Erin had met in Liscor. Jasi had been bit by the acting bug, and if she wasn’t as flamboyant as Wesle, she had an inner poise of her own. She dominated space despite her small frame. 
 
    Grev looked better too. His thin frame had filled out, and he was wearing good, new clothes. He was also helping set up props at the far wall. 
 
    “Erin, it’s been so long! I’m so glad to see you again! When Wesle ran in and told us you want us to perform here, I was overjoyed!” 
 
    Jasi gushed as she held up her arms to let one of the other actors attach shimmering crystal bracelets around her. They were magical and radiated a chill, but Jasi seemed used to the cold. Erin smiled at her. 
 
    “Thanks for doing this, really.” 
 
    “We should be thanking you! This is the least we can do. And we’ll be happy to perform here as many nights as you want! It’s so obvious I can’t believe I didn’t think of it—here we are trying to find the best place to perform and you have your own inn! After we left Miss Agnes’ inn on bad terms, we kept bouncing from place to place without remembering you!” 
 
    Jasi gestured around The Wandering Inn, her bracelets catching the light and glittering. Erin laughed. 
 
    “I didn’t either! But isn’t this a good idea?” 
 
    “The best.” 
 
    Wesle strode up to them, dressed in a woodcutter’s outfit. He looked entirely like a rustic outdoorsman, sinking into his role with ease. He gestured around Erin’s inn, at the tables she’d pushed to one side to give the actors room. 
 
    “This is a big inn as well. We need all the space we can get—I wager we’ll fill this inn every night after this first one. My word on it!” 
 
    Erin nodded, hoping that would be the case. She looked at the other actors as they bustled about. This was her big plan. Her inn was starved for coin and company, so why not bring the most successful and popular show in Celum here? She hadn’t known if Wesle and the others would agree, despite his promises, but they had shown up, enthusiastic and early. Now the stage manager, a heavy, short woman, bustled up. 
 
    “Miss Solstice? We’d like to attach some [Light] spells to the rafters. They’ll fade away soon, but for the snow it’s all about lighting, you see.” 
 
    “Oh, go ahead! Just watch out when you cast the spells—my inn’s charged with mana, so things will get really bright! Other spells too—they get bigger, apparently.” 
 
    “Really? That’s—wonderful!” 
 
    The woman brightened. She turned and shouted at a [Mage] and two [Actors] fussing in one corner of the room. As she hurried to them, waving her arms and explaining, Wesle leaned over. 
 
    “That’s Emme, our stage manager. She loves the stage, though there’s fewer parts for someone of her height. She’s often the lower half of an animal or a moving prop—she likes this play because she can have a leading role. She’s got a bit of Dwarf blood in her.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Erin watched Emme gesturing at the ceiling and saw a bright ball of light appear. It shone, illuminating the entire stage, and the [Actors] cried out in surprise. Grev shook his head as he popped up next to her. 
 
    “Magic inn, good food, and you know more plays. If Wesle weren’t in makeup, he’d kiss you, Miss Erin.” 
 
    Wesle turned red, and Erin laughed as the man raised a mock-threatening fist and Grev skipped around Jasi. He turned back to Erin. 
 
    “We’ll bring you coin, have no fear, Erin! But that’s only half of your plan, isn’t it?” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    Erin smiled slyly and looked back to where Headscratcher was standing awkwardly with Lyonette. Business and coin for her inn was one thing, but the real masterstroke of Erin’s plan was actually in the Redfang Warriors, or rather, the fact that they were standing in her inn with Humans about. 
 
    The Players of Celum walked warily around the five Hobs but were too consumed by their tasks to stare. Much. They looked nervous, but Wesle, Erin, and Jasi had reassured them again and again that the Hobgoblins were no threat. But perhaps it was the special addition Erin had given each of the Hobgoblins that helped. 
 
    Each Hob was wearing an armband, nothing more than a white bit of cloth tied around their arm. It was nothing special, save for the single word emblazoned on each one. ‘Security’ had been written on each armband in big black letters. The Redfang Goblins poked at their armbands and stood around trying to look menacing, which wasn’t very hard given their natural aptitude in the field. 
 
    “Goblin bouncers. Or rather, Goblin guards for an inn. Break my legs, I never thought I’d see the like.” 
 
    Wesle shook his head as he saw Badarrow standing next to the door. The Hob looked grumpy, but also interested as he followed the Humans around with his eyes. He was clearly trying not to show it. Erin smiled. 
 
    “I offered them the job, and you know what? They took it! I think they’re bored, and I need more protection. And this way no one can say the Goblins are a threat because they’ll deal with any threats!” 
 
    It was the perfect plan. Erin had hit on it when Venim had suggested paying the Halfseekers to guard her inn. The Redfang Warriors would be out in the open, allowed to walk around as proud employees of her inn! And if people didn’t like it, they could sit on five pins, because Erin was doing this. She turned back to Wesle. 
 
    “Are you sure you want to perform every night over here?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Absolutely. We had an ongoing contract with the inns in Celum to perform in each one night to night, but having a permanent place to perform is just as good. Better. We can store some of our props in the basement and this way half of our members won’t walk to the wrong inn on the other side of the city!” 
 
    “Not to mention, you have [Advanced Cooking]. Your inn serves better food than most of the ones in Celum, and we do like good food, after we perform.” 
 
    Jasi interjected. Grev was nodding as well. 
 
    “You have a big enough inn for us to perform in, and no one’s gonna interrupt the stage with them scary Goblins hanging out.” 
 
    He pointed to the Hobgoblins, clearly more at ease with them than the adults. Grev turned as a small white shape moved in the corner of his eye. He saw Mrsha staring at him until the Gnoll fled upstairs. 
 
    “And even if people don’t come right away, I have an audience for you. That way you’ll earn money, guaranteed.” 
 
    Erin was speaking to Wesle and Jasi. She’d actually made tonight’s show private, despite the news going up around Celum and Liscor at the moment. Despite this, the inn was packed. Erin pointed to the audience of black and brown bodies. The Painted Soldiers and Workers sat quietly around their tables, eating from bowls and eying the popcorn in the middle of the tables. The Antinium had readily agreed to send enough guests to fill Erin’s inn. All the pieces had lined up as Erin had gone about her day. 
 
    Her only fear had been the Players of Celum balking about either the Hobs or the Antinium. It had seemed like they might, at first, but Wesle had reassured them. However, they were eying the mass of silent watchers nervously. An older man or, rather, an [Actor] dressed up as an older man wearing a [Lord]’s costume sidled up to Wesle and Jasi. 
 
    “We’re nearly ready to go, Wesle. But are you sure—?” 
 
    His eyes flicked to the Antinium. Wesle didn’t glance at Erin. He put his arm around the other [Actor] and gestured dismissively at the Antinium watching them. Erin resolved to buy some curtains tomorrow as soon as she could. For now they were using bed sheets for the scene changes. 
 
    “Relax, Esbell. They’re an audience, same as any other! They might not clap or gasp, but Erin tells me that’s normal. We do our show—our best performance! If you don’t have the guts to stand on stage in front of the Antinium, what will you do when you have a crowd of folk booing you and demanding their coin back?” 
 
    “Exactly. We’ll give them a show, and we’ll all level. There’s nothing like a new audience for that. Cheer up Esbell, you might get that [Loud Voice] Skill you wanted, tonight!” 
 
    Jasi stepped forwards, her dress radiant. The [Actor] nodded and squared his shoulders. Erin saw the Players of Celum congregating around the backstage they’d set up, and then the bright [Light] spell dimmed overhead. 
 
    The play was beginning. Erin rubbed her hands, looking at the Antinium, the [Actors], at Lyonette and Ishkr serving tables, at Mrsha, stealing popcorn from a bowl, at the Redfang Warriors keeping an eye out but watching with interest, and at Octavia, sitting at a table at the front of the room and looking very confused. 
 
    It was all so wonderful Erin wanted to cry. This was it! This was it. She muttered to herself as she watched Wesle stride out on stage. 
 
    “You can stay away from the inn if you want, but if you want to see an amazing play every night, you’d better get over yourselves and come here! And I have the best security! Hobgoblins! You make trouble and they’ll toss you out, even if you’re a Silver-rank team! I, uh, think I’ll let Gold-rank teams cause trouble.” 
 
    She saw Wesle raise his hands and went silent. The man looked around the room, pausing a second for dramatic effect. Then he spoke. 
 
    “Ladies and Gentlemen! Antinium! Gnolls and Drakes, please, allow me to introduce the performance for tonight. We are the Players of Celum, here to bring you all a performance of the play Frozen. What follows is a tale of family and loss, magic and secrets, love and betrayal. We ask that you remain seated and do not speak during the performance. All that passes on this stage is an act—please do not attempt to interfere with the play. At this time, please put away any wands or magical artifacts that may interrupt the viewing experience for other watchers—” 
 
    Wesle stood on stage, his voice ringing, the lights shining on him, larger than life. Erin smiled as she saw Emme, the part-Dwarf woman, waddling around in what was meant to be an Olaf costume. Only, in this world, the people’s idea of a Snow Golem was a lot less friendly looking! 
 
    It would be a great play. And the first of many. Erin turned her head and saw Bird peeking down the stairs. 
 
    “Bird, you don’t want to watch?” 
 
    “I will watch. But I like high places, so I will sit here, Miss Erin.” 
 
    Bird perched on a higher step as the curtains drew back and a young girl appeared on stage. Not all of the Players of Celum were old, and the children took to acting with as much, if not more, passion than the adults. Erin took a seat next to Bird. 
 
    “You’re not mad at me for hiring more guards?” 
 
    “Should I be? They are guards. That is important. They can guard the ground. I will guard us against birds and other threats from above.” 
 
    Bird replied calmly. Erin smiled at him. Jealousy didn’t seem to be an Antinium trait. She looked around, got up, and came back with a bowl of popcorn. She offered it to Bird. 
 
    “Popcorn?” 
 
    “Ah, bird bait. Yes, I will have some.” 
 
    The Antinium took a handful and crunched it down. Erin laughed as the play began, and a model of a ship appeared on a blue background meant to be the sea. She wondered if Jasi’s magical bracelets actually shot snow or would just do magic tricks. And she wondered if her inn’s magical supply would make the effects more spectacular. Bird looked appreciatively at the play. 
 
    “I quite enjoy this. Is it over, now that everyone has died at sea?” 
 
    Erin grinned. 
 
    “Oh, Bird. You’re so sweet. No, you haven’t seen anything yet. This is just the opening act. There’s more to come, I promise you. Lots more.” 
 
    Bird paused. He turned and looked at Erin. Then he smiled. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    “She did what?” 
 
    There wasn’t any surprise left in Zevara’s voice. She stared at the report Olesm had given her on Celum and then the more formal report from Klbkch. Olesm couldn’t help but smile as he showed Zevara the written details. 
 
    “She’s apparently hired the Hobgoblins as guards for her inn. And—get this, she’s invited a group of [Actors] from Celum to perform in her inn. Apparently, they put on these wonderful, uh—” 
 
    “Plays. And she’s gotten the Antinium to watch them, and—oh yes, told everyone about it. Loudly.” 
 
    That was in Olesm’s report. Celum’s Runner’s Guild had spread the word to Liscor and other local cities as well as told Runners to pass on this latest news: the Players of Celum would now perform exclusively at The Wandering Inn, where they would be guarded by Hobgoblins and an Antinium no less. The inn was open to all species and prohibited violence against all guests. Admission was free, but there was already talk of obtaining tickets to prevent overcrowding the limited space…Zevara paged through the report and shook her head. 
 
    “She’s insane, Olesm. Completely insane.” 
 
    “Well, if she is, it’s a good kind of insane. If Erin gets support from Celum and Liscor, then even Pallass will have to acknowledge those Hobs aren’t a threat.” 
 
    He pointed that out. Zevara shook her head. 
 
    “If only I believed that. But that’s not the only thing she’s done.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    Olesm looked surprised. He hadn’t heard about the second point of news, which had been imparted to Zevara just minutes ago. She stared glumly at a second report. It was short, barely half a page, but it had a lot of underlined words. 
 
    “You’ll never guess what she did in the Adventurer’s Guild.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    There were some things Selys would do for friends, and then there were things she’d only do for Erin, and only because she’d been talked into it. She stood on the second floor of the Adventurer’s Guild, holding a piece of parchment between her trembling claws. She whispered a few words before she knocked on the door. 
 
    “Oh, Ancestors.” 
 
    “Selys? Come in.” 
 
    Selys walked into the office of the Guildmaster of the Adventurer’s Guild. Or rather, Guildmistress. Tekshia Shivertail, Selys’ grandmother, looked up from her desk. She and Selys were the only two people left in the guild at this hour. 
 
    “Hi Grandma, I just wanted to give this to you before I went home.” 
 
    The young Drake [Receptionist] nervously approached the desk. Tekshia sighed. 
 
    “Can’t it wait until tomorrow?” 
 
    “Well, I just got done writing it up so…here. I’ll see you tomorrow, grandma! Love you!” 
 
    She put the piece of parchment on the desk. Tekshia frowned up at her, sensing Selys’ odd behavior. 
 
    “What’s this about, you scamp?” 
 
    Selys grinned and ran for it. Tekshia Shivertail stared at the application on her desk. It was a simple one, a standard request to form an authorized Bronze-rank team. The only curious thing was the name of the group and the five members applying for it. 
 
    “The Redfang Goblins. Members are Headscratcher, Badarrow, Rabbiteater, Numbtongue, and Shorthilt. Exact levels unknown. Classes unknown. Four [Warriors] and an [Archer]. Species: Hobgoblin.” 
 
    The old Drake stared at the form. She stared at the doorway and listened to the sound of Selys’ running feet. Then she took a deep breath. 
 
    “Selys!” 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    And then it was night. The [Actors] left in good spirits. The Antinium, who had given them a standing ovation for five minutes straight, had gone happily, if somewhat bloated, on the popcorn they couldn’t quite digest. Erin understood it was a special snack given the Hive’s recent lack of conflict. 
 
    Lyonette was asleep. Mrsha was already passed out. Bird was upstairs…probably not asleep but happily sitting in the rain. The Redfang Goblins were in their rooms, pondering their new state of existence. 
 
    And Erin was happy. She knew she had caused a lot of trouble, not least for Zevara, but she felt it was worth it. Her inn had been filled tonight, and the Goblins were walking about in the open. It was a first step. An important step. It was what she could do, so she lay in her mess of blankets and pillows in the corner of the kitchen and smiled to herself. 
 
    “I don’t need you to protect me, Zevara. The Goblins will do that.” 
 
    Her eyes closed. Erin listened to the drumming of the rain overhead. It was still raining, pouring, rather. She wondered if the Floodplains would fill up tomorrow or the day after. Or maybe…? 
 
    Her breathing slowed. Erin’s mind drifted off. She felt darkness, warm and soothing engulf her— 
 
      
 
    [Magical Innkeeper Level 34!] 
 
    [Skill – Inn: Grand Theatre obtained!] 
 
      
 
    “Gah!” 
 
    Erin shot out of bed. She banged her head on the kitchen counter, stumbled out of the kitchen, swearing loudly, and stopped. The common room of her inn was in front of her, empty, deserted as it should be. But it was not as it had been. 
 
    The common room. It had been large before, capable of holding a crowd. Now it stretched out in front of Erin, impossibly large for the dimensions of the inn. It was twice—no, perhaps three times as large as it had been? Erin couldn’t tell in the darkness. But it was vast, and at one end she could see the stage that the Players of Celum had set up. Erin stared around the common room, at the theatre hall ready for crowds. She blinked, raised her hands into the air, and screamed. 
 
    “Whoo! Alright!” 
 
    She danced about, shouting, until she heard a thump from overhead. Jelaqua shouted through the floorboards. 
 
    “Hey, we’re trying to sleep!” 
 
    It was the first time Erin had ever heard the Selphid in a bad mood. Erin lay down in the middle of her common room, feeling small in the vast chamber. She grinned at the ceiling and listened to the rain fall for a while before she fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    Drip. 
 
    There was one last thing. The rain fell across Liscor in unending droves, but it did not patter down in all places. In some locations, there was simply no space for the rain to fall, and so it trickled down as water from above, landing on an invisible barrier overhead. 
 
    Drip. 
 
    The sound was loud. The water fell, splashing down and filling the underground chambers with sound. It was not nearly as loud as the screams or shrieks or sounds of combat that sometimes filled this place, but it had its own insistent, persistent ability to get in the head. 
 
    Drip, drip. 
 
    It was just noise, and it should have bothered very few people in this hour when almost all were asleep. And yet, it did bother one person. One being sat up, unable to ignore the sound. He could not sleep. And as the sound repeated itself, two purple flames brightened with annoyance in the empty chambers of his skull. 
 
    Drip. 
 
    Toren the skeleton looked up as he sat below the chasm leading up and out of Liscor’s dungeon. He stared at the invisible barrier keeping the water from crashing down over his head and gnashed his jaw furiously. He was getting really tired of hearing that sound. Yet the rain continued to fall, and the skeleton moved. 
 
    Drip, drip, drip. 
 
    He reached down and picked up a mask lying next to him, regarded it once. Toren hesitated and then put it over his face. As she lowered her hand, Toren turned and drew her sword. The water dripped but didn’t bother her any longer. She grinned behind her mask. 
 
    It was her turn now. 
 
    

  

 
  
   5.05 
 
      
 
    Beneath Liscor was the dungeon. It had always been there. Waiting. In a time long before the city of Liscor had been built, before the foundations had been laid, the dungeon had been buried beneath the earth. Perhaps an earthquake had concealed the entrance, or the natural shifting of lands buried it. Or maybe it had always been so deep. 
 
    A city had been built there, once. Far underground. A nation long forgotten by the living. It had fallen, and the dungeon had been built out of its ruins. A legacy, a challenge to those who might seek the treasures of the past, an invitation. 
 
    Bait. 
 
    The dungeon was filled with monsters and traps. It was vicious, a living, shifting labyrinth that contained every nightmare its inventors could contrive. Dark things hid in the passageways, waiting to be awakened. 
 
    The dungeon was a grave concern to Liscor, and not just because of its alarming proximity to the city. It was a massive threat, and Watch Captain Zevara had lost sleep and scales worrying about how to combat the dangers of the dungeon. She had already called for aid against the Goblin Lord, and Liscor’s army had sent back some of their own to guard the city. 
 
    But that might not be enough. Zevara had not told Erin Solstice this, but making peace with Pallass had served the interests of Liscor in more than one way. Zevara hoped to appeal to a Walled City to aid hers against what she perceived to be a real and pressing threat. That the dungeon had only disgorged a few groups of monsters yet was luck, in her mind. She did not know of the Antinium’s silent war beneath the city that had lasted for a decade. 
 
    So the Watch Captain waited and worried, praying the dungeon would not send any truly dangerous foes her way. But she had no idea of the true horrors that stalked the halls. If she had, she wouldn’t have slept at all. There were things that dreamed of the surface, things that thought, and had every reason to hate the living. 
 
    Monsters. And one of them walked through the dungeon now. She walked away from the entrance to the dungeon, the chasm that led all the way to the surface. It was a rift in the earth, an abyss that you could fall into. Rainwater poured down overhead, but, strangely, did not enter the dungeon. Instead, it pooled a few meters overhead, a wall of water suspended in midair. Toren stared curiously at the water. 
 
    Drip. 
 
    Interesting. The dungeon wouldn’t allow itself to be flooded. Well, that was something. The skeleton stared up at the water falling from the sky. She wondered what the land above looked like now. Probably wet. She longed to go see, but she couldn’t. 
 
    She was a prisoner down here. Toren stared at her hands. They looked like hands, or, rather, hands covered by wrapped, dirty cloth. It looked like there was flesh beneath the wrappings, if you were to remove the covering. But that was an illusion. A lie. The skeleton felt at her mask, securely attached to her face. 
 
    Mask, clothing, sword. To look at her, Toren was a thin, masked warrior, her body covered entirely in cloth. She was definitely a she, to judge by the slight bulges around her chest, and it would not be inaccurate to think she was an adventurer hunting by herself in Liscor’s dungeon. But that was a lie. 
 
    Beneath her clothes, Toren’s body was bone. Just that. Bone. No flesh or other organs made up Toren’s body. She was a skeleton, an undead being. But for all that, she was unique. 
 
    She had a class. She was a Level 24 [Skeleton Knight], a Level 2 [Barmaid], a Level 4 [Leader], a Level 5 [Tactician], and now, a Level 3 [Sword Dancer]. Those classes defined her. No other undead could level, but Toren could. And she could think. Truly think, not just hunt the living as the other undead did. She was special, but also a prisoner of this dungeon. 
 
    She could not go above. Toren stared at the grey sky, obscured by the layer of water overhead. Her body was too weak. She was too weak. As a skeleton, Toren lived on the mana in her surroundings. If she ran out of magical power, her body would fall to pieces and she would die. She could survive anything short of that—crushing blows, cracked bones, even disintegration if she had enough mana. But if she did not, she would be gone. 
 
    In the dungeon, the mana gave her enough strength to live on. Above…no. Toren’s body consumed more mana than she could absorb from most locations, thus her entrapment. If she had had a master, a [Mage] or other being to provide her with mana, she would have been able to go above as she pleased. And she had had a master, or rather, mistress, once. Once upon a time she had served someone. Until she rebelled and left her master to die. So long ago it seemed now… 
 
    She turned away. The skeleton walked away from the light that shone down into the dungeon and into one of the many tunnels around her. The dungeon was dark, but she could see in pitch black. Toren walked through the dungeon, glided, rather, with her sword at the ready. Her movements were smooth, graceful, as if any second she could transition from walking into the deadly dance of swords. She was dangerous, graceful, and hauntingly alone. 
 
    After a few steps, Toren abruptly halted. Her hand rose against her will and plucked the mask from her face. Toren fought, trying to put it back, but her hand threw the mask aside. The skeleton halted, and the purple flames in her eyes dimmed for a second. Then they flared, and he looked around, shrugging his shoulders and reaching for the shield at his side. 
 
    Toren the skeleton looked around the dungeon. Much better! He hated it when she was melancholy. It wasn’t a word that had ever applied to Toren. Why be sad that she—that was to say—he was alone? That was what he wanted! He had been a slave, and now he was free. 
 
    Yes, a slave. The skeleton’s jaw clattered as he looked around the dungeon. He had served Erin Solstice in her inn when he had first been created, when he had been weak. But he had escaped! He had tricked her, broken her command over him, left her to die in the snow, and been freed to kill whomever he wanted, do whatever he pleased! 
 
    And she had died. The skeleton paused. Erin had died, and her supply of mana, her connection to him, had ended. Just like that. He hadn’t expected that, in truth. 
 
    The skeleton realized he was bending over, picking something off the ground. The mask was halfway back to his face when he realized what he was doing. The skeleton angrily clattered his teeth together. 
 
    No! The mask couldn’t go on his face! When it did, she came out. He had no idea why she’d appeared, but the clothing he wore, his new [Sword Dancer] class, all that was a result of the new personality that had appeared in him. When he wore the mask, he was no longer he, but her. And he hated her. 
 
    So Toren tossed the mask into a wall. After a second, his hand came up and punched himself in the skull. Toren stomped over to the mask, grabbed it, hung it from his waist, and walked into the dungeon. He was in charge, thank you very much. He’d been here first, and it was his time! 
 
    This was Toren. A skeleton, a killer. He marched, the incendiary purple hellfire in his eyes shining in the darkness. He did not glide. Gliding was what birds did. He walked, his posture perfect, his stance set. He had a sword and a wooden buckler in hand. He fought with shield and sword, loving the brutal arithmetic of blocking and parrying, the feeling of cutting into his enemies’ flesh and hacking them apart. 
 
    Though he was still wearing the clothing, Toren felt better. It was too much work to remove the clothing every time he changed personalities. If he took off his clothes, she would put them back on painstakingly each time. And if he tried to get rid of the clothing— 
 
    It wasn’t worth the effort. Toren irritably poked at his chest. He could understand the clothing in truth. It was a good disguise, and the cloth did add some protection to his bones. But why these things? Erin had them, and so did other females. But what was the point? 
 
    He rearranged the balled-up cloth on his chest, removing the impression that he had breasts, and gave himself some nice shoulder pads instead. There, much better. Toren marched on, feeling ready for a fight. After all, he was the greatest skeleton in the world! He could kill many things. He was strong, he was mighty! He was— 
 
    Clang. Clang. 
 
    Toren heard a rhythmic metallic thumping. Instantly he went still. The skeleton listened, and then, realizing the sound was getting closer, immediately panicked. He turned around, hesitated, and then dropped to the ground. They were coming. 
 
    It was a curious thing that happened. The skeleton, full of life a second ago, instantly crumpled to the ground. The purple flames in his eyes went out, and his skull rolled away from the rest of his body. He looked like a pile of rags and bones, lifeless. Just in time too. The thumping grew louder, and in seconds, a tall shape passed by him, a giant metal knight in armor. 
 
    Only, it was just armor. A suit of armor, rather. The visor glowed red as the enchanted suit of armor looked around the passageway. It spotted Toren and studied the bones for a second, but kept moving. It was followed by three others of its kind. 
 
    The scattered bones lay lifeless on the ground as the patrol of the armored suits marched past, helmets swiveling. Toren didn’t breathe, but if he did, he would have held his breath. Only when the sounds of the armored patrol had faded into the distance did he dare reassemble himself and stand up. 
 
    Close. That was far too close! Toren had nearly died, and if the armored suits crushed his bones, he might have died in truth. They were close to impossible to kill with a sword and shield, Toren knew. The stupid metal things had no hearts or convenient weak spots—you had to bash them into pieces until the enchantment faded. 
 
    It was lucky he’d learned how to disassemble himself on purpose. That fooled most of the monsters Toren encountered in the dungeon. It was playing dead in the truest sense of the word. Toren didn’t like doing it, but… 
 
    He was mighty. He was strong. Toren grumped along the corridors, kicking at the ground. He was! He was very strong, the strongest. It was just that he couldn’t fight most of the dungeon’s denizens. It was…tactically suicidal. 
 
    The monsters. Toren had never seen so many dangerous monsters before! Back above, when he’d been around Erin’s inn, the most dangerous creatures he couldn’t kill were the giant Rock Crabs who lived in their armored shells. And that was only because their bodies were too hard. Down here, the Rock Crabs would have been prey to over half the things that moved through the dungeon. 
 
    Flesh Worms, Crypt Lords, enchanted armor, Golems, oh my! It was a carnival of things that Toren’s instincts told him to avoid in no uncertain terms. The strong monsters he ran from. Of course, there were plenty of lesser monsters too. Worms, oozy things, squiggly things, bats, Goblins, even a Minotaur for some reason. But Toren couldn’t fight them either. 
 
    Any monster pack he ran from. He might be able to slay them, the glowing worms that hunted in groups of six, or perhaps the Cave Goblins scurrying about—the lesser monsters he could kill, but the noise of battle would attract their friends, or larger monsters. And if they came— 
 
    There were things in the dungeon that Toren knew, knew without a shadow of a doubt, that he could not defeat or harm. There was no bravado to give the skeleton false hope. He was weak. 
 
    Or his body was. Toren thought of himself as strong, but his body? Not so much. The skeleton walked silently down the corridors, thinking over the problem as he saw it. 
 
    His bones were…bad, if that made sense. Toren hadn’t really realized it before, but he was a very fragile monster, even by undead standards. That was the lot of a skeleton. Zombies had all kinds of wonderful flesh they could afford to use, fat and tissue to weather heavy impacts. But Toren? Punch him hard enough and his head would fly clean off his body. How fair was that? 
 
    There was a limit to how strong he could be. Toren had no muscle, no flesh to train. He had only his classes, his levels, and his Skills to compensate for his frail body. There was only so much force he could put into his arm before the bones snapped or broke. That didn’t matter if he could slay his enemies first with a sneak attack, obviously. A fleshy Human? One good sword through the face and they died and that was that. But the monsters down here… 
 
    He couldn’t fight. Instead, Toren ran or hid from everything he encountered these days, which was very annoying. Of course, he could ambush foes or lure them into the dungeon’s many traps, but the monsters around here had memorized the dungeon’s layout as well. It was easy to pop a few Shield Spiders now and then, but that wasn’t fighting. 
 
    He wanted to kill things. He wanted to get stronger. Toren had thought about how to take down the larger monsters time and time again. The problem was that he had only two good options and neither worked. The first was to charge at the enemy and hack at them until they died. That didn’t work down here. The second was to use his newfound ability, his Skill that allowed him to reanimate dead bodies and control them. 
 
    [Command Lesser Undead]. It was a wonderful Skill. Toren had envisioned creating an undead army to overwhelm the stupid monsters in the dungeon. However, he’d realized the flaw in his plans very early on. 
 
    There were no bodies to reanimate down here. None! 
 
    Okay, there were a few. Things died all the time in the dungeon. But precious few were suitable to be zombies, ghouls, or skeletons. Toren couldn’t reanimate large bodies or things that weren’t alive—he could command lesser undead, and that was a problem since there were few enough bodies to go round as it was. 
 
    Monsters ate bodies. And since they were hungry, they usually ate or at least gnawed on the bones as well. Toren had scoured the labyrinth at first for corpses, and found precious little to work with. True, adventurers had come down in groups to begin with, but they were looted, swallowed whole, or turned into undead by someone else. 
 
    It really wasn’t fair. All he wanted was one or two zombies or a nice ghoul to keep him company! Toren kicked at a wall, feeling down. He hadn’t been able to find or hold onto any zombies in weeks. Sure, he could reanimate a Goblin, but what then? It got eaten by the next giant thing with ten sets of teeth that came along. Toren had watched more than one of his creations get devoured while he played dead. 
 
    He’d gloomily reanimated the corpse of a mouse with poisonous fangs and watched it shamble-scurry about just the other day. It had bitten a Cave Goblin’s toes for a good minute before the Goblin finally stepped on it. 
 
    Life wasn’t fair. All he wanted was to kill things. Was that too much to ask? But no, monsters actually defended themselves. Toren kicked along, turning left and right, following a route he’d memorized a long time ago. It wasn’t fair! It was all someone else’s fault. Toren was hazy on the details, but he blamed Lyonette. Or Mrsha. Yes, it was that stupid white Gnoll’s fault he was down here! Or Erin’s— 
 
    The undead paused. As he did, his left hand moved suddenly and grabbed the mask. Before Toren could react, he’d jammed the mask back on his head. The skeleton rearranged her body and replaced her breasts, dusting off her clothing and adjusting the mask on her face. 
 
    She couldn’t stand his whining. It was all someone else’s fault? He’d killed Erin. He’d left her to die, and now he was trapped. She was trapped. This was…fitting. 
 
    The skeleton had no notion of karma, but if she had, she would have agreed with it. Erin Solstice was dead. Despite her many faults, she had been Toren’s master. And the skeleton had let her down. Because of that, she had lost her freedom, her purpose. She was alone and that was fitting. Now all Toren could do was remember. She couldn’t forget. She could never forget. But though memory haunted her, at least Toren could use her memory to make something in the dark hell to which she’d been exiled. 
 
    Down a small corridor barely wide enough to let Toren edge through sideways. Up a flight of stairs, left down a corridor that had spikes on the ceiling. Toren tiptoed around the numerous pressure plates. She was nearly back home. 
 
    Home. Yes, incredibly, Toren did have a home. Though the dungeon was dangerous, the skeleton had noticed several features about it from the time she’d been down here. There were secrets to the dungeon, she was sure. The first one that she’d observed was that there were…flows to the dungeon. 
 
    Was that the right word? The skeleton pondered as she carefully crawled underneath a swinging axe blade. Of course, the axe was an illusion and the real axe was swinging a few feet in front of the illusion. The skeleton straightened. 
 
    Yes, flows. The corridors she was going down were filled with traps and thus not populated by most monsters. Whereas some corridors led directly into nests, where monsters had occupied the area by the tens of thousands. Like the massive Shield Spider infestation. Toren had realized that the monsters were deliberately organized, such that they didn’t crowd each other. Thus, they could prey on each other and keep their populations flourishing while any adventurer would run into one group of monsters no matter which direction they went. 
 
    And as such, there were places where monsters almost never went. Safe spots. Toren was approaching one she’d claimed now. She walked down a tunnel and entered a large, circular room with four entrances. It was a big space and had contained a single fountain, from which clear water flowed—until Toren had altered it. 
 
    There was a door in front of her. It was barely a door in truth—a collection of wood held together with rope, a glue made from Shield Spider webs, and luck, but Toren carefully opened it and stepped inside. She looked around approvingly. 
 
    It was a strange room that Toren had created. Gone was the empty room. Instead, rocks and wood had been piled up into crude seats around the wood, and ‘tables’ were likewise set about. It had been the work of weeks to push or shove the heavy stones that Toren had found around the dungeon to this spot. But it had been worth it. 
 
    Her home had a bar, a small storage area, doors on all four entrances—and cups and plates! They were the remains of armor that Toren had hammered into vague approximations of what they should be and were ready to be served. Toren had a few daggers for cutlery, and best of all, food. 
 
    She checked on a barrel standing next to her bar. It was filled with a soupy orange-green mess that was liquefied maggot guts and fungi. Toren stirred it with one finger, and checked on the fungi growing from the top. Good! She could probably harvest that as an alternate food if it kept growing. 
 
    Food and drink. Toren turned to the fountain in the center of the room. She strongly suspected the clear ‘water’ flowing forth was in fact a deadly poison, but it looked like water and that was good enough for her. She sat at her bar and polished the rough surface with her hands. Yes, this was her home, her safe place in the dungeon. It was hers. She had built it. 
 
    Her inn. 
 
    Toren’s hand shifted as she polished the bar. Her other hand rose and nudged the mask aside for a second. Toren grumpily looked around the room. It was her project. Hers, not his. He, the male Toren, hated it. 
 
    An inn. Why an inn? What was the point? Toren replaced the mask and slapped the side of her head. The point was that Erin had done it! The point was that they needed Erin, needed her guidance. 
 
    Needed her? The mask landed on the bar as Toren scowled, his jaw clattering together noisily. Erin had never helped them! She’d never cared about Toren. 
 
    That was untrue. The mask on Toren’s face slipped slightly as she shook her head. Erin had cared. She was just—even if she hadn’t known that Toren could think, she had given them orders, given them a place to be. They needed her more than she needed them. 
 
    Again the hand tore the mask loose, this time breaking the strap that held it in place. Toren nearly broke the mask on the counter, but knew that if he did, there would be trouble. He trembled in place, his anger rising. 
 
    Need? Erin? She was a fool! Erin had given them nothing! Nothing but bad orders and boredom! She’d ignored them, made them do trivial things, given them the bells. There was no point to this! 
 
    He nearly kicked over the barrel of monster guts, nearly smashed the bar he was standing at. Toren had picked up a ‘chair’ that was just a large rock when he hesitated. He put the rock down and sat at the table. 
 
    Erin was dead. She had never needed him, and he was better off without her. That was what Toren told himself. And yet, he sat at the inn, staring at the piled up stones and bits of moldy wood and saw a different inn in his mind. He heard singing, saw a young woman smiling as she played chess and sat at a table. For a second, Toren heard her calling his name. 
 
    He turned away. He stood up and gently picked up the mask and hung it from his belt once more. Toren left the inn. There was nothing for him here anyways. Nothing but memory. 
 
    And regret. 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    She needed a new name. That was what Toren concluded after walking about the dungeon. He did that most days, when she wasn’t in charge. He hunted for monsters he could kill or interesting places in the dungeon. Many spots were too dangerous to enter, but Toren was mapping out the dungeon room by room. Someday he’d kill everything living down here, and until that day, he made notes. 
 
    But she needed a name. Something to separate her from him in his head. Toren wasn’t good with names, but he thought that she should have one. Obviously he had a name. Toren was his name because he was first. She could be someone else. 
 
    Torina, perhaps. Torena? Toren walked along, thinking of names. How about Torene? That was appropriate? 
 
    Toreya? Torin? Tofu? He’d heard Erin say that word once. To…Torere? Torren? Taren? Talene? Tirian? Torenscialicus? Torja? Torka? Maybe he was being too hung up on the name being like his. A name could be anything, after all. 
 
    Toyan? Rebecca? Towai? Westrica Emerset the Fifth? Tohen? Tohan? Tuhill? Clarencia Valtross? Zanzibar? Manifood? Food? Lieutenant Bones? Papyrus? Toiren? Nekhret? Bonesy? Laya? Seredifany? Sans? T…Timothy? 
 
    None of these names worked. Toren sighed, predicting another fight. Why was she here, anyways? Why did she exist? Why had she appeared when he’d put on the clothes? It had just been a thought, and yet here she was. She controlled his body, argued with him, and had her own goals. She even fought differently from him. Maybe she was— 
 
    A light in the darkness ahead of him. Toren froze and hurried backwards. He’d come around the corner of a very long tunnel filled with arrow traps. He peeked ahead into the darkness. What was that he’d spotted? He saw, far in the distance, a figure moving slowly down the corridor. There was a light, a bright blue crackle of magic in the darkness. The flames in Toren’s eyes grew bright as he recognized the figure. 
 
    Him! 
 
    The hunter had come again today. He was prowling the corridors, a shimmering, distant speck of light. Toren quickly pulled back his head before the hunter looked his way. 
 
    Dangerous. Oh, so dangerous. The hunter would kill him if he looked at Toren, even if it was from the end of a distant corridor. He couldn’t be ambushed, not him. He was clever; he avoided traps and noticed groups of monsters coming his way. And he was strong. He could kill the strong monsters roaming the dungeon. Not all of them, not the truly terrifying things, but far more than Toren. 
 
    And he wasn’t alone, was he? He had the other two with him. Together they could help the hunter kill so much. Toren was jealous, but he hid, creeping in the opposite direction, ready to collapse into a pile of bones. The hunter would kill him forever if Toren revealed himself. He’d killed Toren once, so long ago…what was his name? He had been there, in the inn. What was his name? Toren tried to remember as he hurried away. Ah yes, how could he forget? He couldn’t. Not really. The hunter’s name was— 
 
    Halrac. 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    “Halrac?” 
 
    The [Scout] stared down the long tunnel and didn’t acknowledge the voice. He focused intently on the place where the corridor turned right. He didn’t quite draw the enchanted arrow he held in his left hand, but it was resting against his bow. He could have it in the air in a fraction of a second if he needed to. 
 
    But the question was, had he seen something? The [Scout] waited in the darkness, searching for signs of movement. His eyes were superior to an owl’s in the pitch blackness thanks to the Skills that enhanced his vision. He waited. 
 
    Nothing. Whatever he’d seen was gone. Halrac didn’t relax, but shifted his attention away from the corridor. If whatever it was reappeared, he’d hit it from afar. 
 
    “Halrac!” 
 
    The voice called out impatiently behind him. Halrac turned. The glow of a lantern made him squint. Revi lowered the lantern. 
 
    “Sorry. But you have to respond when I call your name.” 
 
    “Keep back.” 
 
    Halrac’s tone was brusque, and his voice was rusty from disuse. Revi halted before entering the corridor. She sniffed. 
 
    “I’m not an idiot. Have you swept it for traps?” 
 
    “Too many. I’m heading back.” 
 
    The Gold-rank adventurer turned abruptly. He walked back down the tunnel the way Revi had come from, his footsteps making no noise. Halrac was dressed in dark clothing and leather armor. His face was set, focused, devoid of any hint of laughter or a smile. He was a Gold-rank adventurer and a member of Griffon Hunt, a well-respected Gold-rank team. 
 
    He looked grim. That was appropriate, given that his unofficial nickname was Halrac the Grim. But those who knew him well would have agreed that his mood today was troubling. One such person followed Halrac. Revi was hardly as quiet as he was, although she did try. The Stitch-Woman was in her late twenties and sighed impatiently. 
 
    “Okay, we’re going back. What’s the problem? Too many? Too many what? Too many traps? Too many tripwires?” 
 
    “Too many arrows.” 
 
    Halrac grunted. His eyes roamed the tunnel constantly as he walked towards a second source of light. Typhenous, an old man with a white beard and a glowing staff, raised his head warily as they approached but relaxed as Halrac made a gesture. He returned it and stood. 
 
    “It has been quiet. Did Revi convince you to come back, Halrac?” 
 
    Revi rolled her eyes. She and Typhenous were also Gold-rank adventurers and also members of Griffon Hunt. Both were [Mages], although they were widely different in specialization. Revi was a [Summoner] who could conjure spectral warriors and animals to do her bidding. Typhenous was a generalist [Mage], specializing in defensive magic and wards. 
 
    “I didn’t get a chance to ask him. He’s not talking to me.” 
 
    “Ah.” 
 
    Typhenous shifted his grip on his staff as he looked at Halrac. There was sympathy in his eyes, as well as resignation. Halrac ignored both mages as he walked down the tunnel. Revi glared at his back, but followed him after Halrac had gotten a head start of about forty paces. She and Typhenous walked together, talking quietly. Halrac heard them as they whispered behind him. 
 
    “He’s not said more than four sentences today. Which is progress, I suppose.” 
 
    The Stitch-Woman’s tone was acidic, and though she kept her voice low, her words were aimed at Halrac. Typhenous sighed and stroked his beard. 
 
    “Do you expect more of him, Revi? The man is doing his job.” 
 
    “That’s not what I’m complaining about and you know it, Typhenous! Halrac shouldn’t be down here. He should be above, not scouting the dungeon! You know that it’s risky for him, especially after—” 
 
    “And what should he do above, pray? Sit about and do nothing? He is mourning in his own way.” 
 
    “It’s not healthy. I know he’s grieving, but he hasn’t said a word to me. We’re his teammates! It’s not like we don’t understand. We knew Ulrien too—” 
 
    Halrac closed his ears, or tried to. He walked further ahead, eyes scanning every inch of the tunnel. There was a junction ahead. They’d come from the left, so Halrac turned right. Typhenous’ voice was low as he replied. 
 
    “I know. But Revi, they were comrades who knew each other for decades. We joined the party not two years ago.” 
 
    “That’s enough! Does he think we didn’t care? I was there, and so were you! How could we not be affected? But we can’t just go down here day after day—” 
 
    Revi’s voice had risen beyond a whisper. Halrac stopped and turned his head back. 
 
    “Quiet.” 
 
    The Stitch-Woman fell silent at once. Halrac waited a beat and then turned back to the corridor. It was too still. Halrac’s [Dangersense] was ringing silently in his head. He knew from experience that monsters liked to lie in ambush, and this corridor had opened up to a very high ceiling. The [Scout] stared up silently as the two adventurers waited far behind him. 
 
    This was Halrac’s job. As a [Scout], he was both guide and trap finder, capable of analyzing threats and leading his groups away from ambushes. In the dungeon his role was essential. Halrac peered up. 
 
    It was dark at the ceiling of the tunnel. Too dark, even for the shadows up there. The [Scout] noticed something shift and reacted immediately. His bow came up, and the crackling blue arrow sped upwards. It struck the creature hanging there, and Halrac heard a scream and the crackle of lightning. 
 
    “Halrac!” 
 
    Revi’s voice was a shout now, as whatever was on the ceiling dropped to the ground. Halrac heard her and Typhenous running forwards. His hands were already moving towards his quiver. 
 
    “Bagrhaven!” 
 
    He shouted the word and put an arrow to his bowstring, drew, and loosed in one movement. This arrow was plain wood, though tipped with steel, and it sped towards the giant raven woman. The Bagrhaven, a deformed Human woman with long arms and razor sharp talons and teeth, stumbled as the second arrow struck her in the chest. 
 
    She regained her footing and charged as Halrac sent another arrow into her stomach. Bagrhavens were very tough and didn’t register pain or damage until after a battle was over. Undeterred, Halrac loosed another arrow and another as the Bagrhaven charged him down the narrow tunnel. He could hear more screams behind her. 
 
    “There’s a nest!” 
 
    “I hear it! Give us a second!” 
 
    Halrac did just that. His hands were a blur as he plucked more arrows out of the quiver and loosed them, keeping two in his fingers as he did. Three, two, one, grab more arrows. Three, two, one… 
 
    The Bagrhaven screamed as she pelted down the tunnel. The noise was terrific in the enclosed space, and magical, designed to spread fear into the hearts of her opponents. Halrac’s heart jumped wildly, but he overrode the trembling that threatened to affect his aim. 
 
    The fear effect must have struck Revi and Typhenous too, but they were seasoned adventurers and had their own ways of coping with lesser fear effects. Halrac saw Typhenous come to a halt next to him. The mage’s robes swirled about him as he raised his staff and aimed it at the other Bagrhavens coming out of the shadows. 
 
    “[Sticky Webs]. [Barrier of Air].” 
 
    A sticky thread shot across the gap, tangling the Bagrhavens’ claws, and at the same time a whirling barrier of air appeared behind the Bagrhavens. They fought to get free of the webs, turning and realizing they were trapped as Halrac’s arrows finally downed the first Bagrhaven. She staggered and fell, her chest scorched by his arrow of shocking, the rest of her body pincushioned by his other arrows. Halrac switched targets, and his next arrow struck one of the Bagrhavens in the eye, eliciting a scream. 
 
    As Typhenous webbed more Bagrhavens, Revi completed her preparations. She had in her hands a bit of calcified horn, and both it and her hands glowed as she raised them into the air. 
 
    “Burn them to ash and dust! Corusdeer, heed my call!” 
 
    Revi pointed, and a flaming apparition cantered into life. Halrac felt the incredible heat as the Corusdeer charged the other Bagrhavens. Caught between Typhenous’ barriers and Halrac’s arrows, the raven women fell to the Corusdeer’s blazing horns as it impaled one and trampled the other. 
 
    It was over. Halrac put several arrows into each corpse and saw one twitch as Revi’s flaming Corusdeer disappeared. Still, he was the only one to go over, at first. Halrac knelt, stabbed each Bagrhaven around their throat, and then got to work. 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    It was a grisly task, dismembering corpses. Bagrhavens resembled Humans enough to look like naked feathered women under a certain light. Halrac ignored their filthy, scorched bodies as he sawed at their arms and plucked feathers. Revi, wrinkling her nose at the smell, did likewise. She had put on gloves for the task. Typhenous, who had not, stood back, his staff glowing, keeping an eye out in both directions. 
 
    “See, it was good we were here, wasn’t it, Halrac? If you’d had to tackle that nest by yourself, what would you have done?” 
 
    “Poison arrows.” 
 
    Halrac grunted as he put the feathers into a bag. The Bagrhaven’s talons he stowed in the same spot. His personal bag of holding couldn’t hold much, but the only valuable parts of a Bagrhaven were their claws and feathers. Revi scowled at him as she dropped a pile of feathers in front of him. 
 
    “Ass. You’d waste more money using enchanted arrows—or good poisons—hunting Bagrhavens than you’d earn.” 
 
    “Not the point. They were guarding something. Up ahead.” 
 
    Halrac stood, pushing the rest of the feathers into his bag of holding. Revi glared. 
 
    “You can’t keep going down here solo! Halrac, you need to talk to us!” 
 
    The [Scout]’s silence was a reply in itself. Revi stomped back to Typhenous as Halrac cautiously entered the room at the far end of the hall. He was wary, expecting a nest and eggs perhaps, but what he found was far better. A glittering mound of jewelry was piled up around a feathery nest, the hoard of the greedy Bagrhavens. 
 
    For a few seconds, Halrac just stared at the glittering gems in the darkness. He didn’t feel happy to see the treasure. A month ago he might have been excited. Wary, of course. He would have signaled his group, and Ulrien would have cautioned everyone not to touch the rings and brooches and necklaces until they’d been analyzed. Needlessly, of course, but the warning would have been reassuring. He would have given Halrac a nod and a slow smile— 
 
    The [Scout] closed his eyes, taking just a moment to think of his friend. Ulrien. He had died weeks ago, in an inn, battling a traitorous Named Adventurer, Regrika Blackpaw. He had died and Halrac had lived. That was all there was to it. Ulrien had died and his team had broken, just as Halrac’s heart had broken as he sent his friend off. 
 
    Now Halrac was alive and that was all. Nothing mattered anymore. He raised his voice and called back towards Revi and Typhenous. 
 
    “Come on in.” 
 
    He didn’t mention the treasure, but Revi’s gasp and Typhenous’ murmur proved they could see. Neither [Mage] took a step towards the nest, though. They scrutinized the room warily. Revi looked at Typhenous and Halrac. 
 
    “Traps?” 
 
    “None that I can see.” 
 
    “Nor I. What are the chances the rings are cursed, though?” 
 
    “Certain. Look.” 
 
    Halrac pointed with an arrow at one ring. He’d spotted a bit of rotten flesh still stuck to the inside of the ring. Revi wrinkled her nose. 
 
    “Great. The Bagrhavens probably plundered some other part of the dungeon. Okay, who wants to pick it up? I’ve got an empty bag of holding—” 
 
    “Give it to me.” 
 
    Halrac took the bag and approached the treasure pile. He didn’t touch any of the jewelry but carefully shifted it into the bag, using an arrow to pick up the items one at a time. He was ready to jump back, but nothing happened. Halrac closed the bag and handed it back to Revi. 
 
    “Any good [Enchanters] in Liscor?” 
 
    “None worth mentioning. We’ll have to send this to Invrisil by Runner to get it analyzed, I bet. There’d better be at least one good ring in there, or I’m going to be upset.” 
 
    Revi shook her head as the adventurers retraced their steps. She eyed Halrac as they came back to the corridor with the one remaining unexplored passageway. 
 
    “Going to continue?” 
 
    “Are you?” 
 
    He looked at her. Revi folded her arms. 
 
    “If you stay, we stay.” 
 
    Halrac stared at her, grunted, and then walked back the way they had come. Revi sighed but followed. 
 
    It was a quiet walk back to the chasm where they’d come in. Halrac stared up towards the sky, noting how the layer of water between sky and dungeon had grown since he’d passed through via rope. This wasn’t the official entrance to the dungeon—that way led through a maze of trapped rooms. It had yet to be cleared, and though Griffon Hunt had been working with the Halfseekers to go through the more cautious way, of late Halrac had been coming into the dungeon through the rift in the ground. It was far more dangerous because the escape route was perilous, a long climb back upwards, but Halrac didn’t care. 
 
    “Dead gods, I hate climbing back up. Revi, my dear, would you be so kind as to lend me one of your spirits?” 
 
    Revi sighed as she summoned two spectral warriors. 
 
    “Fine. Just wait until they climb up. You can hold onto the rope, can’t you?” 
 
    Halrac grunted impatiently as Typhenous nodded. The summoned warriors reached the top, climbing swiftly through the water barrier and up to the surface. They grabbed the long ropes that hung down, and both Revi and Typhenous hung on as they began to pull the [Mages] up. 
 
    “Coming, Halrac?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    The [Scout] gave the [Mages] a head start and then climbed up his rope himself. He paused as he got to the barrier of water over the dungeon’s ‘roof’. It was just water, prevented from entering the dungeon by some kind of barrier. He took a breath and climbed rapidly into the water. 
 
    Instantly he was wet and felt the water swirling around him. Doggedly, Halrac climbed up through it. Two feet, five feet, eight…he broke through and felt rain pouring down on top of him. 
 
    “Gah! I forgot it’s still raining!” 
 
    It was another world above. Revi’s sour voice came from overhead as she and Typhenous were hoisted up by the summoned spirits. Halrac shook water out of his eyes and kept climbing. When he reached the top, Revi offered him a hand. Halrac didn’t take it. He clambered onto the wet grass and began hauling the rope up behind him. 
 
    “Halrac! Just let the summoned warriors do it!” 
 
    Revi was impatient as Typhenous cast a shield of air above them to keep the rain away. Halrac let a shining warrior that looked like a long-dead soldier haul up the sodden rope and deposit it into his bag of holding. It was a practice all good adventurers followed—don’t leave an exit for monsters to use. Many could climb, and a hanging rope was an invitation for disaster. 
 
    “Back to Liscor?” 
 
    Typhenous looked inquiringly at Halrac. The man nodded, and they began their slow walk across the Floodplains to Liscor in the distance. It was a wet, slippery walk in silence. Halrac eyed the pools of water forming in the valleys as he, Revi, and Typhenous stuck to higher ground. How long until the water rose to the point where it would become impossible to walk anywhere? By that time, both entrances to the dungeon would be flooded. What then? 
 
    Revi must have been thinking the same thing. She looked hesitantly at Halrac, scowled, and spoke. 
 
    “Okay, I know I’ve been bothering you all day. But you have to talk eventually, Halrac.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    The [Scout] looked at her. Revi glared back. 
 
    “About? About anything, you flax-headed idiot! You’ve been going into the dungeon at the crack of dawn each day, not talking to us, your teammates! We have to follow you everywhere, since you won’t tell us what you’re doing! This is not how a Gold-rank team should act!” 
 
    That was true. Halrac paused a second, feeling guilty. Ulrien would have been ashamed. But he was dead. 
 
    “Ulrien’s gone. We’re a team without a leader. Understrength.” 
 
    “The Halfseekers have only three members.” 
 
    “The Halfseekers have a [Warrior], a [Rogue], and a [Mage]. We have two [Mages] and a [Scout].” 
 
    The Stitch-Woman pursed her lips sourly, but Halrac had a point. Smaller groups of adventurers demanded at least one front-line fighter, or risked being overwhelmed by numbers. 
 
    “Then why are you trying to solo a dungeon?” 
 
    “That’s my choice. I didn’t ask you to join me. In fact, I told you not to come.” 
 
    “And leave you behind? What kind of team would we be if we did that? But I’m telling you Halrac, if we keep doing this, one day the Bagrhavens will get the drop on us, and we’ll all be—” 
 
    “Then quit.” 
 
    Halrac turned on Revi, his patience exhausted. She stopped, eyes wide, and Typhenous halted as well. The [Scout]’s voice was curt. 
 
    “Quit. I’m not asking you to stay. Ulrien held us together, and he’s gone. We’re not a team any longer. So leave and find a better team.” 
 
    He meant that sincerely. Revi was young, and a gifted [Summoner]. She could find another group easily, as could Typhenous. [Mages] were in high demand with most groups. To his surprise, Revi glared. The Stitch-Woman had changed her hairstyle for the wet season to short-cropped hair. But she tossed her head as if she still had her long ponytail. 
 
    “Are you an idiot? Us? Quit? Do you think we’re the kind of adventurers who run off the instant our teammates die? What would other people think if we did? Typhenous and I would be blacklisted in an instant!” 
 
    That was true. Halrac grunted. 
 
    “Then stay and let me do my work.” 
 
    “Oh, and let you die I suppose? And how would that look? First we lose our team leader, then we let our [Scout] wander off and get himself killed?” 
 
    Revi snorted. Halrac glared at her, but she was right on both counts. He knew what he’d do if he had a teammate going rogue. Typhenous’ voice was diplomatic, but his tone was no less firm as he stepped up besides Revi. 
 
    “We are a team, Halrac. I know we are new, compared to Ulrien and the former members of Griffon Hunt, but we are a team nonetheless. And a team looks after their own.” 
 
    “Precisely. If you keep running off, I’ll summon my warriors to hold you down and Typhenous will web you to your bed.” 
 
    The [Summoner] glared at Halrac, her eyes bright as he met them, no emotion showing on his face. Revi blinked, and then blinked again. Her voice was loud and angry, but tinged with more than just anger. 
 
    “It’s not fair that you shut us out! It’s not like we weren’t there! It’s not like we don’t miss him. Ulrien—don’t you think I think about how I could have stopped it? I would have summoned all my warriors if I’d known—it was too quick. I—” 
 
    She broke off, turning her gaze away. Halrac felt a pang. He saw Typhenous rest a hand on Revi’s shoulder, her shrugging the hand away. Typhenous’ voice was soft. 
 
    “The fault is not yours alone, Revi. I was completely caught off-guard by Regrika Blackpaw as well. Her abilities, that of her companion—we underestimated her far too badly. Had I a second chance, I would have fought differently. But there is no way to turn back time. Ulrien was our leader. He was first into battle, first to fall. Defending us.” 
 
    “And we failed him.” 
 
    Revi’s back was turned. Her voice was thick. Halrac looked at her and nodded as the rain soaked his back. 
 
    “We did.” 
 
    The Stitch-Woman looked up, and Typhenous glanced at him, brows furrowed. Halrac stared distantly towards a hilltop next to Liscor, at an inn sitting darkly on the hilltop. He spoke quietly. 
 
    “We did fail him.” 
 
    That was all. He looked at Revi and Typhenous, his teammates. They stared back somberly, wet with the rain, quiet. Halrac averted his gaze, began to walk towards Liscor. He did not walk towards the inn, did not say anything more. Revi and Typhenous followed after a minute. Not much had changed, and yet, Halrac had said it. 
 
    We failed him. We. The group walked quietly towards the city, passing through the gates, dispirited, quiet. Halrac walked down the empty streets until he heard a scream. 
 
    “Help!” 
 
    It was a panicked shout from a street over. Halrac heard other voices raised in panic and broke into a run. Behind him, Revi and Typhenous jerked. They both took a step in the same direction, ran into each other, and fell. Halrac raced down the street. He was no [Guardsman], no hero or citizen of the city. But he was an adventurer, and adventurers are bound to help those in need. 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    “Help! Monster attack! Ancestors, help me!” 
 
    The voice was loud and high-pitched. It came from a Drake, a male one, running for his life and screaming at the top of his lungs. He fled down the rain-soaked street as something lurched after him, a huge bulbous mass of liquid, sliding towards him, mouth agape. It was dark green and brown and oozed as the rain pelted it. A Sewer Slime, engorged and massive. It had oozed out of the drainage system and set on the first prey it could find. The Drake ran, calling out for help. 
 
    And it was adventurers who found him. Liscor was rife with adventurers, due to the new dungeon. True, many were low-level, local adventurers who had come here to brave the dungeon but reconsidered when they heard stories of the dangers lurking within. But there were some, a chosen few, who had come from further abroad. They were the only groups to enjoy any kind of success in the dungeon, the elite among their kind. 
 
    Some might call them heroes. The team of Thunder’s Kiss would never refer to themselves by such a title, of course, but they weren’t about to stop anyone from saying so. They raced down the street. Their leader, a big Drake with a warhammer, shouted triumphantly as they saw a Drake running towards them. 
 
    “Don’t worry, help has arriv—” 
 
    He broke off as he saw two other groups of adventurers turn towards him. The team of Thunder’s Kiss skidded to a stop, two of their number slipping and falling with a crash onto the street. There were a lot of adventurers in Liscor. Fifteen of them now stood in the street, answering the call for help. They exclaimed as they saw the slime following the Drake. 
 
    “Dead gods, it’s massive!” 
 
    Thunder’s Kiss stopped as they saw the Sewer Slime chasing the Drake. It was lurching along, extending a small part of itself to grab at the Drake and then rolling forwards. It wasn’t quick, but it had a good momentum going on the slick cobblestones, and the Drake was having trouble both avoiding it and running on the wet paving stones. 
 
    “Help me!” 
 
    He called out to the adventurers desperately. They looked at each other. They were the third team to arrive, but the other adventurers in the street looked just as confused as to how to tackle the huge slime. 
 
    “Spread out. Let’s get ready to engage!” 
 
    The team leader called out uncertainly to his companions, and the four Humans and three Drakes hesitantly spread out across the street. All of them were nervous. They were a Bronze-rank team, and while they’d killed slimes before, they’d never seen one this big. 
 
    “How are we supposed to kill it?” 
 
    Thunder’s Kiss was a melee-focused team with no ranged support. They saw the other two teams attacking the slime from afar, one [Mage] pelting it with small orbs of fire that sizzled out on contact, and some loosing arrows futilely into the slime’s side. The Sewer Slime seemed to enjoy the attention, and it rolled towards the adventurers, who backed up. 
 
    “You kill a slime by removing the mana core, right? Or crushing it?” 
 
    One of the Humans stared at the slime. Normally it was easy to pull out a slime’s core, but in this one? The Sewer Slime had come from the sewers and as such it was comprised of waste. Specifically, fecal matter, urine, dead rat corpses…the adventurers shuddered at the idea of putting a hand into that thing, let alone stepping into it as they’d have to do. 
 
    “Uh, let’s cut at it. Thotiss, Remar, take the left. We’ll attack and fall back, got it?” 
 
    The adventurers were hesitantly moving down the street, shouting in confusion at each other as the Sewer Slime rolled forwards. It looked completely unconcerned by the adventurers in front of it, and the leader of Thunder’s Kiss realized with a sinking heart that all three teams were Bronze-rank. 
 
    He gulped as the Sewer Slime rolled forwards and then heard pounding boots. He turned and saw a man running down the street. He had a bow in hand and his face was instantly recognizable to some of the adventurers. One of the Bronze-rank adventurers cried out and pointed. 
 
    “It’s him!” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “That’s Halrac! Halrac the Grim!” 
 
    Instantly, the Bronze-rank teams sagged in relief. They turned to look at Halrac as the [Scout] took in the scene in a moment. He stared at the Sewer Slime with narrowed eyes. The adventurers waited for him to kill the slime, but to everyone’s surprise, he turned to the leader of Thunder’s Kiss. 
 
    “Are you the team leader of this group?” 
 
    “Me? I, uh, yes, I am!” 
 
    The Drake faltered. Halrac nodded to the warhammer in his hands. 
 
    “Can your team kill the slime? The mana core is in the upper left hand side. If your team charges it, you can probably scatter it enough to remove the core. If you can’t do that, stall it long enough for my companions to arrive.” 
 
    “Us? But you’re a Gold-rank adventurer!” 
 
    The Drake looked at Halrac with wide eyes. The [Scout] frowned at him. 
 
    “I’m an [Archer]. That’s a slime. You can destroy its body. Send your team in.” 
 
    It was an order, not a question. The leader of Thunder’s Kiss looked at the slime and shuddered as he saw its foul body. The ‘water’ that made up its round body was practically opaque with filth. He tried to argue with Halrac as the slime broke off from the adventurers and turned towards a house, looking inquisitive. 
 
    “Look, Mister Halrac, we’re a team of our own. Thunder’s Kiss? We can help you fight the slime, but telling us to charge into it is a bit—” 
 
    Halrac ignored the Drake, keeping his eyes on the Sewer Slime. He cursed as it stopped rolling forwards and turned to one side. It pressed itself against a doorway, and, to the horror of the Bronze-rank adventurers, they heard a scream as the Sewer Slime began leaking into a house, going through both the cracks in the closed shutters and windows. 
 
    “Oh no! We’ve got to stop it!” 
 
    “Move around the back! Let’s go! We’ll hit it from behind!” 
 
    The leader of Thunder’s Kiss ordered his group, and they started towards the slime. Halrac shook his head. 
 
    “Too late. Back up.” 
 
    So saying he produced a glowing arrow that crackled as he set it to his bow. The Bronze-rank adventurers, seeing it, backed up at once. Halrac drew the arrow to the bow and calmly sighted down the shaft as the Sewer Slime continued to leak into the house. He aimed directly at the small glowing stone floating in the mess of the Sewer Slime’s body. 
 
    “[Piercing Shot].” 
 
    The arrow sped into the slime’s body, directly towards the mana core. It penetrated deep as the slime’s body consumed it, and then detonated in a flash of lightning. The team of Thunder’s Kiss averted their eyes as the slime’s entire body lit up. They saw it shudder, and then saw the mana stone had cracked. The slime slowly collapsed, its body turning into a tidal wave of foul liquid that splashed the nearest adventurers, to their horror. Inside the house, the screams of terror had turned to screams of deep offense. 
 
    “It’s dead!” 
 
    The other adventurers stared at Halrac in awe. The [Scout] was scowling and shaking his head. The leader of Thunder’s Kiss stared at him. 
 
    “If you could do that, why didn’t you do that earlier?” 
 
    Halrac just glared at him. He turned his head as someone shouted behind him. 
 
    “Halrac!” 
 
    Revi and Typhenous, drenched and muddy, ran up. They were winded and scraped from their fall. Revi looked about. 
 
    “What happened? Was there a monster?” 
 
    “Big sewer slime. Had to shoot it with an arrow of shocking.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Revi shouted in outrage. She looked at the adventurers. More were still arriving in the street, as had four members of the City Watch. They milled about, asking what had happened and what that smell was. Revi listened to a scrambled account of what had happened—and then rounded on the leader of Thunder’s Kiss. 
 
    “You! What were you lot doing, just standing around? Halrac told you to attack the Sewer Slime, and you lot just argued with him?” 
 
    “He told us to charge into that thing!” 
 
    The burly Drake protested as Revi glared at him. He was twice as large as she was, but she was a Gold-rank adventurer and he was Bronze. He quailed as Revi’s eyes flashed with fury. 
 
    “He told you to charge the slime because arrows are practically useless against it! Dead gods, are you rookies all idiots? All you had to do was splatter the slime so you could reach the core! Instead, you made Halrac deal with it, and to kill the slime, he had to use a magic arrow!” 
 
    She pointed accusingly at Halrac’s bow. 
 
    “Do you know how much an enchanted arrow of shocking costs? It’s better to have a warrior attack slimes, or mages! But no, you lot had to make Halrac go and waste an arrow! A cracked mana stone is barely worth the cost of an enchanted arrow, and that’s without the hassle of having to sell it!” 
 
    Her ranting had silenced the street. The Bronze-rank adventurers shuffled their feet, not daring to look Revi in the eye. Typhenous sighed and felt at his sore back. Halrac ignored Revi as he squatted over the cracked mana stone, eying it with distaste. He pulled out a canteen and washed the mana stone before putting the pieces of it into a bag of holding. Revi stormed away from the team of Thunder’s Kiss as the City Watch began taking notes on the damage and assisting the female Gnoll whose house had been partially flooded. 
 
    “Amateurs! Sands save me from greenhorns without an idea of how to fight the most basic of monsters!” 
 
    Revi groused to Halrac and Typhenous, not bothering to lower her voice. The Bronze-rank adventurers were crimson with humiliation, and most of them left in a hurry before people could connect their faces with her words. Typhenous shook his head as he surveyed the Sewer Slime’s remains with a wrinkled nose. He waved his staff as the liquid and…other remains began flowing out of the house and into the street, much to the relief of the Gnolls and [Guardsmen] inside. 
 
    “Help me with shifting this, would you, Revi? Don’t be too hard on the adventurers. Fighting a giant slime is dangerous.” 
 
    The Stitch-Woman grumpily complied with her wand. Together, they forced the liquid out of the house and back into the sewers where it hopefully wouldn’t reform into another slime. 
 
    “I’m not saying they had to beat it by themselves, but when a Gold-rank adventurer gives them an order they should obey it! If this had been more serious—” 
 
    “It’s not. The slime’s dead. Drop it, Revi.” 
 
    Halrac cut her off shortly. Revi sighed but closed her mouth. She was aware that her words carried a lot of weight in the adventuring community. Gold-rank adventurers were celebrities to low-level adventurers just starting out. It wasn’t good form to badmouth them too harshly, but it was a bit insulting to see how incompetent some of them were! Revi eyed her befouled boots and sighed. 
 
    “Let’s go wash up. I want a bath, and we have to arrange for someone to look at the treasure we found. Halrac, how about we—oh, what now?” 
 
    She turned and scowled at the team of five adventurers who were standing behind her. They smiled nervously. Typhenous nudged Revi, and she sighed. 
 
    “Hello? Can we help you?” 
 
    This team was a group of five adventurers. A tall Jackal [Mage], a short woman with Dwarvish blood, a Drake with black scales, a Gnoll, and a woman with a curved sword. Revi felt like she’d seen them about before, but they were clearly not Gold-rank. Silver, probably. The Jackal Beastkin cleared his throat. 
 
    “Excuse me, Miss Revi? We’re a team of Silver-rank adventurers, Vuliel Drae. Could we trouble you for a word about the dungeon?” 
 
    Revi ground her teeth together. The last thing she wanted was to talk. She wanted a bath and to replace the stitches around her right arm. They felt like they were coming loose. But it was a courtesy to exchange information. 
 
    “Yeah, we can do that. Are you planning on going in? I’d advise against it. Silver-rank teams shouldn’t enter that dungeon.” 
 
    She was aware of Halrac and Typhenous appraising the other group. Both Griffon Hunt and Vuliel Drae were at the center of attention, and Revi could see other groups pointing to both teams. She heard whispers. Was this Vuliel Drae a big deal or something? 
 
    “We appreciate that, but we can handle ourselves, Miss Revi. We’ve been in the dungeon once before. We were hoping to compare notes, ask what direction you’ve gone in. We’re hoping to find another artifact today.” 
 
    The black-scaled Drake raised his voice as he replied to Revi. His leader, the Jackal, frowned at him, but the other three members of the group seemed to enjoy the murmurs that remark caused. Typhenous raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “That’s quite ambitious of you.” 
 
    He didn’t remark that it was also rude to assume that Griffon Hunt would just hand over the maps they’d worked on. Adventuring was a competition, after all. The Jackal seemed to sense that and spoke in a placating tone. 
 
    “I think my teammate is being presumptuous. My apologies. We are a Silver-rank team, but we have faith in our abilities, and we’d of course be willing to pay for information. We just don’t want to tread through used tunnels. If you’re willing, we’ll pool our knowledge and return the favor when we return—” 
 
    “No deal.” 
 
    Halrac interrupted the Jackal. He shook his head at the astonished team of Vuliel Drae. He nodded to Revi and Typhenous as he addressed them and the crowd. 
 
    “We’re not helping Silver-ranks kill themselves. Go find another request to do. This dungeon will be classified as Gold-rank or higher.” 
 
    “Gold-rank?” 
 
    “Is he serious?” 
 
    Halrac’s words provoked a stir in the adventurers around him. It was customary for Adventurer’s Guilds to rank a dungeon, to tell adventurers what the minimum rank should be to enter. It was very common to rank a dungeon as Silver or Bronze. But Gold? The team of Vuliel Drae looked dismayed by Halrac’s words, but then the short Dwarf-woman thrust her way forwards. She thrust her bearded chin out at Halrac. 
 
    “You might think we’re your run-of-the-mill Silver-ranks, but we’ve handled ourselves in the dungeon before, tall-legs! Haven’t you heard? We were the first group to find treasure in the dungeon!” 
 
    There were nods at that, and Revi saw the other adventurers eying the five as they held themselves proudly. She frowned skeptically. 
 
    “You lot? What did you say your group’s name was?” 
 
    Her question dismayed the five adventurers. The Drake with black scales coughed. 
 
    “Vuliel Drae? We’re, uh, the team that went into the dungeon and found a Gold-rank weapon?” 
 
    Typhenous, Revi, and Halrac exchanged glances. Halrac scowled and shook his head, remembering. Revi frowned until Typhenous whispered in her ear. She snapped her fingers. 
 
    “Oh, you’re that stupid team that got lucky? Good work, thanks to you, eight other parties have gone into that dungeon and gotten slaughtered.” 
 
    She glared at the other team. Vuliel Drae was shocked. The woman with the katana looked offended. 
 
    “It’s not our failing if the other teams died.” 
 
    “No, you just made it seem like it would be easy to find treasure. You just had to wave about that mace you found and brag about how easy it was, didn’t you? Good job.” 
 
    Revi’s voice dripped acid as she turned away. Halrac was already walking down the street, Typhenous following. Dismayed, Vuliel Drae watched them go. Revi had a few cutting words before she too left. 
 
    “I heard you only survived because you had help! Don’t count on it a second time, and don’t bother us about collaborating! Getting lucky is not the same as skill!” 
 
    With that she stormed off. The adventurers could hear her shouting at her two companions. 
 
    “Dead gods, what is it with newbies these days? At least the Horns of Hammerad actually treated us with respect. Hey, Halrac, slow down! Hey! Slow down!” 
 
      
 
    —— 
 
      
 
    There was a nasty silence after the team of Griffon Hunt had gone. Vuliel Drae, the five Silver-rank adventurers who had become famous for entering Liscor’s dungeon and emerging with a mace worth thousands of gold coins, stared at each other in embarrassment and anger afterwards, as the adventurers dispersed around them. It was Dasha, the part-Dwarf woman, who broke the silence. 
 
    “What a load of arrogant jerks! Those Gold-rank adventurers, hah, I don’t care for them! Especially the Stitch-Woman. Too full of herself, that [Mage].” 
 
    She stroked her beard, looking offended. The rest of her team nodded hesitantly, but their leader, the Jackal named Anith, looked disapproving. 
 
    “I can’t say I enjoyed being lectured, but they are Gold-rank adventurers, Dasha. They seemed to be acting in our best interests, and we were quite rude to put ourselves on their level. Insill.” 
 
    He stared pointedly at the black-scaled Drake, and Insill shifted his feet. It was the Gnoll, the fifth member of their group, who hadn’t spoken until now, who came to Insill’s defense. 
 
    “They might be Gold-rank, but they are still wrong, yes? We’re going into the dungeon, their words or not.” 
 
    He looked around and got nods from his teammates, even Anith. Vuliel Drae, the Silver-rank team, weren’t famous like Griffon Hunt or the Halfseekers, but they had successfully entered the dungeon and come back with treasure, making them local heroes. There were five of them. 
 
    Anith, their Jackal leader and [Mage]; Dasha, a Human [Warrior] with Dwarven ancestry and a full chestnut beard; Insill, a Drake [Rogue] with black scales; Larr, their [Archer]; and Pekona, a rare foreigner with a curved sword, who was an uncommon type of warrior known as a [Blade Dancer]. They had adventured together for two years now, and they were confident in their abilities, even if their ego had just taken a blow. 
 
    “Let’s go to the dungeon.” 
 
    Pekona was the one who took charge. The silent woman usually didn’t say much, mainly because her command of the common tongue was weaker than the others. She truly was unique, in that her people, who lived on the Drath Archipelago, spoke a different language than the rest of the world. Vuliel Drae left Liscor, talking, carrying along full packs. Dasha grumbled as she splashed through the grasslands, her armor sodden with rain. 
 
    “Stupid String-folk. Snooty Gold-rank adventurers. Griffon Hunt? Hah, as if they’re something special! The Silver Swords, now that’s a real team. They’ve got a proper Dwarf and everything. One of my people! After we get back from the dungeon, let’s see if we can meet them. I wouldn’t mind tangling my beard with his, if you get my drift!” 
 
    Her other teammates groaned aloud, but Insill just grinned at Dasha. She was more bluff than talk and often referred to ‘her people’ as Dwarves, despite having more Human blood than Dwarvish. 
 
    “You liar. You just want to meet their leader, Ylawes Byres. I saw you waxing your beard and trying to introduce yourself when he was in the Adventurer’s Guild.” 
 
    “You scaley rat!” 
 
    Dasha turned red and roared at Insill. She chased him for a few steps, but the [Rogue] was nimble on his feet and dashed away. The other adventurers looked amused until Anith, frowning, called a stop to it. 
 
    “Dasha, Insill, there are monsters out here. Please control yourselves.” 
 
    The Drake and part-Dwarf woman did, grumbling. Anith led them to the chasm, and Insill groaned as he saw the ropes were gone. 
 
    “Where’d they go? Don’t tell me that Griffon Hunt removed them? It’s a pain having to anchor them again and again!” 
 
    “We’ve got our own, and it’s not hard. Hey, is that water at the bottom? We’ll have to swim down the last few feet!” 
 
    Dasha looked down apprehensively. Anith stared at the water and shook his head. 
 
    “There must be an enchantment over the dungeon. We might not get another chance if the water keeps filling up—we would have to swim down hundreds of feet to get to the dungeon if the rain fills the entire hole.” 
 
    “Oh, it will. I’ve lived here all my life. This entire place will be underwater soon. Guess we’ll have to dive off a boat or find another way in, soon.” 
 
    Insill assured the others. Dasha shook her head, grumbling. 
 
    “No proper Dwarf likes water.” 
 
    “You’re not a proper Dwarf, Dasha. You’re not even half-Dwarf.” 
 
    “I have Dwarvish blood in me! My heritage strikes true!” 
 
    “Yeah, the Human half.” 
 
    “Hrr. Yes. I agree. You would not have to buy hair growth tonics if you were truly Dwarfish at heart.” 
 
    “Shut up, shut up! You’re all just tall-legged bastards!” 
 
    The adventurers joked as they readied the ropes and then descended into the chasm. They were a good team, easy in each other’s company, able to laugh in the face of the dungeon. They reached the dry bottom of the dungeon, passing through the water barrier, joking and keeping calm. It was a miracle they weren’t eaten in the first five minutes, as they tethered the ropes to rocks, still making far too much noise to be safe. 
 
    Where Griffon Hunt was barely more than a few angry whispers at their loudest, Vuliel Drae broke the silence with loud arguments and laughter. But then, that was why Toren liked them. They were silly, and stupid, and maybe that was what would keep them alive. They reminded her a bit of Erin. 
 
    “It’s you!” 
 
    Vuliel Drae reacted as they saw Toren step out of the darkness. To them, it was as if the masked swordswoman had been waiting for their return, which, indeed, she had. Actually, a group of Raskghar had been waiting too, with poisoned arrows, but Toren had already finished them off. The masked skeleton bowed slightly, and Insill’s tail began to wag slightly. 
 
    “Um, hello.” 
 
    Shyly, the Drake went over to the masked woman, smiling. The dark mask stared at him, but he ignored the impartiality of the mask. He’d dreamed about what might lay under the mask. 
 
    “I thought we wouldn’t see you again. I thought—have you gone above at all? We just met Gold-rank adventurers who said they’d been down here. Griffon Hunt. Do you—did you see them?” 
 
    The mysterious swordswoman shrugged, then shook her head. She spread her arms wide, indicating the scope of the dungeon. Insill nodded as Anith bowed slightly and the other adventurers formed up. 
 
    “We were actually hoping to meet you. Would you care to explore the dungeon with us? We’d pay you, of course—we actually owe you for last time! That mace you gave us was worth a fortune, so we bought this in case we met you again.” 
 
    He looked at Pekona, and the [Blade Dancer] produced a longsword from her right side. It was a gleaming steel blade with a long forked rune etched onto the metal. The swordswoman stared at it as Insill offered it to her. 
 
    “It’s a cheap blade—barely enchanted, really. It’s got a tiny durability and cutting enchantment on it. I know it isn’t much, but I noticed your sword was really old and—” 
 
    He broke off as the masked woman dropped her old sword and raised the magic blade. She stared at it reverentially and cut the air—perilously close to Insill. He flinched, but then the masked woman turned to him. She hesitated, then drew a happy smile across her mask. 
 
    “You like it?” 
 
    He grinned, and she nodded. Vuliel Drae smiled too, and Anith spoke. 
 
    “Miss Swordswoman, I regret that we don’t know your name. Please tell us, why do you stay below? We did not know any adventurer lived down here, but if you haven’t returned to the surface yet—why do you stay?” 
 
    For a second it seemed like the masked woman froze, but then she turned to Anith and gravely shook her head. She didn’t speak—it was clear she was unable or unwilling to, but she raised one finger and carefully tapped her chest. The adventurers stared at her as she drew a line down the side of her mask, under one eye socket. Then she pointed up towards the surface. Insill frowned, trying to make sense of it. 
 
    “Sorrow? Going up is—sad? Can you go up?” 
 
    A shake of the head. 
 
    “Are you cursed?” 
 
    Hesitation. A shake of the head. 
 
    “Something else?” 
 
    Nod, nod. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    A shrug. She was unwilling to say, if she knew. The adventurers looked at each other and conferred. 
 
    “What do you think? Is she saying she just doesn’t want to go up?” 
 
    “That makes no sense!” 
 
    “Hm. Some adventurers are loners, yes. But why else not?” 
 
    “Maybe she’s on a mission. Maybe she’s decided to challenge the dungeon—or die.” 
 
    Anith nodded. 
 
    “A [Doomseeker], perhaps. It is not for us to ask.” 
 
    He bowed to the swordswoman, who bowed back slightly. 
 
    “Forgive us for asking, but we are curious. We would be delighted to journey with you nonetheless. Shall we?” 
 
    The swordswoman nodded. She motioned with one hand, pointing in the direction that she judged to be safest, for a given value of safe. The team of Vuliel Drae followed, Insill in front, Dasha and Pekona next, Anith behind, and Larr bringing up the rear. It was strange. For all she had been agonizing, and for all he had proclaimed to hate other people, there was something about this that Toren had missed. She had missed other people, seeing Insill’s happily wagging tail, hearing him chatter and then realize he should be silent and looking for traps. It was…fun. 
 
    Toren walked into the darkness of the dungeon, the adventurers following. She would do her best to keep them alive. After all, she knew the dungeon well, and they had given her an enchanted sword. An enchanted sword! She couldn’t wait to lord it over him when they were alone. And they would survive the dungeon. After all, how would the adventurers bring her more wonderful weapons if they died here? 
 
    This was the dungeon as it was. Alluring yet deadly, it was a crisis for Liscor, a talking point for adventurers in the area, but hardly a matter of worldwide or continental concern. The Drake and Human cities had far more pressing issues to deal with, and the dungeon was not yet rated by the Adventurer’s Guilds and thus it was regarded by many as a minor dungeon. After all, new ruins and abandoned fortresses were found quite often. They usually contained very little of worth. 
 
    To Griffon Hunt and the Halfseekers, the dungeon was a gamble, a place for untold treasures or death. To the other adventurers, it was a place of opportunity, and only the terrors within kept them from flooding the dungeon. To Watch Captain Zevara, it was a disaster waiting to happen. But to many in Liscor and elsewhere, the dungeon had lost much of its interest. It was a thing for adventurers and did not concern anyone else. It was safe, for a given value of safe. 
 
    Until now. It was a simple thing that triggered the change. A simple conversation between a group of inexperienced adventurers and a skeleton. It happened as they stumbled across a hitherto unexplored corridor, and it began with Insill’s disgusted exclamation. 
 
    “Hey, are those eggs? Gross!” 
 
    He shone his lantern across the tunnel. The other adventurers reacted with revulsion. Dasaha growled as she kicked at one of them. 
 
    “Disgusting. Look, there’s tunnels filled with them! We should burn the entire mess.” 
 
    Insill felt at his belt pouch as he looked around uncertainly. 
 
    “Got enough kindling for all of that? How about poison?” 
 
    Ansill hesitated. 
 
    “I do not believe it would be safe. Something laid these eggs. We should pull back.” 
 
    “Hrr. Yes. They look familiar to me. What if we took one and—” 
 
    Crunch. It was such a faint sound. The team of Vuliel Drae looked around. Toren, in her disguise as the masked swordswoman, happily crunched one of the bulbous eggs underfoot, then, another, and another. She was having such a good time that she only realized everyone was staring at her after the eighth egg. She stopped and looked at them, wiping her foot on the ground. Insill opened his mouth, and then Pekona raised a finger to her lips. She tilted her head. 
 
    “…What’s that sound?” 
 
    Vuliel Drae and Toren listened. Then they saw what was coming down the tunnels and fled. They survived, of course, hiding in a room Toren had found that had a door and a tunnel too narrow for most of the things to follow. But that was only the precursor. Something moved in the dungeon, joining the swarm, leading it. It pressed against the walls, seeking a way out. The wall of water and rain deterred it only for a single day until, well— 
 
    They came out. 

  

 
   
    5.06 M 
 
      
 
    There were momentous things happening in the world. On every continent, it seemed there were stories to follow, epic tales of adventure, or tragedies of dark design. Comedies, farces, the whimsical games of fate, there were so many stories to be told. 
 
    In Chandrar, The King of Destruction rode across the sands with the twins Teres and Trey, followed by his faithful servant, Gazi, to a mining town to see about having a new sword made for himself. His enemies plotted against him, and his allies prepared to march as spring finally arrived. 
 
    In Baleros, Niers Astoragon spent an outrageous sum of money commissioning an enchanted Go board as this new strategy game swept across the continent. He played his 37th game of Go in preparation for it reaching his unknown adversary in Liscor. 
 
    In Terandria—well, perhaps some things are better left unsaid. Perhaps there were too many stories to focus on. For while it might have been entertaining to witness the current political struggles in Wistram, or peer into the mind of the only [Clown] in the world and hear his tormented madness, why not pay attention to the doings of Goblins? 
 
    Surely the two Knights of the Petal that had been captured by the Flooded Waters Tribe were of interest. What of Tremborag and his mountain home? Or the steady growth of the Unseen Empire, the new relationships forged by Emperor Laken and his people? How about Minotaurs? Or a Minotaur? No? Perhaps not, then. 
 
    So many stories. Too many stories. While a certain skeleton walked below Liscor and stomped on some eggs with a team of adventurers, another tale was taking place above. It was humbler than other stories that could have been told, and perhaps, yes, perhaps it was a trivial event to focus on, but perhaps not. Sometimes it was the small things that mattered. The tiny blades of grass in the growing storm. So then, this is not a tale about legends or empires or figures of great renown. This is a tale about Gnolls. One Gnoll in particular. 
 
    This is the legend of Mrsha, the Great and Terrible. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Mrsha woke up to the sound of the rain falling. She got up, yawned, stretched, and stared out her dark window. Was it night or day? Her body told her it was day, but the dark skies outside and pouring rain said otherwise. Mrsha stared out through the glass panes at a world consumed by the downpour, an unending tyranny of water, threatening floods, changing the very landscape. 
 
    She smiled and raced around her room. It looked like a fun day! 
 
    Adults were boring and tired. They groaned about rain and complained about waking up with back pains, work, and so on. But Mrsha was young. She was excited by the heavy downpour. She would have been excited to see the sun too, though. She was happy in all weather. She would have been happy if it were raining frogs. 
 
    A new day. Mrsha was already full of energy on waking up. She leapt over her bed, ran past her window on all fours and saw a large insect stir from the nest she’d built on the windowsill. Apista, the large Ashfire Bee, fanned her wings and took off from her perch. She landed on a head sticking out of the covers. Mrsha stopped and wagged her tail as the third occupant of her room turned over. 
 
    “Apista, please. Give me five more minutes.” 
 
    One hand rose and lethargically covered Apista. The bee struggled to get free as Lyonette groaned and turned about in her bed. Mrsha ignored Lyonette. She was grumpy when she woke up. Apista twisted free of the hand and flew into the air, looking offended. Mrsha grinned. She liked Apista. The Ashfire Bee landed on her head as she padded over to Lyonette and poked the young woman in the side, eliciting a groan. 
 
    She didn’t understand why Lyonette hated mornings. Mrsha loved waking up. She loved sleeping too. The feeling of curling up in her warm bed next to Lyonette when she was tired and waking up to a fresh new day and the smell of Erin’s cooking was the best thing in the world. Carefully, the small Gnoll poked Lyonette through her bedding again. 
 
    “Ow! Mrsha, your claws!” 
 
    Lyonette sat up with a yelp. She scowled blearily at Mrsha as the Gnoll leapt back. Lyonette blinked, rubbed her eyes, and then suddenly lunged for the Gnoll. Mrsha yelped and scurried away. 
 
    “Come here, you little troublemaker, you!” 
 
    The [Princess] and [Barmaid] chased Mrsha and Apista around the room for a grand total of three seconds before she collapsed. She groaned as Mrsha walked around her excitedly and Apista crawled onto her head. Mrsha tried to copy her. Lyonette sighed. 
 
    “I’m awake. Please get off me, Apista. Mrsha, why don’t you go downstairs and see if Erin’s done cooking breakfast?” 
 
    Lyonette’s ploy worked. Mrsha raced to the door, all too willing to pester Erin for scraps. She had to stand on two legs to operate the door handle, and then she was out in the corridor— 
 
    And a Goblin was standing in front of her. Mrsha froze, and her hair stood up as one of the Redfang Warriors turned. He halted as he saw her. Headscratcher and Mrsha stared at each other for a second, and then the Hobgoblin nodded carefully at Mrsha. He was still wearing his security badge. Mrsha didn’t nod back. She edged towards the stairs leading down, and Headscratcher warily walked the other way down the hallway. The Gnoll and Goblin stared for another few seconds, and then they both turned and fled, one up the stairs, another down. 
 
    Goblins. Mrsha dwelled on them as she hurried down the stairs, trying not to slip and fall head-over-heels as she did when she was racing. She hated Goblins. They had killed her tribe. Mrsha was afraid of Goblins. However, the Redfang Warriors were different Goblins, and so Mrsha merely disliked them. They were big and scary and green. She forgot about them in an instant as she smelled breakfast. 
 
    Meat. Cooked meat and spices and—Mrsha’s stomach rumbled—fried egg. Her nose was extremely good, even for a Gnoll, and Mrsha could tell that Erin was cooking with a hint of caramelized sugar, fatty oils, and there was fresh bread baking in the ovens! 
 
    It was overwhelmingly delicious. The Gnoll immediately headed for the kitchen. As she did, she slunk low along the ground, as if she were prowling in the grass. She made herself as small and unnoticeable as possible. Normally this would not have helped; a small white Gnoll creeping along the floorboards of an inn was usually not hard to spot. But Mrsha had a secret. Three of them, actually. 
 
    Her first big secret that no one knew was that she was a Level 8 [Last Survivor] and that she had a Skill. [Natural Concealment]. It made Mrsha less noticeable so that she could sneak up on people. Now she used it to sneak into the kitchen. Peeking around a counter, Mrsha saw a young woman moving in a flurry about the kitchen. 
 
    Erin Solstice hummed as she worked, checking on her bread, frying something in a pan, sliding scrambled eggs into a large bowl, and then getting out a jar of honey and the butter. Mrsha’s stomach rumbled. Erin was making what she called her Classic American Breakfast. What that meant was fresh, fluffy bread made with the strange baking powder that Octavia had given her, hot eggs, butter, honey, and bacon. Only today, Erin had changed her breakfast’s lineup slightly because Mrsha saw she was flipping small sausages in her pan! 
 
    They were nice and oily, but Mrsha’s keen nose detected another surprise. The sausages were what smelled of sugar! Erin had mixed some spices and sugar together and glazed them. Now they were roasting away in the pan, giving Mrsha the most wonderful of smells to start her morning. 
 
    The Gnoll couldn’t help it. She knew she wasn’t allowed in the kitchen when cooking was happening, but she wanted a taste. Slowly, carefully, she reached up to the counter. It was taller than she was, so Mrsha got up on two legs. She reached ever-so-slowly for a bowl filled with finished sausages on the counter. Slowly, slowly— 
 
    “Gotcha!” 
 
    Erin whirled around, and Mrsha jumped. The [Innkeeper] caught the bowl before Mrsha could knock it over and then grabbed Mrsha before the Gnoll could flee. She lifted Mrsha up, laughing. 
 
    “I knew you were there, you little thief! Trying to steal from me? I told you, no sneaking in! Honestly, you’re worse than Pisces with his [Invisibility]! No, wait, you’re not. But if you don’t scat right now, I’ll make sure you get none of my sausages! Understand?” 
 
    She stared at Mrsha, and the Gnoll nodded her head rapidly. The fear of no sausages made her flee Erin’s kitchen. By the time Lyonette came down with Apista, Mrsha was sitting at a table looking as innocent as possible. Somehow, that didn’t fool Lyonette, who glanced at her suspiciously and then headed into the kitchen. Mrsha heard the adults’ voices as she doodled on a table with a claw and Apista flew over to the windows and the bright yellow flowers growing there. 
 
    “Morning, Erin. Did Mrsha cause any trouble? I sent her downstairs, sorry about that…” 
 
    Mrsha heard a laugh as she slid off her chair and hid behind the table’s leg. 
 
    “She tried to steal one of my sausages!” 
 
    “Oh, did she now? Well, maybe she shouldn’t have any for breakfast.” 
 
    Mrsha’s heart broke. She turned towards the kitchen, hoping for mercy. Erin chuckled. 
 
    “She didn’t get any, so I think she can have some. But if she does it again, maybe we’ll take them away next time.” 
 
    “Mm…” 
 
    Lyonette returned to the common room and stared at Mrsha as she hid behind a table. Mrsha gave her a pleading look as the [Barmaid] sighed. 
 
    “Next time you’re getting no sausages at all young miss, understand?” 
 
    Mrsha nodded rapidly, trying to look as guilty as possible. Lyonette eyed her and then looked back towards the kitchen. 
 
    “I’ll start setting up, Erin! Are the Goblins…?” 
 
    “I fed them right when I woke up! They get up at the crack of dawn. It’s just the Halfseekers today. The Horns are still out.” 
 
    “Got it.” 
 
    Relieved that her trial was over, Mrsha slid back into her seat and swung her legs back and forth, barely able to wait as she heard the clink of pottery and silverware from the kitchen. She stared hungrily at Lyonette as she brought out a small stack of plates and cutlery. The [Barmaid] began setting two tables, but she stared pointedly at Mrsha as she did. 
 
    “Mrsha? Do you have something to do before you eat?” 
 
    The Gnoll blinked at her, and then Mrsha’s eyes widened. She slid off her seat and looked around. Lyonette pointed to the door. 
 
    “The bucket’s just outside. It’s raining, so pull it in—and don’t get wet!” 
 
    Mrsha carefully opened the door and stared out into a truly tremendous rainstorm. The roar of the rain and millions of drops hitting the ground entranced Mrsha for a second. It wasn’t blowing hard, but every time the slightest breeze blew, she could see sheets of rain pelting the ground. It was wild and tremendous, and Mrsha felt her heart skip a beat as she stared at the world, loving the primal nature of it all. A voice called from inside. 
 
    “Mrsha! Hurry up! Don’t let the rain in!” 
 
    Adults had no time for rain. Mrsha obediently reached out and grabbed the bucket sitting just outside. It was full to overflowing, and she slopped some of it coming inside. Lyonette watched Mrsha push the bucket across the floor to the windowsill. 
 
    “One cup, remember?” 
 
    Mrsha gave her a look of scorn. Of course she remembered! This was her special task! She’d done it every morning for two weeks now. She reached for the cup that had been left on the windowsill next to the large boxes filled with dirt. Tiny yellow flowers, as bright and gleaming as the sun, stood out of the soil. They were special flowers, Mrsha knew. Faerie Flowers. She dipped the cup in the bucket of water and filled it to the brim. Then she carefully poured it into the first box of flowers, standing on the tips of her toes to reach up that high. 
 
    One full cup in each of the gardening planters. Mrsha carefully poured the water in, watching it drain into the soil, staring at the bright yellow flowers and the new ones budding out of the soil. They were growing! She felt proud. She had made them grow! 
 
    It was her special job. Lyonette had suggested it, and Erin agreed. Mrsha had to have some responsibilities, so she was in charge of feeding Erin’s flowers each morning before breakfast. For her hard work, Mrsha received four whole copper coins each week! It was enough to buy a snack or two snacks in Liscor and thus a lot of money. 
 
    Mrsha put the cup back as she finished her job and stared at the line of flower boxes along the windowsills. They were all growing nicely. Flowers didn’t grow much in the winter, even in the warm inn, but there were always enough for Lyonette to use a few every week to gather more honey. That was because of Mrsha. Not just because she watered them, no. It was part of her second big secret. 
 
    She was a Level 2 [Gardener]. Mrsha stared at the glistening flowers, willing them to grow big and strong. As she did, Apista flew over. The Ashfire Bee crawled onto the box Mrsha was standing next to and delicately extended a red ‘tongue’ out of her pincers to lap at the flowers. Mrsha watched Apista eat with interest. Lyonette fed the bee honey, royal jelly, and sugary water as well, but the bee seemed addicted to the tiny flowers, despite her size. Erin called Apista’s tongue a ‘proboscis’, but Mrsha knew a tongue when she saw it. The bee was larger than both of Mrsha’s paws combined and slowly getting bigger each week. It seemed like the flowers shouldn’t be that important to her, but every day when Mrsha watered, Apista ate. 
 
    “All done, Mrsha? Breakfast’s ready!” 
 
    Lyonette called, and Mrsha immediately abandoned the flowers. She raced to the table and sat, jiggling in place with impatience, as Lyonette ladled four lovely sausages onto Mrsha’s plate, some eggs, and a small bit of bread with honey and butter. She began eating at once. 
 
    So delicious! So hot! Mrsha’s face was a scene of contented bliss for Lyon and Erin, who both watched her eat with amusement. Mrsha had milk today, and she greedily reached for it and her bread. Only to find Apista was there! The Ashfire Bee Queen loved honey as much as Mrsha, and she was snacking on Mrsha’s breakfast! The Gnoll instantly swatted her on the head. Not hard, but enough to surprise Apista. 
 
    “Mrsha!” 
 
    Lyonette scolded the Gnoll as Erin ducked. Apista took into the air, agitated, and Lyonette reached for her. But though she was clearly upset as she crawled onto Lyonette’s hand, the Ashfire Bee did not seek vengeance on Mrsha. Erin was puzzled by this, and she stared at Apista with a frown. 
 
    “She must really like Mrsha. I’ve had her try to sting me when I shooed her away from my honey. Of course, I told her I’d feed her to Bird if she did, so she doesn’t bother me, but just the other day she tried to sting Badarrow when he was drinking mead. Why’s Mrsha safe?” 
 
    “Maybe she knows I’d never let her hurt Mrsha. But you shouldn’t do that either, Mrsha!” 
 
    The Gnoll ignored Lyonette as she chewed happily on her bread. Apista was smart. She knew she was stealing food, and she knew it was Mrsha’s. So Mrsha was right to smack her! Besides, she’d never be stung. Mrsha had a Skill that allowed her to understand and be understood by the Ashfire Bee in some ways. She had the skill [Wild Affinity], which made her Apista’s friend. 
 
    That was her third secret. She was a Level 1 [Beast Tamer] too, just like Lyonette! Mrsha knew that most children didn’t get classes until they were older, until they were closer to grownups. But she’d grown up a lot and so she’d gained the classes. They weren’t much, but they were hers. Her special secrets. 
 
    The adults talked about boring things while Mrsha finished breakfast. Things like where the Horns of Hammerad were, food supplies, money, paying the [Actors]—who were very exciting, Mrsha would admit, but only when they were here—and her Faerie Flowers. 
 
    “They’re blooming nicely, although we haven’t had much sunlight. I wonder why?” 
 
    Lyonette peered at the boxes of yellow flowers. Erin smiled as she stacked plates, shooing Apista away and getting a warning buzz for her trouble. 
 
    “I bet it’s because Mrsha has taken extra good care of the flowers every day, isn’t that right, Mrsha?” 
 
    Erin patted Mrsha on the head, and the Gnoll smiled, her secret kept hidden away in her chest. Lyonette smiled and then glanced out the window and sighed. 
 
    “Ugh, that rain really keeps coming down. I really don’t want to walk in it but—I’m taking Mrsha into the city now, Erin.” 
 
    “Into the city? Why?” 
 
    Perplexed, Erin frowned at Lyonette. The [Barmaid] paused as she reached for the dirty dishes. 
 
    “She’s going to stay at Krshia’s for a while, remember?” 
 
    “Oh. Right! Well, cover up! Take one of those stupid cloaks—it’s pouring outside!” 
 
    Lyonette nodded. In short order she and Mrsha were bundled up in cloaks and heading out into the rain. Apista stayed at the inn—upstairs in Mrsha’s room since Bird was coming down for breakfast. He was having ‘bird babies’ today, which meant a big bowl of scrambled eggs. That would be nice, although Mrsha privately thought that meat and eggs in a big bowl would be better. 
 
    But then she was out in the rain. Mrsha splashed about happily, and Lyonette sighed. 
 
    “Come on, let’s get to Krshia’s. Stay close, Mrsha.” 
 
    They walked out into the storm. Mrsha smiled. It was going to be a fun day! She walked with Lyonette as the young woman winced and muttered about the wetness, crossing over the high ground. Mrsha stared down at the valleys they passed. They were filled with water! If she went down into one of them, she could swim about! Lyonette kept a tight grip on Mrsha’s hand as if she could read the Gnoll’s thoughts. She seldom let Mrsha have fun. But that was okay. Mrsha would have forgiven Lyonette any number of sins. Because of one important fact. 
 
    She loved Lyonette. Wholeheartedly, without reservation. Mrsha couldn’t remember her mother. She didn’t know what a mother should be, but she had seen other mothers and their children. She thought Lyonette was as good as a mother. No, better. Mothers ran away from their children. Lyonette had taken care of Mrsha even though she hadn’t given birth to her. That was better. 
 
    It was a simple story Mrsha had grown up knowing. A fact of life. She had been a child of the Stone Spears tribe, and her parents had both been [Hunters]. When she was born, they had listened for her crying and heard only strange sounds. They had feared she was crippled or sick in some way. And they had been partly right. Mrsha had been born unable to speak. She could make guttural sounds, and she had learned to howl, but words and other coherent sounds were beyond her. It didn’t matter to Mrsha, but, then again, it did, because it had mattered to her parents. 
 
    A simple story. Her parents had tried to abandon her when it became clear that Mrsha was mute. For that, their tribe’s Chieftain, Urksh, had exiled them. Being unable to speak was not a crime worthy of death, or so he had said. The Stone Spears tribe had agreed. Mrsha had never known her parents. But she had known Urksh. He had raised Mrsha like a father until he was slain by Goblins. Her entire tribe had died so one might live. And so Mrsha had been carried to a new home, and, in time, found someone to love her like the mother she never had. 
 
    Such cruelty and love was part of life. Mrsha accepted it all, with the unthinking innocence of youth. This was the way the world was, and no one had ever told her it should be different. 
 
    She was happy now. Ryoka was gone, and Mrsha thought of her sometimes, but it was okay because Erin had said Ryoka would come back. And if she didn’t, well, Mrsha would find her when she grew up. In the meantime, she was gaining levels. [Gardener] and [Beast Tamer] weren’t good classes yet, but Mrsha could have lots! Just like Lyonette. 
 
    Happy, content, the white Gnoll cub splashed across the ground. She had to walk on two legs in the little boots that Lyonette had bought, but that was fine too since Lyonette was holding her hand tightly in case Mrsha slipped. And she was going to see Krshia! There were always snacks at her apartment, and she had secrets too. Mrsha knew all about Krshia’s secrets. 
 
    Lyonette grinned at Mrsha. 
 
    “Excited to see Krshia? I’m sure she’s ready for you. And it’s probably best that she’s not out in the rain. Still, it was nice of her to agree to give you lessons, wasn’t it?” 
 
    Mrsha nodded along until she heard the bit about lessons. Wait, not those! She looked at Lyonette in horror, and the [Barmaid] bit off a curse as she realized she’d given away the secret. She held on as Mrsha tried to turn back to the inn. 
 
    “No, Mrsha, you can’t go back! You have lessons! Darn it, Erin was right, I shouldn’t have let that slip! Mrsha, come on! You’ve done this before! It’s not bad, and I’ll be back in two hours! Mrsha!” 
 
    The Gnoll ignored Lyonette, pulling and slipping in the mud as she tried to run back to The Wandering Inn. She had been tricked! This wasn’t going to be fun at all! She had lessons? Mrsha tried to pull away but it was too late. She was caught. 
 
    It had been a trap! 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “What is change for one gold coin if I have bought eighteen silver pieces’ worth of goods? Mrsha?” 
 
    Mrsha was in hell. Not that she had any concept of what hell was. It was just a phrase she’d picked up from Erin. If Mrsha had been told what hell was supposed to be, she would have pictured the crevice on the mountainside where she’d fallen, or the battlefield at night and Ryoka’s scream. But since she only thought about the past occasionally now, she regarded the idea of ‘hell’ as Krshia’s apartment where she had to sit on a high chair and learn. 
 
    The Gnoll child hated learning. It wasn’t the new things that got her down, or the act of sitting, but the boredom of it all. She stared dully at the coins on the table. 
 
    “Mrsha?” 
 
    A kind but somewhat stern voice prodded her. Mrsha looked up at the brown Gnoll sitting across from her. Krshia was sipping some tea and eying Mrsha sternly. She’d get mad if the Gnoll didn’t answer. Mrsha sighed through her nose and pushed two silver coins across the table. Krshia smiled. 
 
    “Good! Hrr. It is surprising, yes? You know how to change coins well. Very quickly! You have been practicing since we last met, just as I said, yes?” 
 
    Mrsha nodded obediently although that was a lie. She hadn’t practiced math. Rather, she’d been taught by Erin. 
 
    Education was very important to all of her guardians. Erin had suggested it after she realized Mrsha hadn’t had any formal lessons in the inn, and Lyonette had talked to Krshia and agreed to teach her. All three women had begun teaching Mrsha everything from advanced reading—a subject which Erin herself struggled with—to math, geography, history, and so on. 
 
    Mrsha liked learning some lessons and hated others. Just the other week, Krshia had told her stories about Gnoll history, many of which Mrsha had known from growing up in her tribe and had read from a book about the Second Antinium Wars. Sadly, the stories had ended, and Krshia had decided that Mrsha needed to learn how to count. 
 
    They were changing money. It was a practical example of math, and Krshia kept giving Mrsha harder questions. 
 
    “What is change for two silver coins if I buy three copper coins’ worth of goods? You may only give me copper coins, Mrsha.” 
 
    Mrsha hesitated and counted. One, two, three…she patiently counted up to seventeen and pushed the head of coins across the table. Krshia smiled. 
 
    “Good! Arrange the coins so, Mrsha. In fives, stacked up. That way it is simpler to count.” 
 
    She demonstrated. Mrsha sighed again. She didn’t want to learn this! Krshia eyed her sternly, and the slouching Gnoll sat up reluctantly in her chair. Krshia stroked her chin. 
 
    “You know math well. Strange, it takes other children longer to learn this. Hmm. If you answer this next question correctly, I may reward you.” 
 
    That made Mrsha’s ears perk up. She listened to Krshia’s question. Then she pushed a gold coin and five copper ones across the table. Krshia blinked at her. 
 
    “Hm.” 
 
    She got up and found a sweet biscuit for Mrsha. The Gnoll ate it happily. Krshia shook her head. 
 
    “A gift for numbers. It is good! Surprising, but good. I am glad you understand it so well, Mrsha.” 
 
    The Gnoll rolled her eyes as she licked crumbs off her fur. It wasn’t surprising at all! Unbeknownst to Krshia, Erin and Lyonette had both taken their shots at teaching her math beforehand, to varying degrees of success. They each had their own strengths. Lyonette had taught Mrsha about royalty and politics and secrets of leveling passed down through her family. Erin taught Mrsha math and science and about silly things that couldn’t be seen, like germs and ‘oxygen’. 
 
    And her math lessons were a lot harder than Krshia’s. Erin had not only taught Mrsha how to add and subtract perfectly, but she’d started Mrsha on multiplication and division. The Gnoll hated those lessons even more than Krshia’s practical ones. Math got silly when Erin taught it. 
 
    At least Krshia understood how math really worked. The next question the Gnoll gave her was a stumper. 
 
    “I have given you twenty gold pieces by accident to buy goods worth eleven gold pieces, four silver, and three copper. How many coins will you give me back?” 
 
    The correct answer was eight gold pieces, fifteen silver, and seven copper pieces. Mrsha mulled it over and pushed eight gold pieces and fifteen silver across the table. Krshia stared at her expectantly and Mrsha folded her arms. 
 
    That made the older Gnoll laugh. She ruffled Mrsha’s head as she growled approvingly. 
 
    “Good answer! Yes, that is what I would do.” 
 
    Mrsha brightened up. Krshia reached for the coins, and Mrsha hoped it was to end the lessons. But she paused, and her ears perked up. Mrsha had already smelled Tkrn coming up the stairs, and she heard him knock once. 
 
    “Wait here.” 
 
    Krshia went to answer the door. Mrsha heard her and Tkrn talking as she peered at the Gnoll. He was a junior [Guardsman] in the City Watch, but like most Gnolls in the city, he was under Krshia’s unofficial command. She led the Silverfang Tribe in Liscor and was one of the leaders of the city-Gnolls here. If there was a crisis, Krshia would be one of the ones who decided what the Gnollish response should be. 
 
    It was hard to be a Gnoll in Drake cities. The Gnolls had to look out for each other. Mrsha understood that Liscor was as good as Drake cities went—the Watch didn’t allow Drakes to gang up on Gnolls, and there was only a little conflict between species. Still, Gnolls watched each other’s backs, which was why Tkrn had come to tip Krshia off about a buying opportunity. 
 
    “…had to put down many cows and calves that were injured. It is a shame, but the meat is fresh and good! However, many [Shopkeepers] and [Butchers] and so on want the meat, so an auction will take place in an hour! Aunt Krshia, if you bought the meat for the others—lately all your deals have been excellent, and you could save us much coin. Lism is there with his Drake friends, and they are planning to buy all the good meat. Do you think you can outbid him or find the best cuts?” 
 
    Krshia nodded. 
 
    “Hrm. Yes, I do think so. I have a new Skill that allows me to select goods of the highest quality. I should go in person to get the best cuts of meat. Lism, vindictive as he is, may try to outbid me. But I would win either way. However—” 
 
    She glanced at Mrsha, and the little Gnoll waved at Tkrn. Krshia looked conflicted. 
 
    “I must take care of Mrsha.” 
 
    “Please, Aunt? We’ll have nothing but gristle and too much fat otherwise! The Drakes, they are trying to crowd out our stores ever since you lost your place as one of the top stalls in the market!” 
 
    The younger Gnoll pleaded with Krshia. She scratched at her head, growling under her breath, and then nodded decisively. She turned to Mrsha. 
 
    “Mrsha, I must go to this auction. It may take a while, so you must wait. Stay indoors, understand? You may wander, but you are not to touch anything fragile or sharp. Understand?” 
 
    She gave Mrsha a look, and she nodded carefully. In Gnoll tribes, the young were expected to know what was off-limits after they were old enough to stand on two legs. If she broke anything, Krshia would spank her, Mrsha had no doubt. So she wouldn’t. Reassured, Krshia nodded. 
 
    “I will be back soon. Now, Tkrn, lead me to the [Butcher] before that scale-flint Lism gets away with all the choice cuts of meat!” 
 
    She and the other Gnoll hurried out of the door. Mrsha watched them go, not terribly disappointed by the development. She waited until the scents of the two Gnolls were no longer fresh and then decided to go peek at Krshia’s secret. 
 
    If it seemed wrong of Krshia to leave Mrsha unattended, well, it was because she wasn’t. Not really. Mrsha was smart enough not to stab herself in the eye with a knife, and there was no danger of a fire or a [Thief] breaking into the apartment. Because Krshia had secrets. Mrsha was aware of them. Krshia thought that Mrsha couldn’t smell the Gnolls who took turns watching her apartment, but she was wrong. Mrsha’s nose was so good she could smell their blades, or their oiled bowstrings and the glue on their fletched arrows. 
 
    There was always a guard on Krshia’s apartment, watching and waiting. They were supposedly housewives and mothers, but a Gnoll mother could still put an arrow through a would-be [Burglar]’s eyes at fifty paces. Krshia’s apartment was important. And Mrsha knew why. 
 
    This wasn’t the first time she’d been left alone. Mrsha, knowing she was alone except for the female Gnoll sitting in an apartment across the street and watching the door, padded over to Krshia’s kitchen. She rummaged around in the top drawer of one of the counters and found the secret compartment there. She slipped the key out, padded into the living room, and grabbed the second key that was hidden inside a fold of the couch. Then she walked into Krshia’s bedroom and paused. 
 
    She could still smell Brunkr’s scent here, faintly. Mrsha rubbed at her nose and tried to think about the secret. Which key was first? Kitchen key, it was very important. She found the false floorboards under the bed and pulled them out, one by one. There was a very large chest hidden in the crawlspace there. Mrsha put the first key in the lock, twisted it, then removed it and put the second one in. 
 
    Kitchen first, and then living room. If the keys weren’t in the right order or someone tried opening the chest with just one, the chest would fill the room with poison. Mrsha had heard Krshia whispering about it with the other Gnolls. What she hadn’t known was what was inside. Mrsha opened the chest, heart pounding and saw— 
 
    A book. The little Gnoll stared at it. It was a big book that filled the chest—a massive tome with golden lettering and fancy symbols and colorful illustrations on the cover. Mrsha knew that such a book was probably worth thousands of gold pieces, but she was a little disappointed nonetheless. She had heard Krshia talking with the others about their great treasure, the thing that would make the Silverfang Tribe great. 
 
    They were going to offer this at the Meeting of the Tribes, which would be soon. Mrsha knew about the Meeting. It was the biggest Gnollish tradition. Every tribe would gather and offer something to benefit all of Gnollkind. They would discuss important matters, help tribes that were suffering and dispense justice among their own kind and on others. 
 
    The Stone Spears had been preparing a massive bounty of alchemical ingredients that could be sold or made into potions before they had been destroyed. Tribes worked hard to bring good gifts because they would receive benefits from the Meeting as well. The Silverfang tribe was rich. And this was all they were going to bring? 
 
    It didn’t seem right. Mrsha wrinkled her nose at the book. She had been taught how to read and could read better than Erin, but she had trouble deciphering the script on the front of the book. It didn’t look like the Drakish script, or the Human one, which looked like Erin’s English language, or the secret writings that Gnolls sometimes used. Was it in another language? Mrsha opened the book and blinked. 
 
    Words on the page. Meaning—see here and comprehend. That which is stone is mutable. The earth sings; the stone resists flow. So shape it as a firm object in your head. A sword of stone, the edge keen. Touch a blade, feel the sharpness. The same sharpness of stone, and the entire blade. Visualize it all as one object, for stone is a complete thing. Then call it out of the ground. Shape it there and draw together all it requires. If sand is all that is there, draw into the sand. The elements are as follows. Take them, meld them, create a sword— 
 
    Mrsha jerked backwards, and the book closed. She sat up, banged her head on the bottom of Krshia’s bed, and clutched at her skull as the words receded. What was that? She’d opened the book to a random page, and the words had been— 
 
    They weren’t words. Not proper, written ones. Not language. The symbols had shone into Mrsha’s head and spoken there, instantly comprehendible. They were…well, it was like Krshia’s lesson, only vividly being shown in Mrsha’s mind. It was amazing—and painful. The effort of understanding gave Mrsha a migraine, but she understood! Oh, she understood. 
 
    What the page had been telling her was how to make a sword. No, not make one, conjure one out of the ground. If Mrsha had read through the rest and if her mind had been able to grasp it all, she would have been able to cast a spell. [Stone Sword], or perhaps [Blade of the Earth]. Mrsha’s understanding was incomplete from that brief glimpse, but the other page had shown a faceless warrior drawing a blade out of the earth. Mrsha’s paws trembled as she held the tome up, marveling at how light it was. Now it made sense. 
 
    This was a spellbook! It was worth infinitely more than a mundane book. And if the entire book held spells—Mrsha stared round-eyed at the book. If Krshia’s home had been filled with gold coins, it might not have been worth enough to buy this book. This was what the Silverfang Tribe was going to offer at the Meeting of Tribes! It was ambitious, worthy. And risky. 
 
    Mrsha understood the gamble. It hinged on Gnolls wanting to use the spellbook, the tribes considering it worthwhile. Because if not…it was just something to be sold, worth only gold, and even then, it would be gold that wouldn’t reach the other tribes in time for the meeting. If Gnollkind desired to learn magic, it was a princely, no, a kingly gift. If not… 
 
    Here was the issue. Gnolls couldn’t learn magic, not the magic of [Mages]. That was a fact across the world. They had no aptitude for it, no interest, and most tellingly, no representatives of their kind in Wistram, home of the mages. 
 
    Gnolls had tried to send one of their kind to Wistram, oh yes. But their great representative had been cast out of Wistram, laughed at by the [Mages] there. For that insult, no Gnoll would trade with Wistram. It was a grudge of decades. Of course, the tribes didn’t really need to have their own [Mages] since Gnolls were able to become [Shamans], who were just as good, if not better in some areas. 
 
    But there had never been a Gnoll [Mage] in living memory—the tribes had no spellbooks, and few [Mages] wanted to have a Gnoll apprentice, and fewer Gnolls wanted to risk wasting their time trying to learn if it was impossible. So there were no Gnoll [Mages]. Some said Gnolls couldn’t learn conventional magic. But Mrsha had read the spellbook. 
 
    What did that mean? Mrsha had no idea. But she didn’t think overlong on the subject. People said Gnolls couldn’t learn magic. But she didn’t really care. Magic. If she could learn it—with a trembling paw, Mrsha slowly opened the spell tome again to a random page near the middle. 
 
    Words. The meaning is simple. Complex in nuance. The earth lives. It harbors magic. It harbors life and the memory of it. Where there is memory, create an echo. For a brief time, reach into the past and call out a reflection of the self. Grass springs forth from soil and wood—even stone. But caution. Memory is strongest where life begins. Draw forth a tree from the ground, but never from uncaring rock. With more magic comes more growth. Diversify—seek more understanding, more knowledge of the green. Grow, and such creations shall last until magic is gone or until destroyed. Grow, the earth calls. And remembers. 
 
    Grow. 
 
    The spell struck Mrsha’s mind, burning itself across her thoughts like a brand, etched there, unfading. It was a simple spell, but with infinite variations. It was a spell of the earth, a spell worthy of a novice. 
 
    [Grow Grass]. Nothing more, nothing less. Mrsha struggled with the images in her head, telling her how the spell could be used, how to provoke the earth to conjure magical grass that would last for minutes or possibly hours. Her head ached, and Mrsha reached for the book, to hunt for another spell, the spell of the stone sword, when she heard and smelled something. 
 
    Meat. Blood. The faint odor of gold and silver and copper and emotion. Satisfaction. Wet fur and a bit of sweat, the hint of spices and other goods on her paws. 
 
    Krshia was coming back. Mrsha slammed the book closed in a panic and shoved it back in the chest. She heard the chest lock itself as she ran with the keys, remembering to put the kitchen one in the drawer and the living room one in the couch. By the time Krshia opened the door to her apartment looking smug, Mrsha was sitting at the table, stacking gold and silver into a tower and trying to look innocent. 
 
    Perhaps if Krshia had been more alert, she would have noticed Mrsha’s guilt. But the Gnoll [Shopkeeper] was elated, high on her success. 
 
    “Hah! That fool Lism had no idea what happened! He couldn’t tell a prime cut from entrails, but I could. Four of the best cuts and plenty more for our [Butchers] to sell! We will earn triple what I paid, at least!” 
 
    She strode around the apartment, and Mrsha’s tail wagged in unison with Krshia’s. Mrsha was happy, understanding a bit of what Krshia meant but mainly picking up on her mood. Krshia was exultant, and then guilty. 
 
    “But I am sorry, Mrsha. I have left you for over an hour and a quarter, far too long! I must apologize to Lyonette and thank her—come, we will meet her outside. And I must buy you a snack to make up for it.” 
 
    She took Mrsha by the paw. The little Gnoll was astounded. An hour had passed? But it felt like minutes since she’d opened the book! She stared in awe at the wet street. The wet street, but the rainless skies. The rain had stopped pounding sometime while she’d been in that trance. Krshia sniffed as she took Mrsha down the street. 
 
    “Here. A snack. Hejor, give young Mrsha a meatball. No, two. She deserves a treat.” 
 
    A Gnoll was frying meatballs at a stand covered by an awning on the street. Mrsha’s stomach rumbled as he carefully took two large ones and put them in a little bit of wax paper. Erin’s hamburgers and other fast food delights were still popular in the city—now you could buy a hamburger at any number of taverns or food stands—and these meatballs were a popular variation on the concept. Mrsha greedily licked her lips as Krshia offered her the meatballs. 
 
    “My treat. No, save your coins, Mrsha. A good [Trader] takes what is given freely, unless the debt is too great. Now, let us meet Lyonette, since it is time.” 
 
    She led Mrsha onwards, the Gnoll nibbling at her steaming meatballs as she went. Mrsha smiled happily, then her eyes went wide and vacant as she stared at a cobblestone. Grass could grow from it. All she had to do was reach into the earth and call the memory of— 
 
    Her grip slipped, and Mrsha nearly dropped both her meatballs onto the street! The Gnoll quickly popped one in her mouth and chewed as she walked on. Krshia didn’t notice, save to warn Mrsha not to scarf down her food and ruin lunch. She also told Mrsha not to let Lyonette or Erin know she’d been abandoned, and Mrsha nodded dutifully. But her mind was racing, the book’s spell still burning across her memory, and when she looked at the ground, she could feel the spell in her mind, ready to be cast. 
 
    But surely it was impossible to learn a spell so quickly? Unless the book was special? Unless Mrsha was special? The Gnoll was confused. 
 
    What had just happened? 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    They met Lyonette at the city gates just as she was coming in. The young woman looked relieved to be out of the downpour, and she said as much as Mrsha ate her second meatball. 
 
    “Rain’s stopped. I’m glad—it’s a pain trying not to slip and tumble down a hill on the way here.” 
 
    Krshia nodded. She cast an eye up at the dour skies. 
 
    “A short reprieve. The rain will be back in a day or two at most. It will rain all month and the next and then the flooding will stop. But already some valleys flood, yes? Soon we will be unable to travel except by boat, so tell Erin to prepare well.” 
 
    “I will. Thank Miss Krshia, Mrsha.” 
 
    Mrsha waved at the tall Gnoll, and Krshia bared her teeth in a slight smile. 
 
    “Go well, Mrsha. Stay out of trouble.” 
 
    They returned to the inn. Lyonette asked Mrsha if her day had been fun and if she’d learned a lot. Mrsha’s deep nod of conviction seemed to please the young woman, and they returned to the inn to find the Halfseekers sitting about, talking, rather than being out in the rain. 
 
    Mrsha would have loved to go to her room and put her head under the pillows to make sense of what had just happened, but her ears perked up as she saw the three Gold-rank adventurers sitting at a table. Normally they’d be in the dungeon, but as they were telling Erin, they were taking a vacation today. Jelaqua grimaced over her mug as she waved at the wet landscape outside. 
 
    “Not every day’s a good day to adventure. Today is all politics—we’re trying to get the city to build the dungeon entrance higher. The official one, that is. Not sure how you’d stop that rift in the ground from flooding. And it’s important to have at least one entrance open if we want to continue challenging the dungeon this spring!” 
 
    “Can’t you, I dunno, let the dungeon flood and kill all the monsters?” 
 
    Erin was writing down notes for a new play on a piece of parchment. She waved to Lyonette and Mrsha and nearly knocked ink over the entire table. Jelaqua grimaced. Moore leaned over. The half-Giant [Mage] shook his head as he politely eyed Erin’s notes. 
 
    “I believe you’ve misspelled hawthorn, Miss Erin. It’s a ‘w’ not a ‘u’. And the dungeon is protected against flooding. Water will not enter past a certain point to prevent adventurers from using the tactic you just described.” 
 
    Erin grimaced as she crossed out a word. 
 
    “Oh, thanks Moore. Jeez, this is hard. Even if I can remember all of King Lear, my head hurts from trying to write down all the lines! Stupid Skills…so you want to make sure it doesn’t flood since it won’t work, right Jelaqua?” 
 
    “That’s right. Anti-flood and earthquake measures are standard for magic dungeons, but I don’t feel like swimming to the entrance every day. We need to build a rampart from the city to the dungeon or at least create a fortification around the entrance. But the Antinium refuse to work in the downpour, and there’s practically no [Diggers] in the city besides that lot! The city’s content to just let the dungeon flood because they think monsters will be trapped inside.” 
 
    “Bad idea. Lots of monsters like water, and it’s a nightmare fighting them in those conditions. Take it from me. There’s a reason why I left the sea.” 
 
    Seborn leaned over, his claw-hand gripping a mug. Jelaqua nodded seriously in agreement. Erin thought for a second. 
 
    “Sounds rough. Yeah, the Antinium are really scared of water. And they’re busy in the Hive, or so Bird says. Look, if the issue is finding people to dig…why not see if you can hire some people from Celum? I don’t know if they’re as good at digging as the Antinium, and they’ll probably charge more, but you could probably hire a lot of help between them and Liscor. Krshia could introduce you to some Gnolls who’ll work for a day, I bet.” 
 
    Jelaqua snapped her fingers together and grinned. 
 
    “Oh, of course! I’m a vine-cursed idiot. Moore, Seborn, why didn’t either of you think of that?” 
 
    “Because you’re an idiot?” 
 
    Seborn ducked as Jelaqua swung at him, and Moore smiled gently. Mrsha padded up to him, and the half-Giant looked down. 
 
    “Hello, Mrsha.” 
 
    He very carefully lowered a finger and stroked her head. Mrsha smiled up at him. Moore was as gentle as could be, and he was always nice to her. She loved him. Jelaqua spotted the Gnoll and reached over to ruffle her head as well. Mrsha smelled her rotting body and the Selphid’s true form within. She didn’t flinch, although she could tell that Jelaqua’s body was falling apart. 
 
    “Hey there, kid! How are you doing?” 
 
    Mrsha waved at the Selphid, who grinned at her. Jelaqua was loud and laughed a lot, and she was nice too. Mrsha liked Jelaqua. Seborn she wasn’t sure about. The Drowned Man just nodded at Mrsha. Sometimes she couldn’t smell or hear him at all, which was spooky. Jelaqua stood up after giving Mrsha another ruffle. She nodded at her companions. 
 
    “Come on, let’s go see if we can hire a group. It’ll be pricey, but I figure we can talk the Adventurer’s Guild into reimbursing us the costs. I don’t want to ask Griffon Hunt to chip in, but—whoops!” 
 
    She was striding over to the door when it opened and Octavia came out. The [Alchemist] stopped before she ran into Jelaqua, and the bottles in the crate she was carrying clinked together. 
 
    “Whoa! Hey, careful!” 
 
    “My mistake, Miss [Alchemist].” 
 
    Jelaqua edged around the Stitch-Girl, and Octavia put the crate on a counter. She wiped at her forehead. 
 
    “Hey Erin, got another delivery for that Gnoll [Shopkeeper].” 
 
    “Krshia?” 
 
    “Yup, that’s the one. I’ll bring some more potions through. The ones I made sold really well—hah, of course they would! You know, I undercut the prices from the regular potions since I can buy from Celum and Liscor and manufacture cheap. And I don’t have to sell my stock to a [Merchant] or [Trader] who has to lug his goods all the way from Pallass to Liscor—we can earn the same profits and sell for a lot less! Hey, can I leave this here?” 
 
    “What, on the table? No! How about over there?” 
 
    “Can’t put it by a fire, Erin. Some of this stuff—well, let’s just say I’m glad I didn’t run into that Selphid lady.” 
 
    “Okay, how about over there?” 
 
    “Uh…is that an Ashfire Bee I see hovering around those flowers? How about you put it over there?” 
 
    “How about over there?” 
 
    Mrsha crept away now that the boring adults were doing boring things again. Her head still hurt from reading the book. [Grow Grass]. She knew the spell! But could she cast it? Mrsha hesitated, and then pointed at a floorboard as she ascended to the second floor. She concentrated, did what she’d seen in the book. She pulled—and nothing happened. 
 
    Nothing. Not one thing. Mrsha poked at the ground, stepped on it, and then realized something was wrong. She knew the spell. But…she didn’t know how to cast it. 
 
    She needed something. Mrsha furrowed her brow as she tried to understand the spell searing in her mind. To cast a spell you needed…how had Lyonette explained it? Oh, yes. Mana and a catalyst. Mana was the fuel a spell burned, and it came from the world and the mage. But a catalyst was important, too. 
 
    A toe or a finger was a bad catalyst for magic because all the flesh and bone got in the way. Only a good mage could work around the issue, like Pisces, and even then, a catalyst made the magic easier, boosted spells. 
 
    She needed one of those. And as she had that idea, Mrsha realized she’d had a catalyst all along! She raced up the stairs and into her room. There, she rummaged around in a pillow and pulled out her prized possession: Pisces’ wand. She looked at it, slightly guiltily because she remembered the bad thing she’d done with it. 
 
    It had been a very bad thing, trying to hurt Badarrow with the wand. It had been taken away from Mrsha after the incident, but she’d snuck into Pisces’ room and taken it back. It wasn’t the wand’s fault, and Pisces kept forgetting about it. The wand was lovely and hard and Mrsha liked gnawing on it—it was practically unbreakable as far as she could tell, since neither her teeth nor poking at logs in the fireplace had harmed it in any way. It was special. 
 
    And now it was important. Mrsha closed her eyes as she lifted the wand. She raised it, swished it, and tapped the ground. She cast the spell in her mind. 
 
    [Grow Grass]. Mrsha waited and stared at the floorboards. 
 
    Nothing happened. Mrsha frowned, licked her nose, and tried again. [Grow Grass]. Nothing happened. She growled and peered at the wand. Maybe it didn’t work? Maybe that was why Pisces didn’t use it. She tapped the ground again and reached. This time, she found something in her chest. 
 
    A burning feeling, a howl. A cold beyond cold. The sight of glowing shapes, Ryoka’s arms around her. The earth as it froze. The feeling of warmth in the snow. 
 
    Magic. 
 
    And the floorboards shifted. Mrsha leapt back as a single blade of grass grew out of the floorboards, shimmering, flush with life. Mrsha touched it, awestruck. She plucked the blade of grass and saw it shimmer. Mrsha tore it in half and the pieces dissipated in her hands. She stared at the floorboards and they were completely untouched. She felt a pang of exhaustion in her body and stared at her wand. 
 
    She’d done it. Magic. Real magic. 
 
    The next few minutes saw Mrsha running around the room, the inn, howling with excitement. Lyonette, Erin, and Octavia ran upstairs, but Mrsha was unable to explain. She just pointed at the floorboards and waved her wand, which was regarded as cute, if ultimately pointless. Mrsha didn’t know if she should tell them about her new spell—she had a feeling that looking at Krshia’s magic book would earn her a very big spanking, and the Gnoll spanked a lot harder than Lyonette. 
 
    It was her secret. Mrsha let the adults go back to arguing over where Octavia should put her potions—Erin had the opinion that the picky [Alchemist] could put it up somewhere, and Mrsha wondered if they were going to put it on the third floor. She didn’t care. She stared at her wand as she went to the common room. The adults were busy and Mrsha? 
 
    Mrsha was a [Mage]. She was an adventurer. The Gnoll had dreamed of being a [Warrior], of being a hero in the tales that Ryoka and the Gnolls of her tribe had told around the campfires. She’d dreamed, but never believed she could actually be one. Now it was all different. 
 
    The Gnoll stared out a window. It wasn’t raining outside. She’d been cooped up for days now, and she suddenly had a burning desire to be out. She wasn’t supposed to be—Lyonette had to come with her, but wasn’t everything different now? Mrsha could do magic. Surely that meant she could break the rules! She was Mrsha, Mrsha the [Mage]. No— 
 
    Mrsha the Great. She’d become a world-famous [Mage], a Gnoll who could cast magic! Mrsha swung her wand excitedly as she wandered out of the inn, unnoticed by Octavia and Erin, who were fussing over the potions. Lyonette might have noticed Mrsha, but just as Mrsha opened the door, there was a crash of breaking glass and a scream. 
 
    “No one touch anything! Get back in case it explodes! Don’t panic—I’m an [Alchemist]!” 
 
    “Oh my god, what’s that smoke?” 
 
    “Don’t panic! I said, don’t p—” 
 
    Mrsha closed the door. Exciting as that sounded, she had places to be. She looked around the soggy landscape, wand in hand, and noticed Apista had flown out with her. Well, that was good. It was time for an adventure! Mrsha knew it was dangerous outside, but now she knew magic! Or at least, one spell. She was going to be Mrsha the Great! Not just great—she’d be Mrsha, the Great and Terrible! The Gnoll wandered off in search of an adventure. 
 
    And found it. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    This was the adventure of Mrsha, the Great and Terrible. She left The Wandering Inn with her magic wand and her trusty companion, Apista. The Gnoll and Ashfire Bee travelled down the hill, ready for adventure, monsters, and maybe treasure! 
 
    They found a frog. Mrsha the Great and Terrible chased after it, and the frog hopped into a pond forming in one of the valleys. It was vanquished! Mrsha raised her wand triumphantly and grew some grass. It was hard work! But she could make it grow larger outside of the inn. Apista landed on a cluster of stalks, and then Mrsha spotted a rabbit. 
 
    A monster! The rabbit monster fled as Mrsha the Most Excellent Mage cast her spell and grass stems erupted around the startled creature. Another monster defeated! Apista waved her antennae encouragingly as Mrsha decided to go over one more hill. The inn was still in sight after all, and Mrsha the Brave and Responsible wouldn’t get scolded if she went a bit further, right? 
 
    As Mrsha the Explorative crested the next hill, she saw an amazing battle taking place below her. A small, colorful, blue and yellow slime was fighting two horrible aggressors! A pair of large, ugly, green and brown poo slimes were attacking it, smacking it with their bodies, trying to splatter the poor slime! The magic slime was clearly magic; its insides swirled with color, and it glowed. It was bright blue with a yellow streak running down the center. 
 
    The magic slime was beautiful, and thus, clearly important. Mrsha hesitated, unsure if she should actually fight monsters. But she was an adventurer, wasn’t she? Apista fanned her wings agitatedly, and Mrsha made up her mind. She raised her wand and howled as all three slimes noticed her. 
 
    The epic battle of the grasses went like this: Mrsha the Great and Terrible charged into battle, wand waving. She brought her magic wand squarely down on the center of one of the poo slimes. It was barely bigger than she was, and her wand went splash into it. The slime turned to her, and Mrsha the Tactically Unsound realized she might have made a mistake. 
 
    So began an epic chase as Mrsha the Quick to Flee ran and the first poo slime pursued her! It stank horribly, and it kept trying to swallow her legs! Mrsha the Fiercely Hygienic kicked at it and part of the slime splashed away. Apista, her loyal friend, tried to stab the slime with her stinger, but the slime was all liquid and the Ashfire Bee nearly got swallowed! She flew away as Mrsha, She of Stinky Paws, punched the slime and splashed its nasty body everywhere. 
 
    The poo slime retreated, and Mrsha, In Dire Need of a Bath, pursued. She leapt on the slime and, remembering what she’d been told, grabbed the small glowing stone in its body. The slime constricted around her hand, and Mrsha cried out, feeling it twisting her paw, digesting her fur and skin! She pulled at the core, ignoring the slime as it resisted. The slime reacted, trying to engulf Mrsha entirely, but the Gnoll plucked its heart out and the slime was no more! 
 
    Panting, covered in very nasty liquid, Mrsha the Stinky triumphantly raised her wand and saw the second poo slime had been defeated as well! The glowing slime had engulfed it and was now jettisoning a steady stream of liquid out of its body. It ‘spat’ the other slime’s body away, and as Mrsha watched, ate the other slime’s core. The magic slime’s body glowed, and it rolled towards her, reaching for the slime core she held. 
 
    Mrsha had to take a break for a second to wipe her face and try not to retch at the horrible smells around her. But then, the slime was engulfing her leg, reaching upwards with its bulbous body for the mana stone she held. Aha! The damsel in distress was in fact a brigand! Mrsha thumped the slime with her paw, making it retreat. 
 
    A standoff ensued. Mrsha the Perplexed stared at the glowing slime. It looked familiar. The slime quivered as Apista circled it menacingly. Was it friend or foe? Mrsha the Merciful decided it was probably okay. She handed the mana stone from the second poo slime to the magic slime and watched in fascination as it ate the stone! It had a mana stone of its own, and the slime’s core grew as it absorbed the first stone. 
 
    It rolled around Mrsha, lightly touching her, and the Gnoll, fascinated, gently patted the slime. At first she was nervous, and at first the slime was nervous, but Mrsha was a [Beast Tamer]! She and the slime became friends or, at least, didn’t try to kill each other. Mrsha decided this slime would make an excellent companion along with Apista. She patted the slime and gingerly poked her paw into its side. The slime pulled away, but Mrsha felt her sore paw heal instantly! 
 
    Wide-eyed, Mrsha the Surprised pulled her paw back and realized this slime was no ordinary magic slime, but some kind of amazing healing slime! Just like Erin had talked about! Healing slimes were real, and this slime had healed her! It was also, apparently, hungry. 
 
    The healing slime crawled across the ground, examining the remains of the poo slimes and the grass and mud. It absorbed some of the water and horrible sewer remains and promptly spat out the sewer stuff. It plucked some grass, spat that out too. It found a grey flower hiding among the grass and ate that, and a cluster of spotted white mushrooms. 
 
    It was a picky slime. It was only half as big as the poo slimes had been, for all it seemed energetic. Maybe there wasn’t enough for it to eat? What did healing slimes eat anyways? Mrsha the Keen Observer watched and decided her new friend could use some help. Thus, Mrsha the Great and Terrible went back home. 
 
    There was uproar in the inn, and Mrsha the Unobtrusive heard a lot of shouting as she pushed open the door and padded inside. 
 
    “Okay, no one step on the glowing puddle! I don’t know how it’s going to react!” 
 
    Octavia the Very Panicked was shouting and waving her hands near the kitchen. Lyonette and Erin were shouting too with buckets and mops. Mrsha the Slightly Interested decided that watching might not be a good idea, especially when she saw a small fireball rise up and all three young women scatter. 
 
    She snuck behind the panicking adults and into Octavia’s shop which was, ironically, probably the safest place to be at the moment. Mrsha the Inquisitive stared around at the shelves full of bottles. She felt a bit guilty, but this was an experiment! She eyed the potions on the bottom shelves, looking for a good one. A large bottle at the end caught her eye. It was purple and had green flecks, tiny shimmering stars contained within the dark liquid. 
 
    The purple potion with green stars called to Mrsha. She picked up the bottle and shook it gently, watching the glowing colors swirling together. Yes, this would do. Mrsha the Daring Thief snuck back through to Erin’s inn. Once again, no one noticed her—they were trying to put the fire out, and were stymied by the fact that adding water just made it grow. 
 
    “Try oil!” 
 
    “Oil? Are you trying to burn my inn down?” 
 
    “What about dirt?” 
 
    “It’s all wet! What about this? We have, uh—flour?” 
 
    Lyonette grabbed a bag of flour, and both Erin and Octavia tackled her. 
 
    “Get the beans! Smother it with beans! I have two whole bags here!” 
 
    Mrsha the Vastly Entertained watched for a while, and then decided her new friend needed her more. She walked back outside and found the healing slime wandering about. It froze when it saw her and Apista again, but Mrsha patted it on the head and offered it the potion. It accepted the bottle into its center, and Mrsha, fascinated, saw the glass begin to crack as the slime tried to digest it. The bottle broke and the magic purple liquid filled the slime. 
 
    Mrsha the Prudent took a few steps back as the healing slime froze. Its swirling center turned purple, and the yellow sparks within it swirled brightly. For all of three seconds it seemed to fight the new colors within, and then—surprisingly—it changed color! 
 
    First it was the bright blue and yellow color it had been before. And then, suddenly, it was purple with green spots! It rolled about and then suddenly blue blossomed around the core and it shifted back into its original configuration! Mrsha the Amazed stared at the slime and padded over to it. She gingerly poked a finger into the slime as it turned from blue to purple and licked a bit of the purple potion. 
 
    She immediately spat it back out. Whatever was in Octavia’s potion, it tasted horrible! Too horrible to consider tasting! Mrsha scrubbed her mouth with some grass as the slime rolled about. Was it…faster? It zipped around Mrsha, a purple blur, and she blinked and chased after it. 
 
    Now it was a race! Mrsha and the purple slime ran about the plains! It was quick! Fast as Mrsha was, she could barely keep up, and the slime seemed to enjoy shooting up and down the hills, avoiding the small lakes. Fast, fast! Mrsha ran after the magic slime, leaping after it, watching it race around her tail, turning, and then— 
 
    And then she ran over a hill and saw the Fortress Beaver. It was limping along, a huge gash down the side of its body. It was larger than she was, and as Mrsha halted, she, Apista, and the magic slime faced the large beaver. It made a wary chattering sound, and Mrsha backed up, ready to flee. The magic slime made to run as well. 
 
    But wait, wasn’t she Mrsha the Great and Terrible? And she was a [Beast Tamer], a friend of Apista’s! She had [Wild Affinity], so surely she wasn’t a threat? Mrsha the Generally Peaceful edged forwards, and the beaver retreated a step. She raised a paw and waved at the beaver. It stared at her and then decided she wasn’t a threat. It collapsed, lying down, and Mrsha the Horrified saw that it was still bleeding from its wound! 
 
    Whatever had cut the beaver must have been poisonous, because the wound looked greenish. The beaver was foaming a bit around the mouth, and Mrsha the Healer realized something had to be done. She stared at the magic slime, and then stared at the beaver. The healing slime trembled as Mrsha padded over to it, but it reluctantly rolled towards the beaver and inspected the wound. It examined the dying creature, and Mrsha saw it shift from purple to blue. The slime slowly rolled over the wound, and before her stunned eyes, the beaver’s wounds closed. The Fortress Beaver sat up, and Mrsha the Savior of Beavers saw it lick the healing slime and then walk over to her! She patted it on the head and felt it whuff as it smelled her. 
 
    Another triumph! Another victory! The beaver seemed to realize that Mrsha and the slime had saved its life, and it seemed to want them to follow it. Mrsha the Great and Terrible followed the beaver with her band of trusty followers in tow. Apista seemed to enjoy licking the healing slime with her proboscis, and the healing slime kept trying to swat her away, but that was okay. They were all friends, and Mrsha was their great leader! 
 
    The Fortress Beaver led her over two hills and then Mrsha saw a group of Beavers chattering around the entrance of a cave! They were all Fortress Beavers and all very big. When they saw Mrsha and the other beaver, they clustered around her. They were all hurt for some reason. Mrsha the Confused wondered why. Then she saw the beaver she had saved walk into the cave, followed by his kin. 
 
    Of course, Mrsha the Generally Inquisitive had to follow. She marched into the cave, head held high, ready for an adventure. She walked into the darkness, her eyes adjusting to the dim light, and saw the beavers tense. Mrsha the Suddenly Wary stopped, and she saw a shape lying on the ground. 
 
    It was…a Fortress Beaver. It was dead. The back of its head had been torn away, and it was being ripped apart from the back. Something was tearing at it, savaging it. It crawled over the top of the beaver as Mrsha and the other Fortress Beavers watched, and she saw an orange glowing body protected by an exoskeleton of black and bloody red chitin. The Gnoll’s heart stopped as she realized what it and the other shapes clustered around the beaver were. 
 
    Crelers. The scuttling horrors with too many legs and teeth looked up as they dug into the flesh of the rotting Fortress Beaver’s corpse. Like a wave, they scuttled towards Mrsha and the other animals. Their pincers and maws were red with blood, and Mrsha saw a headless Corusdeer lying on the ground, the remains of three Shield Spiders. The Crelers came at her, hissing. 
 
    And suddenly it wasn’t a game anymore. 
 
    This was how the battle went. Mrsha fled as the Crelers attacked the Fortress Beavers, howling in panic. This wasn’t a game! Apista flew after her, just as afraid, and the magic slime was zipping out of the cave! They were being pursued. Two of the Crelers had followed her, and they scuttled out into the daylight after the Gnoll with alarming speed. Mrsha ran, howling, her magic and adventure forgotten. She tripped as she tumbled down a hill and fell— 
 
    Into a Shield Spider’s nest. The ground collapsed, and Mrsha saw a flashing, rolling vision of large bodies, white egg sacks and then—a Shield Spider. It stared down at her, mandibles wide. Mrsha went very still. She tried to will herself to be invisible, to use her Skill to hide. But the Shield Spider had seen her! It opened its mandibles as more flooded into the pit— 
 
    And the Crelers charged into the nest. One leapt onto the Shield Spider standing over Mrsha, and the second shuddered down the side of the nest. They began biting, tearing into the armored spiders as if their bodies were nothing more than paper! Alarmed, Mrsha retreated, and the Shield Spiders shrieked and attacked the invaders. 
 
    It was a battle between the two species! To her horror, Mrsha saw the Crelers were tearing apart the Shield Spiders. They were too strong, too quick, and too tough! Their bodies were made of something stronger than the Shield Spiders, and no matter how hard the spiders bit, they couldn’t deliver more than superficial injuries. Whereas the Crelers could literally dig into their opponents and tear them apart! 
 
    It was terrible. And once the Crelers were done with the spiders, Mrsha would be next! She looked around desperately, but there was no good way out. She saw a Creler leap off an eviscerated spider and scuttle towards her. It reared up— 
 
    And a bee smacked into it from the side! Apista, wings stretched wide, stabbed the Creler in its soft underbelly with her stinger. The Creler reared back, and the Ashfire Bee flew around it, furiously attacking! Mrsha saw the other Creler break off as a whirling purple mass leapt at it. The magic healing slime engulfed the Creler into its body, and Mrsha saw the creature fighting mightily to get out. But her attention was on the Creler in front of her. 
 
    It was trying to leap onto Apista! Mrsha raised her wand and smacked it on the back. The Creler whipped around, fast as a snake. The Gnoll leapt back, and the Creler might have bit her then but for the other Shield Spiders! They swarmed onto the creature, biting, fighting it in a mass of writhing limbs as the Creler thrashed about. It was a horrible battle, and Mrsha saw more than one Shield Spider stumble away, practically ripped apart by the Creler’s claws. But then the Creler was dead, torn apart, and the second had fallen to the healing slime. It drifted in the slime’s body, its body twisted and mangled by the internal pressures put on it. 
 
    A silence fell over the Shield Spider nest as they realized there were still three uninvited guests. The spiders limped around Mrsha, and she, realizing it was do-or-die, grabbed the healing slime and began splashing the spiders with its liquid. The spiders scuttled away at first, but then realized their wounds were healing! They crowded around Mrsha, and she did her very best to convey that she was not prey. She pointed, and tried to convey a simple message. 
 
    There were more Crelers above. The Shield Spiders looked at her. They opened their mandibles wide, and Mrsha the Great and Terrible held her breath. 
 
    The Fortress Beavers had retreated again. They had left six of their dead in the caves this time and killed only one Creler. They were all wounded, all poisoned by the Creler’s toxins. And yet, the beavers did not retreat. It was death or victory here. They had lost most of their colony to the Crelers already, and they would not run. 
 
    This time they waited outside the cave, knowing the end was coming. The Crelers were eating their kin, laying their foul eggs. But they would not wait long, knowing more prey was ready to be slain. 
 
    The Fortress Beaver young stayed behind their parents as the beavers formed a semicircle around the cave. This was it. They heard scuttling, and then, to their astonishment, a howl! They turned and saw an unexpected ally. The white Gnoll had returned! In this dire hour, she raced towards the cave, towards certain death. The Fortress Beavers stared at her and then at her strange companions. 
 
    An Ashfire Bee, a magic slime, and a Gnoll? Surely that wouldn’t be enough. But then they saw Shield Spiders scuttling across the ground behind them! The Fortress Beavers braced, but it was not the beavers that the Shield Spiders had come to slay. The scuttling grew louder as all sides heard the sounds from in the cave grow louder. There was a shriek, an inhuman noise that no animal would make either. 
 
    The Crelers had come. They poured out of the cave, and the Fortress Beavers slapped their tails and chattered in fury. The battle was joined as Mrsha howled in alarm, and Apista and the healing slime charged the creatures. It was a thin line of Fortress Beavers and Shield Spiders that rushed to meet them, but they were not alone! To her astonishment, the Gnoll saw more Shield Spiders pouring out of other pits, crawling across the grassland, drawn by some unknown message between their comrades. They set upon the Crelers, ignoring the Fortress Beavers, biting and clawing at the horrific things. 
 
    Mrsha understood as she saw the whirling bundles of legs and fangs turn and attack the large spiders. The Crelers bit into the armored shells of the spiders, tearing them apart, fighting the Shield Spiders as the massive Fortress Beavers tried to bite and pound them into submission. This wasn’t about predator and prey, this wasn’t about sides! The Crelers were a threat to all species! 
 
    They had not been born of this world. Not like animals. They had not sprung into being. They had been created, and they were malice and death. Mrsha understood that in a flash, connected by her tenuous bond with the animals. They had to be stopped. She saw the healing slime engulf another Creler and then Apista stabbing at a second one as a Fortress Beaver tried to smash it onto the ground. 
 
    The Creler leapt and bit the beaver’s throat. As the huge furry defender fell, it turned towards Apista. This time, the young Ashfire Bee was too slow to fly back, and the Creler bore Apista to the ground with a powerful leap. It fought Apista as she grappled with it on the ground. The Creler was biting, tearing with all its claws and pincers! It was going to kill Apista! Mrsha didn’t realize she was running until her wand was stabbing into the Creler’s back. 
 
    The earth remembers. Call it out, diversify. Change what is, shape it to what it must be. Tell the earth what could happen. Combine memory and thought. 
 
    Make it grow. 
 
    Mrsha cast the spell. Grass shot up from the patch of earth around the Creler as Apista struggled free. The bee crept away, bleeding, as Mrsha held her wand in place. Bright green tendrils of grass snaked around the Creler as it turned towards her, weaving around its legs, its body. 
 
    The grass grew in a spurt around the Creler, weaving together, snaring it, pulling it down towards the ground. Surprised, the Creler scuttled at Mrsha, but she held her concentration. The grass tightened around the Creler as it fought to break free, holding it against the ground. It struggled there, helpless, as Mrsha staggered backwards. 
 
    The world greyed out, and Mrsha fell backwards. She felt like the life had been sucked out of her. She saw a dim shape and saw Apista crawling towards her. Her trustworthy companion had been savaged; she was bleeding from her abdomen, her sides. She crawled onto Mrsha’s hand as the Gnoll closed her eyes. They lay together as the darkness consumed Mrsha and the sounds of battle raged around her. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    And then Mrsha woke up. She felt a wet sensation on her face and sat up suddenly. The heavy gelatinous mass slid off, and Mrsha got a glimpse of a bright blue glowing form, and saw the healing slime slide away. She stared at it and then looked around wildly. Apista, where was— 
 
    The Ashfire Bee flew onto Mrsha’s head and clung to her! The Gnoll, stunned, gazed at the bee and then looked around. She saw devastation in the cave, blood, broken body parts, and the Crelers. 
 
    They were all dead. The alliance of spiders and beavers had won, if barely. Mrsha saw Fortress Beavers and the carcasses of Shield Spiders strewn about the cave. And yet, more were on their feet and moving about than she would have imagined. Mrsha stared at the unhurt beavers and spiders and then realized who was responsible. The healing slime rolled towards a beaver that was missing a leg and engulfed the bleeding stump. The beaver stopped bleeding. The leg did not regrow, but the beaver seemed to visibly perk up. It turned around and licked the slime, and the healing slime rolled away. 
 
    The healing slime. Mrsha approached it, and the slime retreated warily. She waited, and it rolled back. Mrsha gently patted the slime, and the slime engulfed her paw and then let go. She looked around the cave and saw countless beady eyes on her. The Shield Spiders and Fortress Beavers stared at Mrsha and there was something intelligent in their eyes. 
 
    Intelligent, yes. Thoughtful—no. Mrsha saw no words in the eyes of the animals and spiders. But as some of the beavers surrounded her and began to groom her fur, Mrsha realized something. 
 
    Fortress Beavers could think. The slime could think. The Shield Spiders…well, Mrsha got more simplistic thoughts out of them. But they were wise enough to avoid a second battle in the wake of the war. They left, carrying their dead, as the Fortress Beavers reclaimed their cave. They began to tear apart the Crelers with their claws, not to eat, but to make sure not a hint of life remained in any of them. And they made sure to destroy the eggs as well. 
 
    The eggs. They were bright orange and red and contained swimming shapes within the dusky orbs. They had been laid in the bodies of the dead Fortress Beavers and Shield Spiders. Ruthlessly, the beavers smashed each one. Mrsha stared as a lone Creler egg rolled towards her. She picked it up and stared around the cave. 
 
    This had been a battle. An actual battle. Mrsha stared at the magic slime, at Apista, looking fierce and triumphant, and at the Fortress Beavers grimly reclaiming their home and pushing their dead out. She felt triumphant and tired. She was done playing. She wanted to go back home. 
 
    And so it was that Mrsha the Great and Terrible, hero of the Battle of the Cave, left the Fortress Beavers and the healing slime behind. It seemed content to roll about the caves, and it apparently liked the dead Crelers enough to keep eating them. Mrsha hoped it would survive. But as for herself, she was going home. She walked back proudly to the inn, bearing the spoils of her travels with her. 
 
    “And where have you been?” 
 
    Erin propped her hands on her hips as Mrsha walked into the inn just in time for dinner. The Gnoll guiltily avoided Erin’s look. Erin peered at her suspiciously and then sniffed. 
 
    “Eurgh! You smell awful, Mrsha! Did you fall into the outhouse? Lyonette, we’re going to need to give Mrsha a bath!” 
 
    “Us too!” 
 
    Jelaqua raised her hand. The Selphid was covered in dirt, as were Moore and Seborn. They were tired, but happy. They’d found their diggers and done a lot of digging themselves, apparently. Mrsha padded over to them, noting the blackened spot of floorboards in front of the kitchen. She wondered how they’d put the fire out. 
 
    “Beans are a wonderful extinguisher for magical fires. I learned that today. Also, we’re out of beans. I’m definitely not serving the ones we burnt on the fire, and I really hope they don’t grow.” 
 
    Erin announced this to the room as she carried out a pot of macaroni and cheese for the hungry adventurers and Mrsha. The Gnoll sat happily at the table with the Halfseekers, thinking it was about time that she joined their ranks. Moore smiled at Mrsha. 
 
    “Did you have a good day, Mrsha?” 
 
    The Gnoll nodded. She began placing her treasures on the table. Jelaqua laughed as she leaned over to look. 
 
    “What’s that? Oh, you’ve been outside, have you? Let’s see, you’ve got a lovely flower, a shard glass—where’d you get that, then? Give it here, it’s too dangerous for a little one. And an egg. Huh. What’s that?” 
 
    She eyed the orange, translucent egg with a frown. Moore and Seborn leaned over too as Mrsha rolled the egg towards the Selphid. Jelaqua frowned as she stared at the egg, and then her eyes widened. 
 
    “Dead gods!” 
 
    She flipped the table as she leapt to her feet with a shout. Erin watched her pot of macaroni fly everywhere and then turned her head toward Mrsha. Mrsha stared around the inn as Seborn stomped on the Creler egg. She thought about the future and what it might hold. Every eye turned towards her. Erin folded her arms. Mrsha slid from her chair at the table and gave everyone her best, most innocent smile. 
 
    Then she ran for it. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    One last detail. As Mrsha, the Great and Very-Much-In-Trouble, fled from the inn with Lyonette, Erin, and the Halfseekers pursuing her, a predator of the skies took wing. A Razorbeak, a massive avian similar to a pterodactyl, with sharp claws and sharper teeth, flew overhead. It was known to Erin as a Dino-Bird, and as it spotted the small Gnoll, it began to dive. 
 
    It was a large creature, bigger than an eagle and fully capable of grabbing the Gnoll and lifting her up into the air where it would happily tear her apart. It dove as Mrsha hid from Lyonette behind the crest of a hill, beak pointed at the Gnoll’s back, talons outstretched— 
 
    An arrow pierced it through the chest. Surprised, the Razorbeak had only time for a strangled squawk before it fell. It landed, dead on the ground, and Bird lowered his bow and hummed his song. 
 
    “Birds, birds, I shoot birds. Because I am Bird. La, la, birds…” 
 
    It was the eighth bird he’d killed in the last hour, and all thanks to Mrsha. Bird nodded happily as he mentally marked the spot where the Razorbeak had fallen for picking up later. He watched as Mrsha disappeared behind the crest of a hill, pursued by the angry adults. 
 
    She’d been going out a lot today. He wondered if he should have stopped her, especially given that she was so young. But she had a wand and that meant she was a [Mage]. And mages could defend themselves, right? Bird happily went back to waiting for the next bird to try to carry Mrsha off. 
 
    Life was good. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    [Beast Tamer Level 6!] 
 
    [Gardener Level 3!] 
 
    [Mage Level 2!] 
 
    [Conditions Met: Mage → Druid Class!] 
 
    [Class Consolidation: Gardener removed.] 
 
    [Class Consolidation: Beast Tamer removed.] 
 
      
 
    [Druid Level 2!] 
 
    [Skill – Spell: Wild Growth obtained!] 
 
    [Skill Change – Wild Affinity → Peace of the Wild!] 
 
    [Skill – Peace of the Wild obtained!] 
 
      
 
    Mrsha woke up in the middle of the night. She rubbed at her sore bottom, and then rolled over and went back to sleep. And thus the tale of Mrsha the Great and Terrible ended. 
 
    For now. 

  

 
   
    5.07 
 
      
 
    It began with a quiet in the morning, a hush as the incessant rainfall ceased. Erin Solstice woke up and looked out into a soggy landscape at the crack of dawn. She heard shuffling feet and knew there were others who had woken up at the same time as her. 
 
    The door to her inn opened as Erin got up and blearily brushed her teeth and changed clothes. 
 
    “I should probably get my own room. Yup, yup. Why do I sleep down here anyways? Because the kitchen floor is soft? Well, it is, actually. But I need a dressing room, at least. The actors could use one and so could I.” 
 
    “Probably. Then again, I don’t mind the view.” 
 
    Erin whirled around. 
 
    “Jelaqua!” 
 
    The Selphid grinned at her, looking tired. She was up early. She eyed Erin as the young woman finished dressing. 
 
    “Hey, Erin. Nice forearms.” 
 
    Only a Selphid would compliment someone about the state of their forearms. Or someone really concerned about body fitness. Erin sighed. 
 
    “Morning, Jelaqua. Breakfast’s not ready yet, so you can go back to sleep.” 
 
    “I know that. Normally I’d be in bed, but I couldn’t help it. I heard that lot getting up, so…” 
 
    Jelaqua nodded over her shoulder. Erin walked out of the kitchen and stared out of one of her inn’s windows. 
 
    “What, the Goblins? They do this every day.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Every day since I gave them their rooms upstairs, yeah.” 
 
    “So they’ve done this today and yesterday is what you mean.” 
 
    “Um…yes.” 
 
    The Selphid woman and Erin stared out the windows. The Redfang Goblins were standing outside in the dewy grass in that not-quite-darkness that was the sky before the sun fully rose. Actually, standing was a bad word. They were sparring. 
 
    Five Hobgoblins, each taller than Erin, each green, and each strong and fit. They kicked and punched at each other, sparring in pairs or two-on-one and then switching to swords in scabbards and calisthenics. That meant Headscratcher would whale on Badarrow with a sword as the other Goblin cursed and dodged, while Rabbiteater did pushups and Shorthilt and Numbtongue sprinted up and down the hill. 
 
    Jelaqua shook her head as Erin readied breakfast. The Selphid stared hard at the Goblins as they performed a demanding workout. It wasn’t just physically tough—the Goblins hit each other hard, and Erin had seen them draw blood with their swords while sparring. 
 
    “Plague corpses, that’s unnerving.” 
 
    “What is?” 
 
    The Selphid absently picked at the stitches around her crown. A bit of skin fell off around her skull, and Erin made a note to bar Jelaqua from the kitchen. The Selphid was a bit smelly at close quarters, and her body looked decidedly worse than it had when Erin first met her. Jelaqua noticed Erin flick the dead skin off the table and wipe the offending spot and grimaced. 
 
    “Really sorry about that. My body’s not doing too well right now. It’s time for a change, but I haven’t been able to find a fresh corpse for the life of me. No one in Celum or Liscor’s eager to sell a body to a Selphid, you see.” 
 
    “Not a problem. Just don’t, uh, drop any part of yourself in today’s breakfast. You got hurt defending my inn, after all.” 
 
    “Huh. I suppose I did.” 
 
    Jelaqua scratched at her stitches again, seemingly surprised that Erin remembered. She stared at the Goblins and shook her head again. 
 
    “They’re like copies of Garen.” 
 
    “Who? Oh, that’s the Hobgoblin that betrayed…” 
 
    Erin broke off. Jelaqua nodded, her face unreadable. 
 
    “Yeah. I know I shouldn’t think they’re the same, but damn me if Garen didn’t teach them to fight and train like him. He learned those exercises from us. And seeing these Goblins do the same…” 
 
    Her fist clenched. Erin nodded slowly. 
 
    “Hard?” 
 
    The Selphid paused. 
 
    “Nah. They’re different, in the end. That’s what I keep telling myself now, thanks to you. And I’d be lying if I said I didn’t enjoy the view. Look at those calf muscles! And the way those sweat glands are working!” 
 
    She licked her lips, staring avidly at the way Shorthilt’s pectoral muscles moved as the Goblin charged up the hill with Numbtongue right behind him. Erin stared at Jelaqua. The Selphid really did have the oddest interests in people. Namely, their bodies. There was a lot to look at as the Goblins sparred in their loincloths, and their sturdy big toes weren’t normally the subject of interest for most Humans. 
 
    Most Humans. Erin saw Jelaqua break off from ogling the Goblins to look at her with a grin. 
 
    “This doing anything for you?” 
 
    Erin stared blankly at the five Goblins as Badarrow began loosing arrows at the other four Goblins. The Hob was using arrows that had no arrowhead, but he was aiming at close range and the other Redfang Warriors were getting hit hard. She heard a yelp as Badarrow shot Rabbiteater in the groin and shook her head. 
 
    “Nope. But, uh, I’m not thinking of the Goblins in any kind of intimate sense.” 
 
    “Mm. I could give it a shot. I mean, Goblin bodies are—well, it’s a bit daring, if you get my meaning, but what Selphid would turn their tendrils up at one of these specimens? But I totally get that you’re not into having sex with Goblins.” 
 
    “Thanks for understanding?” 
 
    It was weird talking with Selphids. This wasn’t the first time either. Jelaqua knew more about the Human body than Erin did, and that was despite Erin’s education in biology. There was just something a bit off-putting about someone who could tell you exactly what you felt like from the inside. 
 
    But Jelaqua was a good person. Erin leaned over the windowsill, watching the Goblins. The Selphid stared at them again. 
 
    “Funny though, they really do look sort of like Garen. Do you ever get confused by them? They look mostly alike to me.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Erin looked at Jelaqua with a frown. The Selphid nodded. 
 
    “Oh, their bodies are different, but I can’t tell them apart. Can you?” 
 
    “Yup! They’re all unique. It’s easy to tell them apart when you know how. Here, let me show you. The easiest one to spot is Badarrow. That’s him with the bow.” 
 
    Erin pointed to the Hob who was shooting at the other Hobs, trying to keep them from attacking him while they ducked and tried to avoid his arrows. The [Innkeeper] smiled. 
 
    “He’s the bad-tempered one. He always looks grumpy, and he’s always grouching to the others. He really likes bows and arrows, so he sometimes stares at Bird’s bow. I think he’s jealous.” 
 
    “Huh. I do get that vibe from him. [Archers] love bows. The entire Gnoll species seems to love them too. We had a half-Gnoll that always—well, never mind. Who’s the Hob charging him?” 
 
    Erin saw a Hobgoblin charge up the hill, willingly taking an arrow in the shoulder to tackle Badarrow to the ground. There was triumphant shouting as the two Hobs rolled around, punching each other. 
 
    “That’s Headscratcher. He’s like the cool emotional leader guy. The other Hobs listen to him mainly, and he’s always leaping into the fight. But he has a soft side.” 
 
    “You sure?” 
 
    Jelaqua watched Headscratcher put Badarrow in an arm lock before the other three Goblins decided it was time for two-versus-three battle. Headscratcher and Shorthilt charged the other three with wild shouts, fighting ferociously. Erin nodded knowingly as she stared at Headscratcher walloping Rabbiteater. 
 
    “Oh yeah. Total softie. He cried during the play last night, you know.” 
 
    “You’re joking. No? Okay, that makes sense. Moore was blubbering on me, and I would have cried, but my tear ducts are all clogged up. Seborn’s a cold-hearted bastard though. Who’s the other Hob with him?” 
 
    “Shorthilt? Weapon dude. He likes sharpening swords. He’s always maintaining that sword he has, and he doesn’t let the other Goblins touch it. He’s like a snob-Goblin.” 
 
    Erin saw Shorthilt pirouette with his blade, warding off Badarrow and smacking Numbtongue with a fast cut to the shoulder. He was probably the best of the Hobs with his sword. Erin frowned, a bit vexed. 
 
    “I think he’s a good guy. Silent type. But he means too well, you know? He sharpened my knives one time, and I nearly cut through my cutting board!” 
 
    “Huh. Okay, what about that Hob?” 
 
    Jelaqua pointed, and Erin saw Numbtongue backing up, cursing loudly as he tried to flank Shorthilt and the Hob kept him and Rabbiteater at bay. 
 
    “Oh, that’s Numbtongue. Easy to spot, too. See how he’s the only Goblin saying anything? He’s the only one who can really talk.” 
 
    “I have never heard one of the Goblins say more than five words together, Erin.” 
 
    “Yeah, but he could if he wanted to. Remember when I was singing? I swear he was singing the entire song with me after the first go round. He’s got a great memory, and I’m pretty sure he now knows both plays by heart.” 
 
    “A talking Goblin who doesn’t talk.” 
 
    “That’s right. And so we have our last Goblin. Rabbiteater.” 
 
    Erin stared at the Goblin, who looked grumpy as he and the other twot defeated Goblins watched the victors of their mock battle, Headscratcher and Shorthilt, celebrate. Jelaqua looked at Erin. 
 
    “So what’s his special feature?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “Nothing?” 
 
    “Nope. He’s good at most things, and he likes to eat. He’s a hard worker, and the other Goblins like him because he doesn’t get on their nerves. He’s a Hufflepuff, poor guy.” 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “That’s like…you know, someone who works hard but doesn’t have any defining features?” 
 
    “Oh, a loser?” 
 
    “No! They’re good people, and Rabbiteater’s good in a lot of ways! He just doesn’t stand out. Hufflepuffs are nice! Okay, I was a Gryffindor, but…” 
 
    “I have literally no idea what you’re talking about, Erin.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    As the Selphid and Human girl talked and the Redfang Warriors trooped inside for breakfast—fruit and oatmeal with honey—more people began waking up and walking downstairs. The Wandering Inn woke up as Drassi arrived for her morning shift. But the small crowd would soon have some more visitors. A band of three Gold-rank adventurers set out from Liscor, walking through the wet grasslands, arguing as they headed to The Wandering Inn. 
 
    The Silver Swords were a group of three adventurers known for their championing of just causes and for protecting those in need. They had grown famous in the north, enough so that their name was recognizable in most Adventurer’s Guilds across the continent. Rarely did they stray so far south, though, and while they were a solid team who had worked together for six years already, they were known for arguing. Mainly because each of the three members of the Silver Swords hailed from a different race. 
 
    Their leader, Ylawes Byres, was Human. He was a [Knight] who strode ahead of the group. Just behind him walked the half-Elf Falene Skystrall, a [Battlemage] who had graduated from Wistram. Behind the two, stomping along and muttering into his beard, was Dawil, a Dwarf [Axe Champion] dressed in full plate armor. 
 
    Such an unusual combination of species was rare to see, not least because half-Elves and Dwarves were known for their distaste for one another. That was a long-held stereotype, at least, and while it might not have fit in general, it seemed to fit with this group, for whom the word stereotype was sometimes understated. 
 
    It was Dawil who was complaining this morning, his deep voice loud in the morning hush. He stomped along, growling at Ylawes’ back. All three adventurers were armored up despite the early time—Dawil’s armor and Ylawes’ silver plate shone bright in the sunlight, as did Falene’s magical robes that caught and enhanced the light. None of that made the Dwarf’s mood any better. 
 
    “Bah! We had to get up early, and for what? Breakfast in that inn? Hah! I’d rather have Drakes rubbing their tails all over my head and Gnolls shedding in my soup than have Goblins stinking up the place! And you! Why are you walking in front of me, you giant shining lummox? Bad enough that I have to get up at the crack of dawn when we’re not on an adventure. I’m not staring at a flashing mirror all day!” 
 
    He cut ahead of Ylawes, grumbling about [Knights] and polished armor. Ylawes sighed, but it was Falene who cut Dawil off. The half-Elf looked down her nose at the Dwarf. 
 
    “If you’ve stopped grumbling, I’ll present my findings, Dwarf. I was telling you about the group Ylawes’ sister has found herself with.” 
 
    “Oh good, the half-Elf has done some research. Let’s all applaud her woodsy majesty then!” 
 
    “Dawil…” 
 
    Ylawes’ tone was patient. The Dwarf grumbled, but let Falene go on as the Human [Knight] nodded to her. 
 
    “As I was saying. It seems the half-Elf, Ceria Springwalker, and the [Necromancer], Pisces, truly are Wistram graduates. I had my sincere doubts, but I received a brief note from a colleague in Wistram affirming their claims. However, it seems they left Wistram prematurely…I sense there was an incident that the academy is attempting to cover up. I’ve sent follow up letters and hope to know more soon.” 
 
    “Two [Mages] from Wistram, eh? And one’s a [Necromancer]? I didn’t know that the Academy graduated [Necromancers]. And didn’t I hear you say that you’d never work willingly with someone who raised the undead, Byres?” 
 
    “The mages don’t let [Necromancers] join the academy. At least, they don’t encourage it. And my family has fought against the undead and those that command them for generations, Dawil. I don’t understand why my sister would work with this [Necromancer]. As for the Antinium—anything, Falene?” 
 
    Ylawes turned to Falene hopefully. The half-Elf hesitated and shook her head. 
 
    “Nothing. The Antinium are supposed to be a mindless mass. Why one of them would join an adventuring group—much less have a name—is a mystery to me. He could be a Prognugator, but those are supposed to be exceedingly rare. And why would he be exiled from his Hive?” 
 
    “Outcast, probably. So let’s see, we have a half-Elf with a missing hand and a [Necromancer], both of whom left Wistram under dodgy circumstances, and an Antinium from the Hives. Tell me again how your sister’s mixed up in all this, Ylawes?” 
 
    The tall [Knight] grimaced. Ylawes could have walked out of a painting of a knight fighting a Dragon. He frowned at the inn as he ascended the hill with his companions. 
 
    “I don’t know. Yvlon lost her team in Liscor’s crypts, and I think she fell in with this group by accident. She knew the half-Elf—Ceria Springwalker—from the expedition. As for the [Necromancer] and Antinium…she refused to say. But I’ll take her back north safely regardless of whatever mess she’s gotten herself into.” 
 
    “If she’s willing to go. You’ve already committed us to finding a lost adventurer. In Liscor’s dungeon no less.” 
 
    Falene looked sideways at Ylawes. The man nodded grimly. 
 
    “It’s a just cause, and if there really is a Minotaur down there who’s survived this entire time, he deserves rescue.” 
 
    “And we deserve a big bag of gold for finding him, but will we get that? No, it’s another one of your noble causes.” 
 
    Dawil grumbled. Ylawes gave him a stern look. 
 
    “If need be, I’ll pay the reward out of my own pockets, Dawil. I told you that I was looking for my sister and we might not find work here. You are free to join another team—” 
 
    “And leave you to get killed? Hah! Maybe the half-Elf would do that, but we Dwarves understand loyalty!” 
 
    Dawil thumped his chest. Then he pointed at Ylawes. 
 
    “But mark me, Byres. I’ll gladly eat and fight monsters in this city so long as there’s pay to be had and food in my belly, but if you’re really trying to get your sister to come back with you, you’ll take my advice. You’ve pestered your sister for a week now, and for what? Nothing. Listen, I’ve lived for thirty eight years—” 
 
    “And I’ve lived for twenty seven. Dawil, if you’re trying to give me sage advice…” 
 
    “Just listen! Y’see, I’ve been around for a while. Not as long as Miss Snooty half-Elf I’ll grant you, but—” 
 
    Ylawes rolled his eyes and Falene looked resigned as Dawil stroked his beard knowingly. 
 
    “Women aren’t so easy to manage. Sisters either. In my opinion, women are like metamorphological magic theory.” 
 
    Ylawes, who’d been opening his mouth to tell Dawil his advice was unwanted, stopped. He—and Falene—stared at the Dwarf. 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    The Dwarf smiled. 
 
    “You see, it’s simple. Women are like metamorphological magic. I don’t understand it, and you don’t either. The half-Elf might, but if you go blundering about trying to tug your sister one way, it’ll do no good. Probably make things worse. Why not ask for advice before you keep prodding her with a stick?” 
 
    He looked up at his companions and saw them looking at him thoughtfully. Ylawes nodded. 
 
    “You know, Dawil, you might be right.” 
 
    “Of course I’m right! Been around longer than you, haven’t I?” 
 
    Falene smiled drily. 
 
    “I suppose that sage advice comes from meeting women? You do seem oddly popular. Just the other day that Silver-rank adventurer was making passes at you. Remember? The part-Dwarf [Warrior] with the beard? She was quite handsome. Were you interested?” 
 
    “Her? Gah! Not on your life! Did you see that beard she had? It looks like she grew it with hair tonic, and the way she talked! Tall folk this, us short folk that! She’s not Dwarfish at all. No, I’d rather make eyes at a Drake. False beards are really disgusting.” 
 
    Dawil shuddered and shook his head. The Silver Swords laughed as they climbed the hill. Ylawes pushed open the door for his comrades, and they strode in. They paused as they saw the Redfang Warriors in the corner, and the inn stopped for a second in surprise. 
 
    Drassi was serving tables with Lyonette, Erin was chatting with the Halfseekers, and the Goblins were eating alone and massaging their bruises. The Silver Swords walked forwards, and Ylawes cleared his throat as he looked around. He nodded slightly to Erin. 
 
    “Is Yvlon—?” 
 
    “Not here! She’s still out on her mission-request thing.” 
 
    Erin cut him off brusquely. Ylawes looked disappointed. 
 
    “She told me she’d be back today.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, she told me the same thing. Maybe they couldn’t find enough Corusdeer?” 
 
    The [Innkeeper] shrugged as she offered the adventurers a seat. The Horns of Hammerad had been absent for the last four days on a big contract for Esthelm. They’d been hired to provide meat for the city as Esthelm’s food supplies were low. To that end, they’d been asked to slay Corusdeer, which was a task that seasoned [Hunters] might balk at due to the danger. 
 
    Late-season Corusdeer were dangerous when they migrated, and Ceria had told Erin to expect them to take at least this long. Ylawes looked like he wanted to ask more, but Dawil was already sitting at the table and his stomach was rumbling loudly. 
 
    “Your sister’s not here, Ylawes! Too bad! Now let’s eat! I could eat a horse. What have you got?” 
 
    “Oatmeal! With fruit and honey!” 
 
    The Dwarf’s face fell. Erin smiled. 
 
    “I have ham and mayonnaise sandwiches and two fried steaks I could heat up if you wanted them.” 
 
    “What? You didn’t tell me you had steak!” 
 
    Jelaqua shot up at her table. Dawil chuckled. 
 
    “Steak? I’ll have one of those and that oatmeal mush. And what do you have to drink?” 
 
    Ylawes and Falene sat as Erin hovered over their table. Erin smiled as Lyonette hurried out with bowls of freshly chopped fruit and oatmeal for all three and began heating up Dawil’s steak on the pan. It was so easy to serve food! All you had to do was heat up something Erin had cooked twelve days ago and bam! Ready to eat! The only thing that didn’t last with her [Field of Preservation] Skill was soufflés. 
 
    “I just got some wine in today. I’m expanding my stock. So in addition to ale, mead, and whiskey, I’m now serving wines from Liscor and Celum! They’re local stocks, imported from Wales and, uh, I think Sasil. That’s a Drake village south of the Blood Fields.” 
 
    “Hm. Wine, eh?” 
 
    Dawil looked interested, which surprised Erin since she’d expected Falene or Ylawes to want wine instead. The Dwarf nodded at the bottles Erin had put up against the bar. 
 
    “I’ve heard of the white wines that Drakes make, and I’m fond of a bouquet now and then. I could have a cup of the red and wash it down with that mead!” 
 
    That sounded weird to Erin, but she nodded agreeably. Falene smirked slightly at Dawil. 
 
    “Really, Dawil? Wine and mead? What happened to your Dwarfish pride?” 
 
    “A Dwarf can like both, you prissy snob! And don’t pretend to be all elegant and refined you hypocrite—I know you drink hard spirits when no one’s watching!” 
 
    Dawil pounded his hand on the table, making his bowl of oatmeal jump. Falene shook her head as she turned to Erin. The half-Elf’s smile was just a bit too knowing as Dawil growled under his breath about judgmental half-Elves. 
 
    “I would gladly have a small cup of the Walesian Red—do you have a recent vintage or an older one I could sample?” 
 
    Erin gave her a blank look. 
 
    “Um. We have red wine if you want it? Or did you mean the maroon wine?” 
 
    Falene paused. 
 
    “I meant the Walesian Red. I assume that’s the bottle over there?” 
 
    Erin looked over her shoulder. 
 
    “Oh! Right. It probably is. I don’t use the names of wines. I just call them by how they look. I’ve got red, off red, sort of red, greenish yellow, maroon…hey, why do we call all those wines white if they look green? What about green wine? What’s wrong with calling it that?” 
 
    Falene stared at Erin for a long moment. Dawil roared with laughter as the half-Elf just stared at Erin, completely unsure of what to say. Erin gave Falene an innocent look of puzzlement. At last, the half-Elf coughed delicately and pointed. 
 
    “In that case I will have the second bottle to the left.” 
 
    “Sure thing! Coming up! And what about you, Mister Dawil?” 
 
    “The same.” 
 
    The Dwarf grinned broadly, and then his eyes widened as Erin turned away from Falene and gave him a conspiratorial wink. She returned with two cups of Walesian red, which met all expectations. The Silver Swords ate without further incident, and Dawil was ready to admit that the oatmeal made for a filling breakfast—if you added a steak on the side, that was. 
 
    The Gold-rank adventurers might not have quite fit in with the rest of the inn’s guests, especially given their wariness around the Goblins, but they were adventurers, and the Halfseekers seemed at home with another experienced team nearby. Jelaqua leaned across their table and called towards them as she finished her bowl. 
 
    “Hey Ylawes, guess what? There was a Creler infestation near here.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    All three Silver Swords turned at once, interested and concerned in equal parts. Ylawes put a hand on his sword. 
 
    “How big is the nest? Did you see any adults?” 
 
    “Nothing so bad! We actually got tipped off when Mrsha here came in with a Creler egg!” 
 
    Jelaqua pointed at Mrsha, who was sitting tenderly and rubbing her bottom. The Gnoll looked up guiltily as Jelaqua went on. 
 
    “Turns out she’d found them in a cave not two miles away! Can you imagine?” 
 
    “I take it you cleared the nest then?” 
 
    Again, the Selphid shook her head. 
 
    “Nah, the place was clear when we got there. Lots of Creler bodies, no live ones. Looks like they invaded a Fortress Beaver colony, and the beavers barely wiped them out. Cuddly little varmints must have been really lucky and fought only newborns or something. I thought about hunting a few of the beavers for their pelts, but Moore wouldn’t let us. He’s too fond of animals.” 
 
    She elbowed Moore, and the half-Giant grunted. He placidly dipped a huge serving spoon into his bowl of oatmeal. Drassi, who’d been serving the adventurer’s tables since she was still nervous around the Goblins, looked interested. 
 
    “Really? The Fortress Beavers killed them all? Why’s that? I thought they were really placid animals—unless you started breaking their dams, that was. They’re a real threat when it rains since they like to create huge forts, but I’ve never heard of them being aggressive—hey, anyone want more oatmeal?” 
 
    “Here!” 
 
    Jelaqua and Seborn raised their bowls. Drassi moved over to them with the serving pot. The Drake was in her element with people to talk to. The more people the better. It was Falene who answered her, sipping her wine and speaking so the room could hear. 
 
    “Even non-violent animals will attack Crelers, Miss Drake. Animals hate Crelers as much as the thinking races, and for good reason. A nest of Crelers will systematically wipe out all life in the area if left unchecked and then colonize a new location—or burrow underground to feed and reproduce.” 
 
    “So that’s why they have such huge bounties. Huh, Selys always talks about that and how it’s so hard to award coins to adventurers since they don’t collect trophies or all the Crelers are smashed to bits.” 
 
    Drassi looked interested. Ylawes nodded seriously. 
 
    “Crelers are a considerable threat. Hatchlings and baby Crelers are manageable for Silver or Bronze-rank teams if the nest is small, but larger nests and juvenile Crelers are a match for Silver-rank teams. Any larger and Gold-rank teams have to step in. And once Crelers pass into their adult stage, they’re a threat worthy of any Gold-rank team on their own.” 
 
    “Not fun. The bounty on them is high, but I’d rather kill sewer rats all day than fight one of those bastards! Gah, we used to send out suppression teams of three Gold-rank teams together to fight really big nests in Baleros!” 
 
    Jelaqua shuddered. Seborn raised his one eyebrow as he wiped oatmeal off his crab claw hand. 
 
    “Ever tried fighting them underwater?” 
 
    “Don’t joke, Seborn.” 
 
    “Who said I was?” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The day began in earnest. The Silver Swords ate breakfast and chatted with the Halfseekers as Erin, Drassi, and Lyonette got about the business of business. Erin actually got to relax for most of it—her [Barmaids] were good at their job, and there wasn’t really that much to do. If it weren’t for her nightly performances, Erin would have been seriously concerned with paying Drassi, but as it was, she assured the Drake that she’d have a full load tonight. 
 
    “And I get to watch the play, right? I heard all about how it’s like a performance and a story in one. Selys says it’s amazing—she said you took her to a performance once, and she’s dying to see another one. I can’t wait to see one myself. It’s already the talk of Liscor!” 
 
    “How is it the talk of Liscor? I haven’t even advertised it yet! Most of Celum just found out about the plays today!” 
 
    Erin frowned in bemusement, and Drassi smiled. 
 
    “Well, I heard about the plays from Selys and then Lyonette told me that’s what I’d be doing today, so I’ve been telling everyone about it all day!” 
 
    “Without having seen a play?” 
 
    “Yup!” 
 
    The [Innkeeper] had to shake her head. Selys had warned her that Drassi was a gossip on an entirely different level. She even had that as a class! What happened if she got to a high level in that class? Did she turn into a [Chatterbox] capable of whispering around the world? Erin was listening to the Silver Swords quizzing the Halfseekers on the dungeon—hinting that they might want to join in today’s exploration, it seemed—when the door to her inn opened. 
 
    “Miss Solstice?” 
 
    Watch Captain Zevara strode in. Erin turned, surprised to see her. The Watch Captain looked busy as usual, and she cut to the chase. 
 
    “I’m here on duty Miss Solstice. I won’t take much of your time—but I’ve just gotten an official message from Pallass. They’re ready to open the door to your inn, and I’m told that the Assembly of Crafts has dropped all sanctions against our city. As far as they’re concerned, your inn is off-limits.” 
 
    “What, really? That was fast!” 
 
    Erin stared at Zevara and hurried to get her mana stone. Her guests stared at her with interest as Zevara nodded. 
 
    “You can thank Wall Lord Ilvriss for the rapid response. He’s been in communication with his Walled City for days now—there’s been a political struggle going on between Pallass and Salazsar, and it looks like Salazsar won.” 
 
    “Whoa, this was a big thing, then?” 
 
    “We’re just pawns in the larger conflict. But yes, this is meaningful. I’ll be making an announcement in Liscor later today—I’ll try to explain the limited capacity of your door, but you might get a lot of people wanting to walk through to Pallass. I’m here to tell you not to let them use your door. Celum’s fine, but you only have enough mana to send two people through, is that correct?” 
 
    “Without recharging, yeah.” 
 
    Zevara nodded. 
 
    “In that case, we’ll be offering a request form to be filled out at the Watch’s barracks. Citizens and interested parties can sign up to travel to Pallass. If they’re approved—and most will be—I send a [Message] to Pallass and get confirmation. That way, they can clear individuals from their end and deny entry if they choose. And if no one from Pallass wants to return, we’ll send two people through. If they want to come back, they need to follow the same protocol in Pallass or pay a [Mage] to charge up the door enough to let them return.” 
 
    Erin frowned as she placed the mana stone on the door. 
 
    “Wow, that’s so complicated. Official, too! Hey, thanks for doing this! I guess it would be bad if people kept trying to go to Pallass. This way it’s slow, but people can get on a waiting list!” 
 
    The Watch Captain nodded. 
 
    “It’s not ideal, but it will allow for a small bit of traffic per day. I’d like to ask you to expand the door’s capabilities if it’s possible—ideally, Liscor would like to send five or ten individuals through and have the same number coming into our city per day. But I told the Council that might be impossible.” 
 
    She looked quizzically at Erin, and the young woman gnawed at her lip. 
 
    “Yeah…my inn’s already filled with mana apparently, but I have no idea if it’s all going to the door or what. Pisces might know. He was working on it with Typhenous and Moore. When he gets back, I’ll ask him to get all his mage buddies together and do some more experiments, okay?” 
 
    “Just so long as it doesn’t cause another diplomatic incident.” 
 
    “Hey! That was—okay, that’s fair. Uh, the door’s ready. Are we supposed to wait?” 
 
    “Watch Captain Venim should be on the other side already. He’ll be making the same announcement on his end—he might have done so already. I can pull up some [Guardsmen] if there’s too much of a crowd from Liscor—I want to handle this calmly and without incident, Miss Solstice. You might also have a few members of the Council here to make a speech when the first person from Pallass arrives and we send our first visitor through.” 
 
    “Whoa! It’s going to be that big?” 
 
    The Drake nodded. Erin looked at her with round eyes and then opened the door. 
 
    “Okay then, let’s make my inn fam—oh. Hi, Watch Captain Venim.” 
 
    Sunlight poured through her doorway. Ylawes stood up in astonishment, and the other guests in the inn stared in fascination as the blue skies and huge city of Pallass appeared in the doorway in front of Erin. A Drake was standing on the other side of the door, dressed in yellow armor. He had a helmet under one arm and saluted Watch Captain Zevara. 
 
    “Watch Captain Zevara, I’m pleased to see you.” 
 
    “Likewise, Watch Captain Venim. My apologies for the slight delay. I was just letting Miss Solstice know what to expect.” 
 
    Watch Captain Venim nodded. He was standing in the sun, and Erin saw, to her great surprise, that she was no longer looking into the alleyway! It looked like they’d been placed on some kind of side street. She stared at Venim in fascination. 
 
    “You moved my door! Hey! That’s so cool! I forgot I could do that! Maybe I’ll move my door out of Octavia’s shop!” 
 
    She peered around the street excitedly. There seemed to be a crowd behind Venim! She hoped they wouldn’t rush through the door. He didn’t seem to have many [Guardsmen] posted to keep them back. Zevara saluted, looking slightly worried as she eyed the gathering. 
 
    “Watch Captain Venim, a pleasure. Have you already made the announcement on your end? We’re not quite ready here for the ceremony although we could speed it up if there’s excitement on your side. I hope you haven’t had to keep the mob from the doors.” 
 
    “The mob?” 
 
    The Drake in yellow armor looked blank and then stared over his shoulder at the crowd. 
 
    “Oh. Ah, no, Watch Captain Zevara, it’s peaceful here. I understand the door’s inactive until Miss Erin connects it, so we’ve installed it here. It should be perfectly fine. We announced the doorway this morning with the regular morning news. I believe the [Belldrakes] have spread the word and there is some interest.” 
 
    “Good thing you opened the door now before a huge crowd appeared!” 
 
    Erin excitedly looked at the Drakes and few Gnolls in the crowd. She waved, expecting them to gasp or cheer in return. The Drakes stared at her with raised eyebrows. A little Drake child waved back, and a few adults peeled away from the crowd and walked down the street. 
 
    Erin frowned. So did Zevara. Venim didn’t notice the confusion on the other side of the door. He was talking, waving a small sheet of parchment in front of Erin to get her attention. 
 
    “Watch Captain Zevara has informed you of the waiting system in place, Miss Solstice? We have our own sheet in the Watch Barracks. I don’t think we’ll get much interest at first, but we’ll inform you or the city of Liscor if any of our citizens intend to pass through your doorway. Otherwise we’ll arrange a time to open the doorway each morning, say, just past midday?” 
 
    “If your people want to come to Liscor? But—wait a second, don’t they all want to come?” 
 
    Erin pointed at the crowd of Drakes, dismayed. More were leaving. Venim hesitated. 
 
    “I believe they’re just looking, Miss Solstice. Pallass did have a deep interest in your door, but that was with the intent of moving large bodies of goods and people through. Since the Assembly of Crafts was apprised of the strict limits on your doorway—and that your inn was in fact a focal point of magic to begin with—they’ve lost interest in its economic viabilities.” 
 
    The Drake smiled as if it was good news. Erin and Zevara just stared at him. 
 
    “We may experiment with transporting a set number of objects through the door instead of people per day, but the [Merchants] are still arguing about how to set up such a system. They want a representative of their own on Liscor’s side to handle the influx of goods, and none of their senior members want to cross over—” 
 
    The penny dropped. Erin stared at the disinterested Drakes, at Watch Captain Venim’s apologetic expression, and realized what he was saying. 
 
    “Wait, people don’t want to come to Liscor? Why not?” 
 
    Her incredulous question provoked a response from the crowd at last. A Drake with a slash of red across his blue scales raised his voice. 
 
    “What do you mean, why not? What’s Liscor got that Pallass hasn’t, Human?” 
 
    Erin stared at him. That was a silly question! Liscor had—Liscor had—she opened her mouth and drew a blank. Okay, Pallass was bigger…and a Walled City, but Liscor had stuff! It was different, wasn’t that enough? 
 
    Apparently not. Another heckler in the crowd raised her voice and drawled sarcastically. 
 
    “Wow, Liscor. I’d just love to see the…what do they have over there? Grass? Shorter walls? More smelly Humans?” 
 
    There was a laugh from the crowd. Erin stared at the Drakes, dismayed. Zevara looked dumbfounded. 
 
    “You don’t think Liscor’s cool? Come on, it’s another city! Four hundred miles north! There’s this new dungeon filled with monsters that just appeared and everything!” 
 
    “Oh yeah? So what? We have three dungeons in the area!” 
 
    “Exactly! What’s this about travelling? Who wants to do that? Do I want to spend a week in Liscor, home of the rain, the Antinium, and boredom? Your city is a border city! Maybe I’ll pop by to visit Celum, but only if I feel like talking to fleshy Humans all day! Pallass is six times larger than Liscor!” 
 
    “I thought it was eight!” 
 
    “With walls that short, how would you be able to tell? Hah! Got ‘em!” 
 
    The crowd laughed and joked as Watch Captain Venim leaned closer to the door. Zevara was just staring as Erin weakly protested and got ribbed for her trouble. 
 
    “I delivered your report to Pallass’ Assembly of Crafts, but they didn’t take it too seriously, Watch Captain Zevara. Monster raids from dungeons aren’t uncommon, and you are due reinforcements soon. Liscor’s army sent a detachment of their forces north, and Pallass spotted them over a week ago. They should be arriving soon if they’re marching at a steady pace. But as for Pallass sending aid to help guard the dungeon…” 
 
    He grimaced and spread his claws helplessly. Venim looked apologetic as he continued, nodding to the crowd that was breaking up behind him despite Erin’s best efforts. 
 
    “Well, we’ll approve your visitors, and I’m sure some [Merchants] and perhaps some adventurers will be coming through from time to time on our end. Who knows, there might be some tourism your way, but we’ll approve both people you want to send through today. I, uh, think we could get one or two of the senators to arrive for a small ceremony as long as it doesn’t last too long.” 
 
    He stepped back. The crowd of Drakes had grown tired of heckling and was breaking up. Venim saluted again. 
 
    “Just send a [Message] spell when you want to send someone through. We’ll have a small escort ready and a few [Guardsmen]. More if I can get one of the senators to show up.” 
 
    He nodded and eyed Erin’s and Zevara’s faces. Somewhat sheepishly, Venim closed the door. There was a faint thump, and the portal closed. Zevara and Erin stood in front of the doorway, staring. At last, Erin looked at the Drake. Zevara’s face was pale, and she looked stunned. Erin shuffled her feet and then raised her voice. 
 
    “Wow. People in Pallass are jerks. They really don’t think Liscor’s cool?” 
 
    “Apparently.” 
 
    Zevara looked like she’d been stabbed. Her expression was the shock of someone finding out that their home wasn’t as well-respected as they thought it was. Erin could practically sense the thoughts running inside of Zevara’s head because they were parallel to her own. Of course Liscor wasn’t a Walled City, but wasn’t it a strategic landmark and all that? 
 
    Wasn’t Liscor famous for the Antinium, for defeating the Necromancer and…and more? But people thought it was just a rainy, boring place? That wasn’t fair! Okay, it wasn’t a major Drake city and it was far from the others, but— 
 
    She wondered what Liscor’s Council would say if Zevara told them what had happened. No, what would Liscor’s citizens say? They had a lot of pride in their home, and they’d believed until now that their home was the best. Mainly because visitors who badmouthed a city got in trouble fast and because they’d never actually met a bunch of people from Pallass all at once before. But now… 
 
    There would be trouble. There would be anger, indignation, and hurt feelings. For now, Erin looked at the doorway with narrowed eyes. She kicked the blank wall with her foot. 
 
    “Whatta bunch of arrogant snobs.” 
 
    Zevara paused. The Watch Captain’s pale face returned a bit of color, and she almost smiled at Erin. 
 
    “Absolutely. Well…thank you for your time, Erin Solstice. I have a report to deliver to the Council. And I’m sure they’re not going to like it.” 
 
    She walked off. Erin eyed the doorway. Pallass wasn’t all that great! All it had were huge walls, tons of cool things to see, magic elevators, about eight times as much horizontal landmass and about the same amount as much vertical space and… 
 
    “Darn it. Liscor’s cool.” 
 
    Erin scuffed away on the floor with her foot and walked away. The doorway remained closed. And underneath Liscor something, many somethings, moved in the dungeon. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The warning signs began just after midday, as the Horns of Hammerad were returning from their long stay abroad. They were covered in muck, tired, sweaty, and currently sitting on a wagon. The wagon being pulled by undead bears. 
 
    It was not a smooth ride. Bears, unlike horses, moved with a loping gait, and the wagon jerked along, making the occupants quite, quite uncomfortable. It had been a long four, no, five days, and they were understandably unhappy. They argued as they rode over a hill, skirting the puddles of water. Another problem with undead bears was that if you didn’t pay attention to them, they’d drive you right through a pond. Or into a tree. 
 
    “All I’m saying is that it’s not our fault if we don’t see you when you’re invisible, Pisces! How was I supposed to know you were in the radius of my [Fireball] spell?” 
 
    “I told you I was going to attack one of the Corusdeer from behind, Springwalker! At what point does that not translate into my proximity to said creature?” 
 
    “I thought you were picking the ones off on the outskirts, not right in front of me! And Ksmvr, stop gnawing on the Corusdeer horn!” 
 
    “Itsh tasty.” 
 
    Yvlon sighed as Ksmvr hunched over his horn. Her stomach rumbled. Loudly. She stared up at the grey skies, grateful it had stopped raining at least. 
 
    “I’m not blaming anyone, but how did we run out of supplies a day ago? We’re hunting for food for Esthelm; how did we not take our own supplies into account?” 
 
    Ksmvr looked shamefaced as he opened his mandibles. 
 
    “I take full responsibility for my actions, Miss Yvlon. I bought supplies in accordance withAntinium policy for this trip.” 
 
    “Which means?” 
 
    The Antinium shifted guiltily. 
 
    “…Antinium policy is that we eat our foes on the march. Or our own dead. We are able to march most effectively with the reduced burden you see, and…” 
 
    He trailed off. The other three adventurers exchanged glances. Ceria covered her face with her good hand. 
 
    “Okay, Ksmvr doesn’t buy supplies next time.” 
 
    “Agreed.” 
 
    Pisces and Yvlon said it at once. Ksmvr deflated. 
 
    “I apologize for my continued failures.” 
 
    Yvlon patted him on the shoulder. When the Antinium looked up, she gave him a warm smile. 
 
    “We all make mistakes. Don’t worry—it’s not like we’ve starved, and we can eat as much as we want at The Wandering Inn. We’re nearly back.” 
 
    “About time, too.” 
 
    Pisces sniffed. The [Necromancer] had, surprisingly, fared best out of all four adventurers in the Horns of Hammerad. Despite Ceria being a half-Elf used to living in the forest, despite Yvlon Byres’ training to become a [Knight], despite Ksmvr’s hardiness, the [Necromancer] had endured the lack of food simply by the expedience of having a meal’s worth of snacks hidden away in his private bag of holding. 
 
    It had been the subject of much ire once it had been discovered. Ceria kicked him, and the [Necromancer] glared at her but didn’t dare retort back. His stomach growled noticeably less than his comrades, and he devoted his attention to steering the undead skeletons of the bears he had summoned towards the inn in silence. 
 
    That was the Horns of Hammerad. Ceria the half-Elf, the [Cryomancer] with her skeletal left hand, Pisces, a [Necromancer] with a rapier hanging at his belt and a haughty attitude, Yvlon, a [Wounded Warrior] whose armor didn’t gleam like her older brother’s, and Ksmvr, a three-armed Antinium cast out from his Hive. 
 
    They weren’t the best team around, and they had only adventured for a few months but…well, that was about it. They were a Silver-rank team on the verge of ascending to Gold-rank, but they were new. They’d survived one literal trial by fire, but they had yet to adopt the camaraderie of the Halfseekers or the Silver Swords. But they were adventurers. 
 
    And they were nearly home. The inn was in front of them, warm and inviting. The wagon drove up the hill and the Horns piled out before it had pulled to a stop. Pisces wasted no time in ending the spell that held the skeletal bears together; the bones fell into a heap, and he pushed them into his bag of holding as the rest of his team headed straight for the doors. Visions of hot food and warm beds assailed Ceria, and she could smell the lunch being served within. She put her hand on the door handle and froze. Yvlon and Ksmvr stared at her, practically dancing with impatience. 
 
    “Ceria, what is it?” 
 
    “Hold up, do you feel that?” 
 
    The Horns stopped as one. Pisces, hurrying to catch up, stopped and eyed the surroundings warily. A new team they might be, but they were used to heeding each other’s warnings. Ceria looked around, puzzled. 
 
    “My [Dangersense] is going off. It’s faint, but I feel like something’s…coming.” 
 
    The Horns of Hammerad checked, but they saw nothing. Uneasily, Yvlon gripped the handle of her sword, and Ksmvr reached for his weapons. Pisces, frowning, looked at the wet landscape and shook his head. 
 
    “Let us enter the inn, Springwalker. Inside will be safer regardless of what occurs.” 
 
    He made sense. Ceria nodded and opened the door. She walked into The Wandering Inn and saw the warm fire, people sitting around tables, five Goblins hunkering in a corner, a Drake serving drinks to a table of adventurers, and then a beaming face as Erin Solstice turned. 
 
    “Ceria! Yvlon! Ksmvr! And Pisces! Hey, how have you guys been?” 
 
    She strode over to them, and Ceria saw a man in silver armor stand up. Yvlon, who had been distracted by the heap of waffles that Mrsha was digging into with a fork, froze for a second as Ylawes strode towards her with a welcoming smile. She managed one of her own. 
 
    “Oh, brother.” 
 
    “Oh brother.” 
 
    Pisces muttered under his voice as Ylawes strode towards his mud-spattered sister. Ksmvr poked Pisces in the side. 
 
    “Comrade Pisces, why did you say that? He is not your brother, is he? Or is he?” 
 
    The [Necromancer] was saved from the intimates of language and Human genetics by Erin ushering the Horns of Hammerad to a table. 
 
    “Come in, come in! Ylawes, don’t bother your sister. Whew, you’re all covered in mud! Sit, sit. Hey, Pisces’ robes and Ceria’s are nice and clean. Can’t you get your armor to do that, Yvlon? Lyonette, drinks for everyone! Drassi—” 
 
    “Waffles, hot from the kitchen! You want honey and butter with that?” 
 
    The Horns of Hammerad could have cried. In between grabbing for plates and elbowing Pisces out of the way, they simultaneously said hello, explained where they’d been and why they were so hungry, and talked about Ceria’s strange episode at the door. Erin turned to a munching half-Elf. 
 
    “What, you too, Ceria? I felt the same thing! I thought it was just a funny feeling until I realized it was my [Dangersense]. What could it be? Did you see any monsters about on the way here, Ceria?” 
 
    Ceria talked with a mouthful of waffle, spraying crumbs onto the table and making Falene shoot her a disgusted glance. 
 
    “Nothing worth mentioning. Has anything happened over here?” 
 
    Erin shot a glance towards the door to Pallass and shook her head hesitantly. 
 
    “I…hm. Anyone want more waffles? I’m planning on a big dinner tonight—hey, you won’t believe what happened! I’ve got the [Actors] coming here to do a play each night, Ceria! Remember them? They’re going to put on a performance, and I’m going to fill this inn with hundreds of people and earn tons of money!” 
 
    “Actors? You mean that play? That’s a brilliant idea, Erin!” 
 
    Ceria smiled, and Pisces sat up at his table with interest. Ksmvr, about to poke, was stopped by Yvlon as she whispered in his earhole. Ceria paused as she wiped dirt and food off her mouth. 
 
    “I can imagine you’ll have tons of guests. But—hundreds of people? Are you planning on holding the shows outside? It’s going to keep raining, Erin, and unless you want to set up a second roof—” 
 
    “What, no! I’ll have them all in here of course!” 
 
    Erin waved at the common room of the inn. Ceria and the other adventurers stared around the common room. Jelaqua raised a skeptical eyebrow. 
 
    “Uh, how? By packing them in like tadpoles?” 
 
    “No! I’ve got plenty of room! Wait—oh!” 
 
    Erin looked around the inn and slapped her forehead. 
 
    “Oh right, I disabled it. Of course you think I’m an idiot! Okay, watch this! I got this Skill two days ago, and I totally forgot to show it to you all! Ready? [Grand Theatre]!” 
 
    She clapped her hands together. The eyes of everyone in the room were on Erin. They heard the clap, and then the echo. The sound was deeper, larger than it should be. The others looked around the room and gasped. 
 
    The perspective of the common room had changed. One second it had been small, still large enough to hold a crowd, but hardly enough for the hundreds Erin had described. But now, in the blink of an eye, it was vaster. A dark, massive room stretched out behind the guests, barely lit by the dim glow of the fireplace. The common room had tripled in size and ended at a stage at the back of the room, clearly visible above the tables and chairs. 
 
    The extended common room was devoid of any furniture. The floorboards were of the same quality as the rest of Erin’s inn, as were the walls, but the windows hadn’t been copied further than the walls. The extended part of the common room was dark, like an indoors theatre, and the sound of Erin’s clap continued for a little bit in the silence. The room was vast, welcoming, expectantly waiting for noise and drama to fill the room with life. 
 
    Erin’s guests stared. Pisces’ jaw was fully open. Yvlon’s eyes were wide. Moore was quietly choking on his waffles. Seborn looked around in disbelief, and Mrsha was hiding behind Lyonette with Apista. Dawil fell out of his chair, and Falene dropped her cup. It shattered with a crash in the silence as everyone stared around the gigantic common room. 
 
    Ceria looked at Erin. The young woman grinned at her. The half-Elf took one deep breath and then another. She left for five days. Just five! She looked at Erin and couldn’t help it. Ceria shouted. 
 
    “Erin! What in the name of trees is this?” 
 
    And the inn exploded into noise. Mrsha ran across the common room as the adventurers and other guests clustered around Erin. The Redfang Goblins, forgotten for a moment, stared at Erin as Badarrow and Shorthilt slapped Rabbiteater, who’d fainted. Erin grinned as she raised her hands and tried to explain over the shouting— 
 
    And that warning feeling in the back of her head twinged. Erin stopped smiling and looked towards the windows. 
 
    Something was coming. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Watch Captain Zevara had felt it too. She strode onto Liscor’s walls, shouting for the Drake officer on duty to find her. To her surprise and pleasure, it was Olesm who hurried up. 
 
    “Olesm! I thought you were off-duty today?” 
 
    “I was! But I felt my [Dangersense] go off and—you felt it too?” 
 
    Zevara nodded grimly. She surveyed the empty Floodplains around Liscor. She could see Rock Crabs on the ground, a few Razorbeaks and other birds in the air, but nothing else. But her [Dangersense] had interrupted her meeting with Liscor’s Council, and Zevara did not ignore such warnings lightly. 
 
    “Have you seen anything?” 
 
    “Nothing, Captain. I thought about sending a message to you, but I knew you were in a Council meeting—glad to see you.” 
 
    Olesm smiled, and Zevara’s heart leapt a bit in her chest. She still carried a small candle for the Drake [Tactician] and hoped they could be more than just fellow civil servants. But right now they needed to focus on business, and Zevara was just glad Olesm was here. He was the city’s best [Tactician], and if he wasn’t that high-level, he was sharp and good in a pinch. 
 
    “How many [Guardsmen] are on the walls right now?” 
 
    “Just the usual rotation. I’ve told them to be alert, but I didn’t want to make anyone nervous by requesting more.” 
 
    “Well, I’m already nervous. And I’d rather call the alarm now than be caught off guard.” 
 
    Zevara turned. 
 
    “Street Runner!” 
 
    She bellowed, keeping her voice as loud and deep as possible. Why was it that people said female leaders screamed while male Drakes could shout as much as they wanted? She wasn’t a shrinking flower! But raise your pitch just an octave and your men thought you were panicking. Zevara had worked hard to earn her reputation as a steady Watch Captain, and she’d be damned if she showed weakness now. 
 
    The figures below had heard her call and one of the Street Runners that hung out near the wall ran up the stairs swiftly. Zevara eyed the young Gnoll and pointed. 
 
    “Run to the Watch Barracks and have them send me every off-duty [Guardsman] they have! If you find more in taverns, get them! I want ten Street Runners getting [Guardsmen]. Go, now!” 
 
    The Gnoll’s eyes widened, and he raced down the steps, already shouting at his friends. They scattered as Olesm turned back to Zevara. She tried to look calm and collected, like she knew what she was doing. 
 
    The [Guardsmen] around her had also heard her orders, and they scanned the Floodplains with increasing alertness. Some looked to Zevara, but they were well-trained enough to keep their attention where it should be. Olesm’s gaze flicked back into the city. She could tell he was calculating how long it would take them to have more [Guardsmen] on the walls. Five minutes if they were ready, ten or fifteen otherwise. They could have six hundred members of the City Watch on the walls soon, but would they need them? Zevara’s stomach ached. 
 
    “You’re not going to sound an all-call, Captain?” 
 
    The Watch could blast a horn throughout the city that would alert everyone to muster on the walls—or warn the citizens they were under attack. Zevara shook her head, keeping her voice calm though she didn’t feel that way inside. 
 
    “No reason to. Not yet. It could be that the danger’s not near us, or that we can handle it on the walls. Remember the Carn Wolves prowling the Floodplains three years back? That had everyone’s [Dangersenses] warning them not to go outdoors, but we were safe.” 
 
    “You’re right.” 
 
    Olesm tried to sound confident. Zevara tried to believe her own words. She scanned the landscape, waiting. She kept her eyes on four spots as she glanced around the landscape. The first was the raised rampart of dirt around the dungeon’s official entrance. Ancestors, was it the dungeon? It might be the dungeon. Zevara bet it was the dungeon. 
 
    “Damn those Pallass fools. They think this dungeon’s like their three dungeons? They’ve cleared all three of their spots, and I know those are Bronze and Silver-rank dungeons! That’s nothing like the one we have here! We have no idea how large it is, and how dangerous—we could use some of their soldiers!” 
 
    She muttered to herself anxiously. Olesm glanced at her. 
 
    “Pallass denied your request? I thought we’d settled things with them.” 
 
    “We did. But they’re still not going to help us in any way. Once they realized they weren’t getting Solstice’s magic door without a fight, they lost all interest in it—and us! All they want to do is ship goods to Liscor. No one in their scale-rotting city wants to visit Liscor. They think we’re a backwater city with nothing interesting to see!” 
 
    Zevara ground her teeth together. Olesm spluttered. 
 
    “Well that’s not—who thinks that?” 
 
    “All of them. And our dungeon’s not a concern to Pallass.” 
 
    She stared at the second landmark, the place where a rift led down into the dungeon from the Floodplains. That entrance should be partially flooded already, but it was another spot of worry. She’d considered having it filled with dirt, but hopefully the water should deter some of the monsters. 
 
    Zevara shifted her attention to the next spot—the road leading north. If the Goblin Lord had sent his forces south or a hostile group of monsters had come out of the High Passes, they would come from that direction. But Esthelm would have warned them, surely? Or did they not have enough [Mages] capable of casting [Message] spells anymore? 
 
    No way to know. Zevara would send a message to them if nothing happened in the next few minutes. She stared at the last spot of worry—Erin Solstice’s inn. It was the target of more strange happenings than Zevara had ever seen. Rogue Named Adventurers, undead skeletons, Hobs, portals to other cities—Zevara’s stomach clenched and did backflips at the thought of what the young woman might have done in the short hours since she’d seen her. 
 
    Dungeon entrance, rift, road, inn. Zevara alternated between them until she heard pounding boots and turned. The rest of the City Watch poured onto the walls. A Senior Guardsman stopped in front of her. The Gnoll saluted, his hand on his sword. 
 
    “What news, Captain?” 
 
    “Nothing yet. My [Dangersense] is going off and so is Olesm’s. Have everyone spread out along the walls—west side a priority, and shout if you see anything!” 
 
    “Yes, Captain!” 
 
    The Gnoll began ordering the [Guardsmen] around the walls. They spread out, and Zevara saw more marching down the street, called to action by the Street Runners. She heard a loud and familiar voice grousing as Relc climbed the stairs. 
 
    “What? We don’t know what’s out there? Come on, it’s my day off! This better not be like the time with the Carn Wolves, or I’m gonna get mad!” 
 
    “Shut up, Relc! Get your fat tail moving, or I’ll kick you off the walls!” 
 
    Zevara bellowed at him, and the nervous [Guardsmen] laughed. She was privately relieved to see Relc as he grumbled and raised a single claw in her direction. The [Sergeant] was a famous [Soldier] when all was said and done, and there were far worse people to have at your back. She turned back to ask Olesm if Erin had mentioned anything, anything unusual when it happened. Her [Dangersense] blared an alarm into her skull, and Olesm jerked. Zevara’s head spun wildly. 
 
    Inn, dungeon entrance, road, rif—there it was. The rift was hidden from her sight by a large hill, but Zevara clearly saw the geyser of water spraying into the air. It shot upwards as both she and Olesm watched, propelled into the air by a massive force. And then she saw a leg rise above the crest of the hill. It was long, insectile, and—furry? Zevara only got a moment’s glimpse before it lowered, and she saw water spraying down. 
 
    “What in the name of the Ancestors is…?” 
 
    Olesm never got a chance to finish his question. Something rose out of the rift, something massive. Zevara saw a head poke above the line of the hill, wet, covered with hair, a giant furry head and then a long, long body. A huge abdomen shook; gargantuan wings unfolded and exposed a staring pattern of black spots and brown chitin. Two fuzzy antennae swiveled, and Zevara saw the jaws open. 
 
    The mouth, oh, but it shouldn’t have a mouth! But this species, this horrible offshoot, was known for its mouth, infamous for it! The razor-sharp opening gaped wide as the gigantic moth shook its wings, spraying water everywhere. Zevara’s heart stopped as she saw its body rustle. Thousands of smaller moths were clinging to the adult, and as the mother spread her wings, they began to take off as well. The Drake stared at the moth as it fanned its wings, ridding itself of the water. Olesm’s voice quavered in the silence. 
 
    “Face-Eater Moth.” 
 
    It was larger than Erin’s inn. The Face-Eater moth flapped its wings once and sounded like thunder. Its carnivorous children flew upwards searching for prey. The huge swarm covered the sun. Zevara looked up and screamed. Anyone would have screamed. 
 
    “Sound the alarm!” 
 
    Her voice snapped the [Guardsmen] around her out of their stupor. They stared at her and then rushed to the walls, some running to grab more bows, more arrows, others racing to the north and west walls. Zevara turned to Olesm and grabbed the Drake. 
 
    “Get the command spells for the wall! Prepare to activate Liscor’s defenses!” 
 
    He nodded and ran for the small box of scrolls that would operate Liscor’s enchantments. Zevara turned and found the nearest [Guardsman]. 
 
    “You! I want all citizens indoors! Take a squad—get the Street Runners! Clear the streets!” 
 
    He nodded and ran for the stairs. Zevara looked around. The Face-Eater Moths were still flapping their wings, still drying them. Some were beginning to fly, and they were moving in a swarm. They would eat anything and everything in sight. One giant moth, countless smaller ones. 
 
    Smaller? Zevara could see some of the moths at a distance, as large as wagons. She saw the mother flap her wings and tried to count. They could hit the mother with spells, fry the swarm with magic. They had arrows; they could hold the walls so long as they could keep the moths there! She kept calm. She kept calm until she saw the second leg coming out of the ground. 
 
    Zevara froze as another gigantic moth began worming its way out of the rift. She turned. The [Guardsmen] around her had gone silent. The Watch Captain screamed into the silence. 
 
    “Summon the Antinium!” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “Oh my god.” 
 
    Erin stood at the windows, staring. The second moth was just as colossal as the first. It crawled out of the rift, miles away from the inn and yet it still seemed huge. From her vantage point, Erin could see it awkwardly pulling itself onto the grass, and she could see the thousands of smaller moths clinging to its body. She heard a faint sound behind her. 
 
    “Jelaqua? How bad is…that thing?” 
 
    “Bad. Very bad.” 
 
    The Selphid’s face couldn’t go whiter, but her hands shook as she gripped her two-headed flail. The Selphid stared at the giant moth as it opened its mouth again. Moths shouldn’t have mouths. Not like the gaping hole that opened and closed sharply. Were those teeth around the edges of the mouth? 
 
    “That’s a Face-Eater Moth.” 
 
    “A Face-Eater…that name’s a joke, right?” 
 
    “Nope. They do exactly what you think. Ever seen one bite someone’s face clean off? They won’t stop with faces either. They can bite through arms, tear flesh off—and they’re huge. Dead gods, the big one is larger than this inn.” 
 
    “And there are two!” 
 
    Lyonette hugged Mrsha to her chest. Her eyes were wide as the second moth extracted itself and began fanning its wings. The adventurers stood at the windows, nervous, holding their weapons. Erin looked from face to face, afraid. She’d never thought she’d see a monster that would actually scare her more than Skinner, but the two giant Face-Eater Moths made Moore look like a tiny puppy! 
 
    “Jelaqua? Ylawes? Are they going to attack?” 
 
    There was a pause as both captains stared at each other in silence. Moore was the one who answered. The half-Giant kept his voice low. 
 
    “There are a few things that could happen. In the best case scenario, the moths go back into the dungeon. But that’s not likely. They’re most likely hungry. Something—or someone—woke them up. And so they’ll probably search for food.” 
 
    “And that food’s us, right?” 
 
    Drassi’s voice quavered in the silence. Moore nodded. He didn’t take his eyes off the moths. There were thousands, and they were beginning to fly in a huge cluster. 
 
    “But perhaps—perhaps they might go elsewhere. Or only a part of the swarm remains. That would be ideal.” 
 
    “And the not-ideal?” 
 
    No one answered Erin. She stared at the two giant moths. Each one was larger than her inn. She imagined them attacking Liscor, flying over the walls and—her eyes widened as she saw another head rising from the rift. 
 
    “Oh you have got to be kidding me.” 
 
    Another Face-Eater Moth was climbing out. This time Seborn swore long and loud. Jelaqua looked stunned. 
 
    “Three? How large is their nest? They were just sitting in that damn dungeon the entire time? Ylawes, have you or your team ever seen something like this?” 
 
    “Never. I didn’t think they got this large. The biggest one I’ve ever seen was mounted on a wall, and it was only as large as a Troll.” 
 
    The [Knight]’s face was grim as he adjusted the straps on his shield. Erin stared at the moths. There had to be tens of thousands of them now. More were coming out of the rift. More and more. But they might fly away, Moore said. If—if— 
 
    If no one provoked them. Erin saw the smaller moths flying around in a widening circle. Their wing beats—it wasn’t like the deafening buzzing of bees. It was more like distant thunder, vast and terrifying. Erin saw the moths flying closer to the Walls of Liscor. She could see [Guardsmen] on the walls. She saw the future and held her breath. 
 
    “Don’t—” 
 
    Someone said it in the silence. Erin saw the [Guardsmen] raising their bows as a group of moths flew closer. They might have had orders. Or maybe one of them lost their nerve. Erin saw a single arrow fly, saw a Face-Eater Moth jerk and fall. The moths swirled in alarm; more arrows flew. The moths fell, landing on the ground and wriggling, some still alive. Erin saw the giant moths turn their massive heads. She saw their mouths open and their wings spread. 
 
    And then she heard chittering. It came from the moths. It was high-pitched, terribly loud. It almost sounded like laughter, loud and hysteric, coming from a thousand, ten thousand bodies. The moths flew. Erin heard a scream from inside the inn. The sky turned dark. The moths flew up and blotted out the sun. Then they came, all of them. They chittered as they flew towards Liscor. And towards the inn. 
 
    “Lyonette?” 
 
    Erin’s voice was terribly calm as she turned her head. She felt like the world was moving in slow motion. She saw the [Barmaid] turn, her eyes wide. Mrsha was in her arms, holding onto the [Barmaid] tightly. The small Gnoll looked at Erin, trembling with fear. 
 
    Slow motion. And then fast. Erin grabbed Lyonette. 
 
    “The door! Now!” 
 
    She pointed. Lyonette looked. Not to the door of the inn, but the magic door. She stared at Erin. Erin shouted. Time went back to normal as the inn erupted into chaos. 
 
    “The door! Drassi, now!” 
 
    She ran to the door as the adventurers shouted and began racing about the inn. Erin ran to the door and tore the mana stone to Pallass away. She opened the door and saw Octavia look up. 
 
    “Erin, hey.” 
 
    The [Alchemist] paused. 
 
    “What’s that s—” 
 
    “Inside!” 
 
    Erin practically threw Lyonette and Mrsha into the doorway. She rushed Drassi through, and Octavia shot to her feet. 
 
    “Erin—” 
 
    “Liscor is under attack! Get the Watch! Get help!” 
 
    Erin screamed at her and then slammed the door. She looked around her inn and ran for the kitchen. She should run, she knew. She should escape. Ceria screamed at her as Pisces, Ksmvr, and Yvlon began overturning tables, pushing them into barricades against the windows. 
 
    “Erin! Go through the door!” 
 
    “Not yet! Not yet!” 
 
    The [Innkeeper] ran into her kitchen. Knife, frying pan—she ran to her pile of blankets, threw them aside, pulled out a crate which clinked. 
 
    The inn was full of thumping, banging as the Goblins and adventurers raced to secure the building. They were shouting, and from the walls of Liscor blared horns. They screamed an alarm. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    In the city, Selys looked up, heart suddenly pounding. 
 
    “Those are siege alarms!” 
 
    The adventurers in the Guild stared at her. Many of them were Human. They had no idea what Drake warning signals sounded like. Selys sat upright and stared out the window. She heard Runners shouting as people screamed and fled into their houses. She turned and shouted at the staring Humans. 
 
    “Liscor is under attack!” 
 
    Then she raced to bar the doors of the Adventurer’s Guilds, shouting at anyone on the streets to come inside. The civilians hid as the horns blared onwards. And in the inn the adventurers waited. Erin stood behind a window she herself had boarded up with nails and spare boards, peering out the cracks. Everyone was indoors. 
 
    Almost everyone. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Bird stood in his watch tower at the top of The Wandering Inn, staring at the mass of Face-Eater Moths as they flew towards him. He stared. His bow suddenly felt very small. The Antinium looked up at the largest moth and then at the tens of thousands behind it. He reached for an arrow. 
 
    “That is a lot of birds. A very big lot.” 
 
    He drew the arrow to his chest and loosed. A moth fell. Bird drew a second arrow, and just as swiftly, a second moth fell. He stared at the endless swarm, so numerous that they defied counting. He looked thoughtfully at the quiver at his side. 
 
    “I might need more arrows.” 
 
    The moths had seen him. They flew at him as the Antinium began to loose arrows again and again. Protect the inn. Guard it. He shot moths down until they were right on top of him, swarming his tower. More and more. Bird had one thought, one desperate realization as the moths closed in around the inn and the city. Just maybe, just once…there could be a thing as too many birds. 
 
    The Face-Eater Moths were everywhere. They came, flooding the walls of Liscor, clawing at the glowing field of energy that sprang up around the Drake City, biting at the magic barrier, swarming over the inn. They chittered as the magics slowly began to fail. The noise—a fourth giant moth crawled out of the rift, and then a fifth. They chittered as they came. The noise filled the air, made the walls and ground vibrate. That chittering, that infernal squealing. It was everywhere, deafening. And worse— 
 
    It sounded like laughter. 
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    They were coming. They were already here. The Face-Eater Moths flew and crawled across the Floodplains of Liscor, chittering. There were so many that Erin couldn’t see the sky. Already, they were crawling over her windows, their legs scraping the glass. She saw one moth press its body against her window and backed away. 
 
    “Erin!” 
 
    A hand yanked her into the middle of the common room. Erin whirled. Ceria’s face was pale, and she was holding her wand in her other hand. She shouted over the terrible rustling of thousands of bodies. 
 
    “Get into the door! To Celum! We’ll fight them here!” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    Erin shook her head. The half-Elf stared at her incredulously. 
 
    “Erin, there are thousands—” 
 
    “Tens of thousands. Moore, block that window!” 
 
    Jelaqua snapped as Moore heaved a table up and rammed it against the window. Erin stared around the room. The adventurers were all boarding up windows or preparing for combat. They looked grim as they checked their gear. She saw the Halfseekers downing potions, the Silver Swords pointing out a crack in the window and arguing—the other Horns of Hammerad were upstairs with the Redfang Goblins, trying to seal off the windows there. 
 
    Glass windows. For once Erin regretted the beautiful, expensive, fragile glasswork. She saw a Face-Eater Moth clawing at the window and then saw Ylawes striding towards her. 
 
    “Miss Solstice.” 
 
    His voice was clipped, and he was holding his shield and sword as he stared around the inn. The common room had returned back to its normal size, and it felt cramped, as though they were in a tiny box. Erin could hear movement all around them, things battering at the wall. 
 
    “I advise you to leave through the door to Celum. We’ll cover you and try to slaughter the moths, but we’ll have to fall back as soon as this inn starts going down.” 
 
    “It’s not going down. And I’m not leaving.” 
 
    Erin snapped at the [Knight] as he tried to escort her to the door. He and Ceria both looked at her. 
 
    “Excuse me? Did you see the size of those five moths, Erin? One of them could flatten your inn just by landing on it!” 
 
    “Not my inn. I have a Skill.” 
 
    The young woman folded her arms. She could feel her inn groaning under the weight of so many bodies, but, amazingly, they had yet to break a window despite the pounding impacts that now came from every side. Moths were hurling themselves at the windows. Ylawes stared at her. 
 
    “You’re sure your inn will survive? That changes things.” 
 
    “It’ll hold! Moore couldn’t break my walls. My windows though—” 
 
    There was a crack as something massive struck a window near the kitchen. Erin saw every head turn. Ylawes stared at her and then looked around. 
 
    “In that case we have an opportunity. We can hold this ground; use it to shield our backs.” 
 
    A woman’s voice called out. 
 
    “Shield our—what are you talking about?” 
 
    More voices. Erin saw Yvlon. She’d come down the stairs. Pisces and Ksmvr were behind her. 
 
    “We boarded up as many windows as we could and closed the doors. Hopefully that buys us time. But how long are we planning to hold out here?” 
 
    Yvlon pointed back upstairs. Pisces looked around. The [Necromancer]’s gaze was sharp as he eyed the Silver Swords. Falene and Dawil were standing by the doors, the half-Elf holding a staff and the Dwarf a hammer in both hands. He nodded to them. 
 
    “The most expedient solution would be to retreat into Celum. But that isn’t your brother’s intention, Yvlon. He intends to take the fight to the Face-Eater Moths.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    Ylawes had produced a helmet from somewhere. It was a classic knight’s helm with a visor. He put it over his head, his voice muffled as he spoke. 
 
    “We’re going out there. The moths are already breaking the windows and trying to get in—we’ll distract them. Yv, you and your team hold this inn. If Miss Solstice is right, we can rely on it to shield our backs and rest if needed. But we won’t win this battle sitting and holding out.” 
 
    “Win? Ylawes, there are thousands of—” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    His voice made Yvlon go quiet. Ylawes looked around, and Erin saw him open his visor to look at his younger sister. 
 
    “Yv, this is our duty. My team’s duty. We’re Gold-rank adventurers, and Liscor is under siege. We need to take down those giant moths. Liscor only has a limited window before the city is overrun, and we are bound to fight.” 
 
    “Sounds about right.” 
 
    Jelaqua strode over. The Selphid wasn’t smiling, and her hands gripped the two-handed flail tightly. She nodded to Ylawes as the Gold-rank adventurer turned. 
 
    “You’re thinking the same thing, Ylawes? Head out and smash those bugs?” 
 
    “We’re going to aim for one of the five giant moths. You?” 
 
    Erin and the Horns of Hammerad stared open-mouthed as Jelaqua grinned with bloodless lips. 
 
    “Nothing so grand. Moore’s magic can’t hit aerial targets, and Seborn and I aren’t cut out for it either. We’ll just mow down as many moths as we can. You want to coordinate?” 
 
    “No. We’ll just foul each other. Let’s stick within range of the inn, though. We’ll take the front.” 
 
    “Fine. We’ll try to hold that ground too.” 
 
    Jelaqua nodded. She struck Ylawes’ shoulder with a gauntleted fist as he nodded to her. Yvlon was still staring. 
 
    “Are you insane? You’ll be torn apart if you go out there! Ylawes—” 
 
    “Don’t argue with your brother!” 
 
    To everyone’s surprise, Jelaqua snapped at Yvlon. She looked around. The Selphid’s eyes flashed as she nodded to the door. 
 
    “This is a Gold-rank adventurer’s responsibility. It’s not the same as being Silver-rank. When you reach our level, you swear an oath to fight. We don’t run, not when a city’s at stake.” 
 
    “Exactly. Liscor won’t survive that onslaught for long. Their magic barrier is already weakening.” 
 
    Ylawes’ words were punctuated by a thump in the distance. Erin’s eyes widened. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    “Attack magic. Came from Liscor.” 
 
    Seborn announced from his position by the doors. Erin heard a thunderous roar, and the chittering of the moths stopped for a second as a tremendous thwoom of noise made the windows of her inn shake. She looked around wildly as the press of bodies let up on the outside for a second. She ran to look out a window, ignoring Ceria’s warning. 
 
    Moths were flying about in confusion. Erin could see the magical barrier around Liscor flickering, and then a flash of orange and red blinded her. The giant moth flew back, keening, as hundreds of its smaller kin fell burning from the air. 
 
    “Good use of fire magic. But it won’t last. They only have a limited number of enchantments on their wall.” 
 
    Falene announced as she stared out the windows. Indeed, the moths were already attacking the barrier again. They hurled themselves at the blue shield surrounding Liscor, and Erin could see it flickering with each impact. Two of the colossal Face-Eater Moths landed on the barrier, and she saw it go out for an entire second. 
 
    “Dead gods. Are you really going to fight that?” 
 
    Ceria’s voice was soft. Ylawes nodded. He looked at her and the other Horns of Hammerad. 
 
    “Hold the inn. Don’t let the moths in. If you can’t, pull back into Celum and don’t open that door for any reason. We’ll survive.” 
 
    “Ylawes—” 
 
    The [Knight] turned and looked at his sister. Erin couldn’t see his face through his visor, but she thought he was smiling. 
 
    “I’ll see you soon, Yv.” 
 
    There was a crash from upstairs and the sound of splintering glass. Pisces cursed, and he and Ksmvr rushed up the stairs. Erin looked around. Where were the Redfang Goblins? Ylawes looked up and nodded to his team. 
 
    “Ready?” 
 
    “A moment. The mana here is strong. I’m trying to harness it.” 
 
    Falene closed her eyes. Erin gasped in surprise. 
 
    “Oh! My inn’s got lots of magic! Can you use it?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    The half-Elf opened her eyes and regarded Erin severely. She shifted her gaze to Ceria. 
 
    “Ceria Springwalker, you are a mage of Wistram. I trust you to hold this ground until we return.” 
 
    “I’ll—do my best.” 
 
    Ceria looked pale. Erin stared at her and then at Falene. The half-Elf was beginning to glow. Dawil grumbled and moved backwards as Falene’s body sparked, jolts of electricity arcing from her body to the ground and tables. 
 
    “Hot! Watch it, Elf!” 
 
    She made no reply. Across from her, Erin saw Moore raising his staff. Jelaqua’s voice was calm. 
 
    “We’re going in, boys. Slaughter tactics. No need for speed or maneuverability out there. Moore, can you cast your armor spell on all of us?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    The half-Giant’s voice boomed. His eyes flashed green as he brought the staff down. There was a rumble, and Erin saw vines covered in huge thorns worm out from beneath her floorboards. They covered his arms, his legs—she saw the same was happening to Jelaqua and Seborn! 
 
    “Dead gods.” 
 
    Ceria breathed the words. She was staring at Falene. Now the half-Elf was surrounded by a crackling aura of lightning. It was contained—Erin saw the bolts of electricity trying to earth themselves on Dawil and her tables and Falene drawing them back around her. The half-Elf’s voice echoed as her eyes flashed. 
 
    “Magic is limited only by the quality of the mage, Ceria. This inn is a place of power. As am I.” 
 
    She turned. Her body shone with lightning. Dawil grumbled. 
 
    “And I’m a place of metal. Keep your [Lightning Shroud] spell under control until we’re clear of the inn, Elf!” 
 
    “Ready?” 
 
    Ylawes strode towards the door. His armor shone as Falene and Dawil took up places behind him. Erin heard more crashes above and shouts. She looked up. Were the moths getting in above already? 
 
    “We’re ready.” 
 
    Jelaqua’s voice came from a shape cloaked in vines. Erin stared. The Selphid was covered in green armor, her body engulfed in razor-sharp thorns and twisted vine. Only her eyes were visible and then, only just. Seborn looked equally fearsome, but Moore— 
 
    Two giant eyes stared at her out of a mass of barbed plant matter. The half-Giant turned, and Erin, Ceria, and Yvlon backed up a step. A towering creature rose, a hand covered in razor-sharp blades gripped a staff. Ylawes glanced at the Halfseekers. 
 
    “On my count, then.” 
 
    He put his hand on the door as Dawil knocked aside a barrel that had been pushed in the way. The barrel fell and broke, spilling alcohol across the ground. 
 
    “Oops.” 
 
    The Dwarf’s voice was loud. Erin heard the chittering, the rustling, saw something smash through the window across the room. It began thumping against the table blocking the way. Ylawes didn’t look around. He waited three seconds and then lifted his shield. He shouted as Ceria and Yvlon ran to attack the moth coming through the window. 
 
    “Silver Swords! Let’s go!” 
 
    He threw open the doors. Erin gasped as she saw moths swarming around the entrance. A giant Face-Eater Moth taller than the door itself reared up, its razor-sharp mouth opening. Ylawes raised his shield, and it flashed white. He roared as he charged. 
 
    “[Shield of Valor]!” 
 
    A bulwark of silver light formed around his shield. Ylawes rushed forwards, and the moths found themselves swept up, pressed helplessly against the shield as he rammed them together. Hot on his heels was Dawil. The Dwarf roared as he smashed a moth flat and swung his hammer into another with a crunch. 
 
    “Come on you flying sacks of crap! I haven’t got all day!” 
 
    Behind him strode Falene. Erin heard her speaking as she raised her staff. Spells erupted from the tip of her weapon too fast for thought. 
 
    “[Blue Lightning], [Flash Fireball], [Water Arrows], [Sand Spray], [Aerial Burst]—” 
 
    The lightning around her flashed, and Erin heard hundreds of moths shriek as the electricity blasted in every direction. As they tumbled from the sky, Jelaqua led Moore and Seborn out, screaming a warcry. The Selphid plunged into the ranks of moths, her flail knocking them aside, creating a space as she whirled through the first rank of moths around the inn. Seborn was already stabbing with his enchanted daggers as Moore smashed moths with his hands and staff. 
 
    “The door!” 
 
    Ylawes roared, and Erin ran for the door. A moth the size of a large dog flapped towards Erin. She saw its ‘mouth’ opening and shutting as it flew towards her face. Instinctively Erin raised the frying pan. 
 
    “Get lost!” 
 
    She smacked it, and the moth fell down. Erin slammed the door on it and struggled to drag the half-drained barrel in front of the door. She heard more cries as the adventurers began fighting outside the inn and more sounds. The moths were attacking in full force now. 
 
    “The windows! Yvlon, take that side!” 
 
    Ceria shouted as more moths began bursting through the windows. The one on the far wall had been decapitated by Yvlon’s sword—Erin saw its torso hanging obscenely out of the wall, dripping onto the floorboards. Ceria pointed as more dark shapes squirmed in the window behind it. 
 
    “[Ice Spikes]!” 
 
    She fired with her wand and skeletal hand. Erin heard shrieks as the forms fell back. Yvlon ran to the other side and lopped off a moth’s leg that had penetrated a glass window. 
 
    “Erin! Get to Celum, damn it!” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Erin shouted back. She ran into the kitchen and dragged out the crate of rattling potions. She heaved it onto a table, taking care not to break the bottles within. These weren’t the potions Octavia had broken by accident the other day. She’d bought these over a month ago. Healing potions, alchemist’s fire, mana potions—she shouted at Ceria. 
 
    “Potions are here! Get them!” 
 
    “Potions? Good!” 
 
    Ceria turned and cursed as another moth tried to crawl through the broken window. A shimmering wall of ice pinned the insect against the window and then sheared it in two as it blocked the window off again. Ceria pointed and another wall of ice blocked off another broken window. The moths began hammering on the ice again. There were so many! 
 
    “I’m going to see what’s happening above!” 
 
    Erin ran for the stairs. She could hear more fighting above. She took the stairs two at a time and saw chaos on the second floor. 
 
    “Comrade Pisces, the moths are coming through your room!” 
 
    “I see them!” 
 
    Pisces and Ksmvr were holding the second floor, trying to cover the eight rooms, each of which had moths crawling through the broken windows. They were not alone, though. Erin gaped as three giant bear skeletons tore into the moths above, biting and tearing at the insects. She froze as Pisces impaled a moth on his rapier. The [Necromancer] turned to her, his face alight with battle fury. 
 
    “Erin! Get below! We’ll hold the moths off as long as we can! The Goblins are doing the same one floor up!” 
 
    “They are?” 
 
    “Yes! Bird is wounded!” 
 
    Ksmvr shouted as he cut at a moth with three arms. Erin paled. 
 
    “Bird!” 
 
    She ran for the third floor, ignoring Pisces’ shouts for her to come back. She’d forgotten about Bird! Was he— 
 
    Moths covered the third floor. Erin froze in the hallway. Moths. They were pouring in from the staircase leading up to Bird’s watch tower, filling the corridor. The only thing stopping them was a line of five green warriors. The Redfang Warriors were snarling, cutting moths down as they swarmed through the opening. Behind them, an Antinium lay on the ground, bleeding green from dozens of wounds. 
 
    “Miss Erin. I regret to inform you that I have failed my duties.” 
 
    Bird looked up weakly. His body looked like it had been sliced by thousands of razors. His bow was broken, and Erin could see his internal organs pulsating from a place on his side where his exoskeleton was just gone. She reached for the potion at her belt and fumbled with it. 
 
    “Bird—hold on!” 
 
    One of the Hobs turned. Badarrow blinked as he saw Erin, and he shouted something guttural at her, pointing at the stairs leading down. He was standing behind a pile of moths. The Hobs had already killed so many that they were forming a barricade in the hallway. Erin saw Headscratcher cutting at two moths, roaring, as they tried to fly in the tight space. 
 
    Badarrow loosed an arrow and saw Erin struggling with the potion bottle. He ran over, grabbed the bottle, and unceremoniously smashed it against Bird’s chest. The bottle broke as the healing liquid splattered over the Antinium’s wounds. 
 
    “Ow.” 
 
    Bird’s wounds began to close as Erin dragged him back from the fighting. She saw Shorthilt and Rabbiteater both cutting down moths coming from the doors. The Redfang Warriors fell back a step as more Face-Eater Moths crawled over their companions. And more were coming down the stairs each second. 
 
    “Many! Many!” 
 
    Numbtongue was shouting in frustration as he kicked a cat-sized moth and speared another with his sword. He howled in agony as the small moth he’d kicked latched onto his arm. As he tore it off and stomped on it, Erin saw a circular chunk of flesh had been torn off his arm. 
 
    “The door! The door to the watch tower! Can you close it?” 
 
    She shouted as she pointed to the stairs the moths were streaming down. Bird shook his head as he rose unsteadily. He pulled a dagger from his belt and stabbed a moth crawling among the dead bodies towards Badarrow. 
 
    “They broke the door. And my tower! And my bow!” 
 
    He rose, and Badarrow grunted. Bird looked around and walked into his room, past Shorthilt. The Goblin shouted something at him and charged in after the Antinium. Erin shouted for Bird, and the Antinium reappeared a moment later with his old crude bow in his arms. 
 
    “I have a spare. Miss Erin, you are in grave danger! Please go below!” 
 
    “What about you? Come on, get downstairs!” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Badarrow growled at her. He shot another moth at point-blank range as Bird took a position beside him. Bird nodded. 
 
    “We will hold this spot until we must fall back.” 
 
    The other Hobs growled agreement. Numbtongue stumbled back, cursing, as more moths forced him to pull back from the doorway he was holding. Instantly, Headscratcher, Shorthilt, and Rabbiteater took a few steps back and formed another line a few feet further back down the hallway. Numbtongue turned to Erin. 
 
    “Need potions! Got more?” 
 
    “Yeah, lots! Hold on!” 
 
    Erin ran down the stairs. Pisces and Ksmvr were fighting in the hallways now, battling back-to-back. Erin froze as she saw deformed skeletons, huge shambling horrors smashing moths. 
 
    “Wha—Pisces, are these all yours?” 
 
    “I am a [Necromancer]!” 
 
    He looked irate as he stabbed a moth behind one of his Bone Horrors. Erin saw Ksmvr pushing a moth into a room and nearly slipped on the blood. 
 
    “Hold on, I’m getting potions for you all! I—gah!” 
 
    A moth that had been stabbed through the chest fluttered up. Erin reacted instinctively. 
 
    “[Minotaur Punch]!” 
 
    She caught it on the abdomen and felt her fist go through the moth. Erin screamed in horror as the moth squirmed on her arm. Ksmvr tore it off and threw it to the ground. Erin stared at the gore on her arm and didn’t throw up. That was a challenge. She ran downstairs, her stomach roiling, and saw the situation on the ground floor had gotten worse. 
 
    “There’s too many!” 
 
    Yvlon and Ceria were fighting a hard battle. Despite Ceria’s ice magic, the moths were flooding through the windows, and unlike the second and third floors, there were no hallways or doors to block them coming in. Yvlon whirled and cut a moth down as Erin ran for her crate of potions. Ceria was screaming obscenities as she shot moths with her [Ice Spike] spell. 
 
    “Hold on, just hold on!” 
 
    Erin ran back up the stairs, dumping some potions on the ground and then hurled the crate at the Redfang Goblins. Headscratcher grabbed one bottle instantly. Somehow the Goblin recognized the potion and hurled it across the corridor. Erin, knowing what the potion did too, threw herself to the ground. 
 
    She heard a roar and felt the wave of heat blast her. When Erin got up, the third floor was a mass of flame as the moths burned. The corpses that the Goblins had stacked up became flaming barricades, and the assault slowed. And yet, still the moths came, screaming as they burned, smothering the flames with their bodies. The Goblins took the brief interlude to snatch more potions out of the crate, eying them and snapping at each other as they braced themselves for the next wave of scorched insects. 
 
    “Hey! One of you come with me!” 
 
    Erin screamed at them. The Goblins turned. Headscratcher shouted what sounded like an order in their crackling tongue—Shorthilt raced after Erin as she ran back downstairs. She slipped on the blood coating the stairwell and crashed onto the ground. Erin scrambled up, feeling a searing pain in her elbow and side. 
 
    “Are you good?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Pisces screamed back. Erin shouted. 
 
    “Can you hold?” 
 
    “Wha—yes! For a while!” 
 
    His Bone Horrors had pushed into each of the rooms. Erin could see them smashing and cutting the moths apart. She nodded and ran downstairs. 
 
    “Ceria! Yvlon!” 
 
    The half-Elf and woman looked up as Shorthilt raced downstairs. The Hob charged towards a moth that had come through a window and cut. He slashed the moth in two and then raced across the inn to cut another moth to ribbons. 
 
    “Thanks! How are the others doing?” 
 
    Ceria shouted at Erin. 
 
    “Good! Bad! I don’t know, there are way too many!” 
 
    “My brother’s outside in all of this!” 
 
    Yvlon screamed at the other two. Erin nodded. She had no idea if the Silver Swords or the Halfseekers were even alive, but she had to trust they were. She looked around. Her inn was filled with shouts, thumping, screeching insects. She had to do something! But what? 
 
    Fight? Erin realized she was holding her frying pan and hurled it at a moth that had burst through a window behind Ceria. It clonked the moth, and it was stunned long enough for the half-Elf to turn and blast it with shards of ice. Erin backed up towards her kitchen as Ceria yelled at her to keep back. No, fighting was out. She was no [Warrior]. Then what? 
 
    It was a flash of inspiration. The door! Yes, why hadn’t she—Erin ran for the door and yanked it open. 
 
    “Erin!” 
 
    Octavia nearly cut her with the kitchen knife she was holding. She was standing in front of the door with Drassi right behind her. Erin saw the [Alchemist]’s eyes widen as she took in the chaos behind her. 
 
    “Erin, get through quickly!” 
 
    “No! Octavia, I need potions! And the Watch! Where’s Celum’s Watch?” 
 
    “Watch? Lyonette ran to get them! Erin, how many are—” 
 
    “Thousands! Liscor’s under siege, and we’re barely holding! I need all the potions you’ve got, understand? Healing potions, mana, explosive—put them in crates and wait for me to open the door, understand?” 
 
    “What? But—” 
 
    Octavia hesitated for only a second. Then she nodded. 
 
    “I can do that! Give me five, no, two—” 
 
    She looked around desperately. 
 
    “I’ll open the door soon! Get the Watch to come! Tell them we need as many [Guardsmen] as they can spare!” 
 
    Erin shouted at the [Alchemist]. Drassi looked confused. 
 
    “Erin, what are—” 
 
    “Pallass!” 
 
    Erin slammed the door. She ran into the kitchen, hearing Ceria cursing and Shorthilt shouting a warning behind her. Mana stone, mana stone! Where was— 
 
    There! The bright yellow mana stone gleamed at her in the bowl next to the door. Erin grabbed it and rushed back out. She slapped it on the door and opened it. 
 
    Pallass! An entire Walled City lay in front of her, the sky blue, the streets filled with people going about their business. For a second Erin just stared. Then she waved her arms and screamed. 
 
    “Hey! Help! Help!” 
 
    Heads turned in surprise. Erin shouted as Drakes stared at her. They just stared at her as she shouted and waved at them. 
 
    “Come here! It’s an emergency! Come here!” 
 
    They just stared at her! At last, a few Drakes walked over, looking confused. One of them, a Drake with dark purple scales, looked amused. 
 
    “Human, what’s this about? What—” 
 
    He caught sight of the fighting behind Erin and recoiled. 
 
    “Ancestors, what’s going on?” 
 
    “Liscor is under attack! There’s monsters everywhere! Get the City Watch! Tell them we need reinforcements, now!” 
 
    “Liscor, under attack?” 
 
    More Drakes came over. They stared over Erin’s shoulder, alarmed, but not afraid. The Drake eyed Erin’s inn through the door. 
 
    “Are those…moths? What’s happening, Human?” 
 
    “There’s an attack on Liscor! Get help!” 
 
    Erin screamed at him. She would have run through to yell at them, but she knew her door only had enough power to let her enter and exit. And she needed an army! The Drakes around the door looked unconvinced. 
 
    “This doesn’t look like an attack on Liscor. How do we know you’re telling the truth?” 
 
    “Do you see the giant face-eating moths behind me?” 
 
    “Yeah, but that could be just your inn.” 
 
    For a second Erin just stared at the purple-scaled Drake. She raised one fist and punched him through the doorway. Then she seized the entire door itself and began dragging it across the common room. 
 
    “Erin? What are you doing?” 
 
    Yvlon caught sight of Erin as she sliced another moth in half. Her face was covered in sweat, and her armor was already streaked with the yellowish blood of Face-Eater Moths. Erin didn’t answer. The door was heavy, but she was fueled by desperation. She reached her own door to the inn and yanked it open. 
 
    “Erin! Are you crazy? Come back!” 
 
    Ceria screamed at her back. Erin saw a sky filled with motion, thousands of crawling shapes. She heard a roar and saw Moore swinging his staff. The half-Giant was covered in his armor of thorns, and the moths were literally cutting themselves to pieces as they swarmed him. The Silver Swords and Halfseekers were fighting outside the inn as the moths flew overhead, landing on Erin’s inn. 
 
    Falene was blasting insects out of the sky, and she had created a space around her, a bubble that slowed the moths as they flew towards her. Ylawes and Dawil were keeping her safe, battling a moth twice as tall as Moore. Erin didn’t hesitate. Though her every instinct screamed to get back indoors, she heaved the doorway out and pushed it against a wall. Moths came flying towards her. Erin scrambled back as a shape blurred past her. Seborn stabbed the moths with his daggers, twisting the blades as the moths screamed. The Drowned Man turned to Erin, his eyes flashing behind his armor of thorns. 
 
    “Get back inside!” 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    Erin shouted at him. Seborn couldn’t reply as he turned, cursing, to fight the moths converging on her. Erin set the door against the wall and then yanked it open. Again, Pallass appeared in front of her. This time the purple Drake was standing in front of a crowd of Drakes, talking with an officer of the Watch. 
 
    “—Just here, [Guardsman]. I was telling you, she was screaming about moths and Liscor being under attack. Then she punched me! Typical Human—” 
 
    He broke off and turned. The [Guardsman] turned. The crowd went still. They stared as Erin finally looked around and took in the scene outside for the first time. 
 
    It looked like a vision of hell. The sky was filled with thousands of dark shapes. They were swarming over the walls, held back by frantic warriors on the walls. Lightning and fire crackled from Liscor’s battlements, blasting moths apart and arrows felled more, but there were a hundred for every one that fell. 
 
    And in the distance five giant moths loomed over it all, giant behemoths that blocked the light. Two were on Liscor’s walls, biting at the [Guardsmen] there. Another was flying across the Floodplains, hunting a scuttling Rock Crab. Two more were coming this way, flapping their wings. 
 
    Erin saw the Silver Swords struggling to contain their small bubble of space, the Halfseekers cutting down the moths coming towards her inn. She heard Liscor’s horns blowing, heard the chittering laughter of the bugs. It was a roar that filled the air. They flew towards her, so many that it seemed like they would drown her inn with the sheer weight of bodies. 
 
    For five seconds she stared and the people of Pallass stared with her. Then Erin heard a Drake woman scream. 
 
    “What are they?” 
 
    “Monster attack! Monster attack!” 
 
    “Summon the Watch! Call the army!” 
 
    “Liscor is under attack! Raise the alarm! Dead gods, raise the alarm!” 
 
    They fled as the lone [Guardsman] backed up, holding his spear and shaking. Erin stumbled back as Seborn, Jelaqua, and Moore closed on her position. The moths had seen the light of another city and were flooding towards it. 
 
    “Erin!” 
 
    Jelaqua shouted, her armor covered in gore. Erin pointed at the door. 
 
    “Keep the moths away! Reinforcements are coming!” 
 
    The Selphid stared at her and then the door. Understanding flashed in her eyes as Erin pointed to Pallass. Erin slammed the door and ripped the mana stone off. This time she opened the door to Celum. Octavia was piling potions into crates. Erin began yanking them through as Drassi pushed them towards her. She shouted at Ceria, Yvlon, and Shorthilt as she dragged the potions into the inn. She shouted at Pisces and Ksmvr as they came down the stairs with the Redfang Goblins, retreating into the common room. 
 
    “Hold on! Just hold on! Help is coming!” 
 
    She prayed that that was true. The Face-Eater Moths were everywhere. How was Liscor still standing? Could they hold on? They had to have help! 
 
    Before it was too late. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The [Message] spell that was sent out from Liscor was short and simple. It was marked with the highest-priority reserved only for emergency messages as per Drake protocols. It read as follows: 
 
      
 
    Emergency. Liscor is in immediate danger of falling to monster attack. Repeat, Liscor is in danger of falling to overwhelming monster attack from dungeon. Face-Eater Moths have attacked the city in tens of thousands. Five colossal moths sighted. 
 
      
 
    That was it. There was no request for reinforcements, no plea for tactical advice or support. If it came, it would be too late. If help came within the day, it would be too late, let alone in weeks. There was no force that could reach Liscor from any of the Walled Cities to which the [Message] spell was sent in time. It was just a warning. 
 
    The reaction of the other Drakes cities was immediate. A group [Message] call was set up within minutes, using established emergency protocol. The messages from one Walled City to another were transmitted to all parties and read off as each city’s leaders debated on the content. Initially only the six Walled Cities took part in the call, but such was the extraordinary nature of the event taking place that soon other parties across the world were sending [Message] spells, demanding answers. 
 
    Indeed, Magnolia Reinhart’s assembly of [Lords] and [Ladies] and a military camp in Lord Tyrion’s command tent were also aware of the situation. They clustered around the uncomfortable mages relaying the [Message] spells, listening intently. This was raw news as it was happening for anyone with the informants and a [Mage] capable of ‘listening in’ on the situation in Liscor, and the discussion of the Walled Cities. 
 
      
 
    Fissival is present. What is Liscor’s situation? They have not responded to any [Message] spells. 
 
    Oteslia. The city is under siege from monsters. Does any city have more details? 
 
    Manus. No. 
 
    Zeres, likewise. 
 
    Salazsar can confirm. Our Lord of the Wall reports exceptionally dangerous monsters. Swarm of Face-Eater Moths with individuals exceeding forty feet in height. 
 
    Oteslia. Surely an exaggeration? How were such moths not spotted? 
 
    Salazsar. Our Wall Lord reports it crawled out of Liscor’s dungeon. 
 
    Manus. Can your Wall Lord confirm danger of threat? 
 
    Salazsar. Unknown. Our Wall Lord is currently engaged in combat. 
 
      
 
    Silence then, as every Walled City waited for details. Magnolia Reinhart sat in her chair lightly, listening to the [Mage] as the older man sweated and waited for more [Message] spells to be sent to him. Across from her, a [Lord] muttered under his breath. 
 
    “Goblin Lords and monster swarms from a dungeon? This is the last thing we need.” 
 
    Minutes passed, and then— 
 
      
 
    Pallass. Can confirm monster attack. Visual confirmation. 
 
    Oteslia. How? 
 
    Zeres. Is it possible to share visual input via spell? 
 
    Pallass. Standby. 
 
    Salazsar. We have visual input as well. Scrying orb. However, our [Mages] are unable to transmit imagery. 
 
    Manus. What does Salazsar see? 
 
    Salazsar. Overwhelming numbers. Our [Strategists] predict one-in-three odds of Liscor being overwhelmed in the next thirty minutes. 
 
    Fissival. To Pallass, request nature of visual confirmation. 
 
    Pallass. Visual confirmation is…visible. We have a [Mage] capable of [Scrying] at the location of a portal to Liscor. 
 
    Oteslia. Please confirm, Pallass. ‘Portal?’ 
 
    Manus. Keep up with current events, Oteslia. Pallass, can you send visuals via [Scrying]? 
 
    Pallass. Standby. 
 
    This is Wistram. If Pallass has a [Mage] capable of casting [Scrying], we will amplify the spell to all interested parties. Our mages are ready to link at a moment’s notice. 
 
      
 
    There was a ripple of shock throughout Lord Tyrion’s command tent. He raised a hand and spoke drily. 
 
    “Of course Wistram would be spying.” 
 
    There was a nervous chuckle around the tent as the [Lords] and [Ladies] and lesser officers stared intently at the young woman, the [Mage] in charge of relaying what was happening. She gulped, but began to speak again, repeating the conversation after the moment of hesitation by all six Walled Cities. 
 
      
 
    Zeres. Wistram is not invited to this conversation. Remove yourself at once. 
 
    Fissival. Wistram was invited by our request for magical consultancy. 
 
    Zeres. The mages are not authorized. 
 
    Oteslia. If Wistram can send a [Scrying] spell, do so at once. 
 
    Fissival. To a vote. All in favor? Fissival votes yes to Wistram magical aid. 
 
    Oteslia agrees with Wistram’s request. 
 
    Zeres reluctantly acknowledges. 
 
    Salazsar permits. Act quickly. 
 
    Pallass will comply. Standby. 
 
    Wistram awaits. Our circle is linked and led by two of our Archmages. We will send a magical projection to all individuals with appropriate receptive capacity. 
 
      
 
    Niers Astoragon instantly sat up. He turned to Peclir Im who was listening quietly behind Foliana and several of the Forgotten Wing company’s officers and [Strategists]. 
 
    “Get a scrying orb at once.” 
 
    “Or a mirror. Hand mirror. I have one in my room.” 
 
    “Too small. And yours is weak, only capable of lesser scrying. I want an orb.” 
 
    Peclir dashed out of the room, and several of Niers’ students looked at the [Grandmaster Strategist]. Niers frowned as he peered at the magical slate upon which the [Message] spells were appearing. Foliana munched on a carrot muffin as she sat next to him. 
 
    “Looks like a lot of people are listening.” 
 
    “Of course. I wouldn’t be surprised if this conversation was appearing across the world. Liscor falling at this moment to a monster attack from a dungeon? If Wistram really does send the projection, I wouldn’t be surprised if the King of Destruction himself watches. Assuming he has a scrying device.” 
 
    There was a ripple around the room. Niers flicked his eyes across the slate. A single message had appeared. And then another. Foliana offered Niers a crumb. 
 
    “Muffin?” 
 
    He ignored it. Every eye was on the slate. 
 
      
 
    Oteslia. Pallass, your status? 
 
    Pallass. Standby. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “Hold the line!” 
 
    Watch Captain Zevara was fighting on the walls. She screamed at her [Guardsmen] as they fought the moths crawling over the walls and flying overhead. Arrows were being loosed overhead, and the few [Mages] in the Watch were blasting the larger targets, but there were just too many moths. As Zevara turned her attention back to the space in front of her, she saw a cloud of moths come up and the [Guardsmen] with shields and spears crying out in dismay. 
 
    “Duck!” 
 
    She shouted, and the Drakes and Gnolls flattened themselves as Zevara inhaled deeply. She exhaled a huge gout of flame. The moths fell as the fiery cloud engulfed them. Zevara gasped for air, feeling her lungs strain to absorb enough oxygen. She’d always had trouble breathing—it was worst when she inhaled too much smoke. Now she coughed and tried to inhale. 
 
    More moths fluttered up to their position. Zevara spat fire again, feeling the world go dark around her. She gasped and felt a hand steady her. 
 
    “Careful!” 
 
    Olesm had a scroll in one hand. He unrolled it as Zevara straightened and aimed with his claws. A shower of spectral arrows materialized overhead and cut down a swath of Face-Eater Moths attacking the wall fifty feet down. Zevara nodded. 
 
    “Good job! Ration those enchantments though! We only have so many left!” 
 
    “I’m hitting every big target I can see!” 
 
    Olesm reached for another command scroll for Liscor’s defenses. Zevara, her head clearing, saw a group of [Guardsmen] cry out down the wall and scatter as a huge moth landed at their position. It wasn’t one of the five giant moths, but it was still large as a house and simply ignored the jabbing spears and arrows the Watch sent into it. 
 
    “Olesm! That moth!” 
 
    “I see it!” 
 
    The Drake [Tactician] fumbled with the scroll, trying to open it. He had it open and ready to cast when he froze. Zevara was about to shout at him to cast the spell already when she saw what he’d spotted. A Drake in full magic armor was racing up the steps, shouting, cutting down moths and heading straight for the huge moth on the walls. Zevara could hear Ilvriss’ voice clear as day. 
 
    “Drakes of Liscor, rally to me!” 
 
    He used a Skill. He must have, because Zevara stood straighter and sensed the Drakes and Gnolls around her standing tall, catching a second wind. 
 
    “Don’t let these vermin scale the walls! Push them back!” 
 
    Ilvriss charged down the wall, shouting as he and his escort flooded into the breach. His enchanted sword flashed twice, and the giant moth staggered back, keening in pain. Zevara saw his blade stab into the moth again and again, carving through it easily as he and his small group of followers retook the spot. 
 
    “Good! Now all we need is ten more of him!” 
 
    Zevara shouted at Olesm. The Drake grinned and aimed his scroll at a giant moth climbing up the walls. A jet of flame shot downwards, and Zevara saw the moth fly off the wall and flap wildly in agony. 
 
    “I’ll try to bring that one down!” 
 
    “There are five! Two are here—where are the other three?” 
 
    “One’s flying north! The other two are at Erin’s inn!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The inn! It’s still standing! The moths are being held off there!” 
 
    Zevara turned, incredulous. She hadn’t thought of Erin’s inn, except to wonder if the young woman had fled or been killed. Her tail twitched as she saw the flash of swords and the color of magic. The inn was ablaze with motion, covered by moths, but still it stood! And shining out of a door set against the front wall was another city. Zevara’s heart skipped a beat as she realized what Erin was doing. 
 
    “Ancestors, of course. Pallass!” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Zeres. Pallass, what is taking so long? 
 
    Pallass. Standby. 
 
      
 
    A pause, as around the world the wealthy and powerful leaned forwards, some actually leaning on the unlucky [Mages] who had to relay what was happening. In Terandria, a group of nobility sat around, eating snacks and laughing lightly. 
 
    “What fun!” 
 
    “This is far more entertaining than anything I could have hoped for today.” 
 
    “I say, let’s have a bet on whether Liscor falls. Any takers, say, a hundred gold pieces?” 
 
    “Make it two hundred and I’ll take that offer.” 
 
    “Four hundred on the city standing but being gutted.” 
 
    “Ah, wonderful! Let’s see if these Drakes manage to get something for us to look at, shall we?” 
 
      
 
    Pallass. We have visual. Stand by for Wistram to relay! 
 
    Oteslia. At last! 
 
      
 
    The image swam into place slowly, a blurry scene coming slowly into view. Flos, the King of Destruction, leaned over the tiny marble-sized scrying orb and looked at Gazi. 
 
    “Are you sure this is the only orb we have, Gazi?” 
 
    She looked apologetic. 
 
    “My lord, that is my personal orb. I thought we had larger versions in our possession.” 
 
    Mars rubbed at her face, shaking her head. 
 
    “We did, Orthenon told me—until he was forced to sell them for food two winters back.” 
 
    Flos leaned forwards, as did the rest of the people in the room.  
 
    “No matter. Is this from the perspective of the [Mage] in Pallass? A wonder that Wistram can transmit it to so many locations. Now, what have we here?” 
 
    Trey stared in wonder at the magical portal set into the wall, at the crowd of Drake civilians clustered around the door. There was even sound! The [Mage] was standing next to a Drake [Guardswoman] as she argued with an important-looking officer in yellow armor. It was probably not a conversation that Pallass meant for the world to hear. 
 
    “Hurry up! We need reinforcements now!” 
 
    Erin stood in her doorway, shouting at Pallass and, unknowingly, the world as the battle raged behind her. Moths were falling from the sky, blasted by Falene’s lightning and a shower of thorns Moore sent upwards like a flight of arrows. The Drakes in front of the door stared at her, but Erin’s words were meant for Watch Captain Venim as he stood with a company of Drakes in armor. They hadn’t entered the door although they’d been standing there for the last ten minutes. 
 
    “Watch Captain? Our [Mages] have the doorway open and ready to go! Give the order and I’ll take my men through.” 
 
    The Drake was a [Captain], nearly hopping with impatience as she eyed the battle in Liscor. But Watch Captain Venim just shook his head. 
 
    “I do not have permission to send your troops in, [Captain].” 
 
    The Drake turned her incredulous gaze on him. She kept her voice low so the anxious crowd of Pallass’ civilians couldn’t hear, but she was standing right next to the Drake [Mage] who was mightily concentrating, his face beaded with sweat as he stared at the portal. 
 
    “And why not? Liscor is under attack! Those flying moths will overwhelm the walls within the hour if we don’t clear them away! Ancestors, my company might not be enough! We need to push as many soldiers through as that doorway allows and do it now!” 
 
    Venim closed his eyes. 
 
    “The Assembly of Crafts is debating. We do not have authorization to support. Prepare to close the door if the inn is overrun.” 
 
    The Drake inhaled sharply. 
 
    “Watch Captain? You can’t be serious—” 
 
    “You have your orders, [Captain]! So do I! We wait until the Assembly responds, is that clear?” 
 
    Venim snapped at her. He broke off as the Drakes looked at him. One of the civilians stared at the soldiers and then at the battle. 
 
    “Why aren’t we sending our army in?” 
 
    There was a murmur from the crowd. Many Drakes had left the streets rather than look at the hordes of monsters, but the stronger-willed civilians were present. Indeed, several richly-dressed Drakes were inspecting the carnage with a great deal of interest. 
 
    “It’s Liscor. It’s not our city.” 
 
    One of the Drakes spoke up hesitantly. A Drake with a monocle in front turned, looking offended. 
 
    “Excuse me? Liscor is a strategic asset. If they fall, the Humans might easily sweep through or claim Liscor as their own. Not to mention that this dungeon threatens us all. If monsters occupy the area around Liscor or if that dungeon has more swarms of this magnitude—” 
 
    “Hey! Where’s the army?” 
 
    Erin shouted through the doorway. The Drakes turned back to her. Erin ducked as a moth came for her, and the crowd screamed. Quick as lightning, a Drake [Archer] standing in Pallass shot an arrow straight through the doorway. The moth fell, and Erin got back to her feet. She was shouting through to the other side now. 
 
    “I don’t know! I said I don’t know, Jelaqua! They’re just standing there! Can you hold—aah! Run away!” 
 
    She fled as another house-sized moth landed with a thud that made the crowd draw back. The Drake [Soldiers] in Pallass rushed forwards, but before the moth could approach the doorway, a Selphid charged into it. Jelaqua cursed as she hit the moth’s face, body, legs, and wings, her flail smashing the insect back. 
 
    “Good job, that Selphid!” 
 
    The Drake with the monocle applauded as the rest of the Drakes in the crowd looked at him. He nodded to the other Drake on his left. 
 
    “I say, did the Human call her Jelaqua? That must be Jelaqua Ivirith, a Gold-rank adventurer! She leads the Halfseekers.” 
 
    “Splendid flail work!” 
 
    The other Drake agreed. They inspected the battle, unaware or simply uncaring of the looks they were getting. The other anxious Drakes stared at them, and then one with purple scales and a black eye spoke up. 
 
    “Well go on, what about the Halfseekers?” 
 
    The Drake with the monocle and his buddy looked surprised. 
 
    “Well, if you must know, the Halfseekers are a group of three Gold-rank adventurers. They used to be a group of eight and quite well-respected, on the verge of Named Adventurer status as a group. However, they’re solidly Gold-rank now. Their team isn’t specialized for this kind of fighting. Oh—see the half-Giant? That would be Moore, a specialist in earth magic. He’s using…my word, is that a mass-variant of the [Armor of Thorns] spell?” 
 
    “It must be. It takes quite a lot of mana to use that spell—I wonder if he’s exhausted himself already? But the defensive benefits are considerable.” 
 
    “Naturally, naturally. Oh look, Noass! Do you see that?” 
 
    “I do indeed, Sir Relz. That flash of movement, there? That would be Seborn, their Drowned Man and [Rogue]. He’s a Crab-type Drowned Man and very adept at close-quarters combat. Not ideal for the number of flying moths, but he’s keeping mobile with his team, shielding this inn.” 
 
    “Shame that none of the Halfseekers can take the fight to the giant moths. Look, one’s assailing the walls. I can’t think that it will be repelled with just the forces th—” 
 
    “Ancestors!” 
 
    A cry broke through the commentary. Across the world people leaned forwards, trying to get a better look as the Drake [Mage] was buffeted by the crowd. They saw him pushing forwards, staring through the portal at a flash of light. One of the five giant moths was on the wall, climbing over, but a flash of light tore a part of its face away and then another. 
 
    “Look! On the walls! Someone’s shooting at it!” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    The two Drake commentators, Sir Relz and Noass, pushed forwards as the crowd and the world held its breath. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The gargantuan Face-Eater Moth had nearly climbed over the walls and was threatening to enter the city where it would cause havoc unchecked. The City Watch was trying to hold it back, but the massive moth simply ate the defending Drakes and Gnolls or speared them with its massive legs. It was just crawling over the battlements when an arrow sprouted between its head and exploded into a shower of spikes that tore part of its face away. The Face-Eater Moth reeled back, keening, and heads swiveled for the unknown shooter. 
 
    He was coming up the stairs. Halrac raised his bow and loosed another arrow. It streaked towards the giant Face-Eater Moth and exploded into a cloud of green dust. Poison. The moth shook its wings as Halrac shot a second arrow which froze a portion of its left wing. It dropped, and Halrac shifted his aim and shot a moth the size of a wagon instead. The fireball that engulfed the winged creature consumed it almost entirely. 
 
    “Griffon Hunt!” 
 
    A cry went up as Halrac shot again and again, his enchanted arrows finding their mark each time. The [Guardsman] rallied behind Halrac and pushed the moths back to the wall. Halrac advanced, and behind him came Typhenous and Revi. The Stitch Woman shouted in fury. 
 
    “Come forth, spirits! Drive back these monsters!” 
 
    She pointed, and the City Watch saw a wave of ghostly warriors and archers charge up the stairs behind her. Spectral warriors flooded the battlements, fighting the Face-Eater Moths. Revi pointed, and a flaming Corusdeer galloped past her while two bright eagles made of light harassed moths flying overhead. 
 
    “Typhenous, we could use a shield!” 
 
    Revi shouted at the old man behind her. Typhenous raised his staff. 
 
    “[Wall of the Winds]!” 
 
    A howling gale sprung up along their section of the wall, hurling the moths climbing or flying there away. Typhenous raised his voice as the [Guardsmen] cheered. 
 
    “Keep shooting! The wall works one way!” 
 
    Halrac grunted as he loosed an arrow. It passed straight through the wall of swirling winds and exploded in the face of the Face-Eater Moth as it tried to fly back up. Outraged, injured, the moth flew backwards. 
 
    “Keep me covered. I’m bringing that thing down.” 
 
    He spoke curtly to Revi. She paused in exhorting her summoned minions. 
 
    “You think you can?” 
 
    Halrac glared at the giant moth as it circled, flying overhead to bypass the windy barrier Typhenous had conjured. He pulled five glowing, cherry-red arrows from his quiver. 
 
    “Let’s find out.” 
 
    He drew and loosed, and the explosion consumed the moth. It fell amid the cheering. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Pallass confirms one of five giant Face-Eater Moths is down! 
 
    Zeres. We have eyes. We saw. 
 
    Oteslia. What’s this about Pallass not sending reinforcements to Liscor? Explain yourself! 
 
    Pallass. Standby. 
 
      
 
    Zevara’s claws tore the parchment slightly as she stared up from the hastily scribbled [Messages] and at the smoking corpse of the giant Face-Eater Moth that had fallen onto part of the battlements. The ink was still wet, and the Street Runner was already dashing off the wall to safety. 
 
    “The Walled Cities know about this? And they’re watching? How in the name of—the inn!” 
 
    “Are they sending reinforcements?” 
 
    Olesm called hopefully as he surveyed the wall. He pointed. 
 
    “Fall back! [Rapid Retreat]!” 
 
    A group of [Guardsmen] fled at speed as a group of moths swarmed over their location. Zevara shook her head, looking at the rest of the messages. 
 
    “No! Damn Pallass! They’re still holding back!” 
 
    She stared around the city. The walls were holding, but the moths had just flown over the walls in many spots. Now the fighting was in the streets of the city as moths attacked homes, buildings, and [Guardsmen] indiscriminately. 
 
    “Report! How bad is it in the city?” 
 
    She snapped at a second Street Runner as he dashed up the stairs. The young Gnoll panted and wheezed as he spoke. 
 
    “Gnolls are on the rooftops, shooting down moths entering the city! Miss Krshia has anyone with a bow in the center, but she says they can’t do more than protect their area.” 
 
    “The Gnolls? That’s excellent!” 
 
    Zevara stared at the small shapes on the rooftops below. The Gnolls were shooting down moths as they came. She spotted more flashes of movement in the streets. 
 
    “Are those adventurers?” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “Go, go, go! Get out there and fight!” 
 
    Selys was distributing potions, shouting at adventurers, and herding civilians into the back rooms. The Adventurer’s Guild had turned into chaos as the Drake [Receptionist] tried to force the lower-ranked adventurers to leave the building. They didn’t want to go. 
 
    “I said get out there! The city is under attack! You’re adventurers, this is your job!” 
 
    “But there are so many! We don’t get paid for—” 
 
    “You don’t get to live if they slaughter us all! Move!” 
 
    Selys shouted at a young man with a sword. She had a bow by the doorway. She snatched it up as she heard heavy wing beats. A group of moths landed in the street, and the adventurers flinched. Some rushed out, but before they could fight the small swarm, a shape flashed by them and kicked the first moth so hard its head collapsed. Hawk the Courier spun and kicked rapidly, smashing the fragile moths’ bodies. He spun, ready for more, and spotted the staring adventurers and Selys. 
 
    “Hawk!” 
 
    Selys shoved the Bronze-rank adventurers into the street. She pointed. 
 
    “Guard that street! Just take down any moth you see! Go!” 
 
    She turned to the Rabbit Beastkin. Hawk was panting, but unharmed. He wiped moth fluids and body parts from his foot as she approached him. 
 
    “Stamina potion?” 
 
    “Thanks. I’ve got better ones. Ancestors, this is the second time I’ve had to defend Liscor in months! First the undead, now this!” 
 
    Hawk looked around. He straightened as more moths flew down through the air. Two fell to arrows, but the rest landed on roofs, eliciting screams from the people within. Hawk leapt up, and Selys saw him kick off a wall and onto the roof where he began smashing the moths. She looked around frantically. Liscor was still fighting, still surviving, but there were more moths coming every minute and no end to them in sight. She shouted the question that was on everyone’s tongue. 
 
    “Where are the Antinium?” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “Flood the tunnels! Workers with bows, fire into the kill zone! Collapse tunnel G-43E! Activate the traps in cluster JF-42!” 
 
    Belgrade was at the center of chaos as Workers and Soldiers streamed around him. Anand could barely see for all the bodies, but the sight of the Face-Eater Moths flooding the tunnels was enough to chill the Antinium to the core. If not for the kill-zone he and Belgrade had created, they would have overrun a good deal of the Hive. As it was, over sixty percent of the Hive was currently fighting and the rest was on reserve. 
 
    “Take down that giant moth! [Combined Arms]!” 
 
    He pointed, and a group of Soldiers charged forwards, their fists swinging as one. The giant moth reeled back as Soldiers and Workers swarmed onto it. The giant room that was the end of the kill zone was filled with moths, and Anand saw Antinium fighting and dying, desperately trying to keep the moths from entering the rest of the Hive. The Face-Eater Moths were numerous and strong. They tore Soldiers apart, trampling them. One giant moth rushed forwards and stopped as it impaled itself on two silvery swords. 
 
    “Advance.” 
 
    Klbkch’s voice was met with a wave of Soldiers who pressed the moths back. The Revalantor fought, his blades flashing in the gloom as the Antinium held the line. In a lull, he ran back to Belgrade and Anand as the two struggled to keep ahead of the moths trying to dig through the earth and enter the Hive via other sections. 
 
    “Belgrade, abandon your command of the lower-eastern section. The Queen has assumed command of the Workers and Soldiers there.” 
 
    “She has? That is a relief!” 
 
    Belgrade sagged. He turned his attention to another area as Anand paused to stare at Klbkch. The Revalantor had fought for six hours straight already without pause. 
 
    “Revalantor Klbkch—” 
 
    “Speak quickly.” 
 
    Anand nodded. 
 
    “We have received another urgent request for aid from Liscor. It seems the Face-Eater Moths have declined in ferocity after the slaying of their eighth mother-type leader. Should I take some Soldiers and reinforce…?” 
 
    “No. We have allocated all we can. The Hive must stand. Tell Liscor that reinforcements are on the way.” 
 
    Anand nodded. Reinforcements were on the way. And as the battle dragged into its seventh hour in the Hive, the Antinium appeared above-ground. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “The Antinium! The Antinium are coming!” 
 
    “At last! What took them so long?” 
 
    Zevara’s head turned in relief. She expected to see a wave of black bodies flooding out of the tunnels. What she saw instead surprised her. She saw color. 
 
    “What? Are those—?” 
 
    The Painted Soldiers charged onto the streets. Zevara saw a Worker with a censer point and then two Antinium, one a giant with yellow splatters, the second painted with a ghoulish purple smile, lead two groups into the city. They began smashing into the moths on the ground. As she watched, the Soldiers charged a wagon-sized moth, bearing it to the ground and stomping it to death. More flooded up the walls and began hurling themselves at the moths there. 
 
    “Watch Captain! The team of Griffon Hunt says their [Scout] is out of enchanted arrows!” 
 
    “What? Damn! Give him every one we’ve got, and get more [Guardsmen] to reinforce his position! Another one of those giant moths is coming! Let the Antinium hold the wall!” 
 
    Zevara saw [Guardsmen] race to where another giant moth had landed. The Antinium were now on the walls, ruthlessly crushing moths, fighting with reckless disregard for their safety. She saw one Soldier with bright blue circles on his body jump off the wall and onto a wagon-sized moth climbing up. Both Antinium and moth fell and landed with a crunch below. The Drake winced as she saw the yellow-striped Antinium leader pull another Soldier back from doing the same. 
 
    “Push them back! The Antinium are here—push the moths back!” 
 
    She shouted at her [Guardsmen], feeling a surge of hope for the first time. Zevara turned as Olesm downed the second giant moth with a flash of lighting. She heard a cheer as the moth fell and the Soldiers in the streets covered it, tearing it apart piece by piece. Three left! They could do this! Three left! 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “Another excellent lightning strike by that [Tactician] on the walls! Good shot, I say!” 
 
    “Are those Antinium reinforcing Liscor? Of course, this is the only Drake city with a Hive. Why weren’t they deployed earlier?” 
 
    “That’s unknown, but they seem to be pushing the moths back quite quickly where they are! Hold on—do you see what I’m seeing, Noass? Those Antinium have paint on their carapaces! Is this some kind of new Antinium variant?” 
 
    The two Drakes who were commentating in the crowd probably had no idea their words were being broadcast to countless other people across the world. However, their words were highly significant to the many people watching. In Baleros, Niers Astoragon leaned over. 
 
    “My eyes aren’t what they used to be. Umina, do you see what those Drakes are talking about?” 
 
    The Lizardgirl stared hard at the image in the orb. 
 
    “I think so. The Antinium have…well, they have something on their bodies.” 
 
    “Color? Paint? But they appear to be the standard Soldier types. Is this a trick or does it have more meaning?” 
 
    Niers leaned back in his seat, thinking hard. Foliana munched on her muffin. 
 
    “Mm. Looks good. Think Liscor can win it?” 
 
    Every head turned to Niers. The tiny Fraerling smiled, knowing his reputation could rest on a correct answer. 
 
    “I wouldn’t place all my coin on them just yet, Foliana. They’re putting up a good fight, but the adventurers around this…inn are tiring. They’re—wait, it’s that Human girl.” 
 
    He sat up as the young woman appeared in the doorway again. She waved at the crowd. 
 
    “You lot coming through yet!?” 
 
    The Pallassian soldiers shifted uncomfortably. The young woman glared at them, and Niers laughed as he saw her raise one expressive finger. 
 
    “Fine! Stay that way! You guys are all assholes, you know that? You and your stupid Walled City!” 
 
    Then she slammed the door shut. Niers blinked as the Drakes cried out and the portal vanished. 
 
      
 
    Salazsar. What is going on, Pallass? 
 
    Pallass. Standby. Human interference. 
 
    Zeres. Stop saying ‘standby!’ Recover the image! 
 
    Pallass. Standby. 
 
      
 
    It took five gut-wrenching minutes for the image to reappear. Magnolia saw Erin arguing with another Human in armor as the portal reopened. She leaned forwards. 
 
    “What has that young woman done now?” 
 
    “Look, guard the inn! Inside! Just hold on—they’re coming through the third floor, and my guys are tired! Take over and don’t let them come down the stairs!” 
 
    The Human in armor nodded, and Magnolia saw a group of [Guardsmen] rush into the inn. Their arrival had surprised the Drakes in Pallass. 
 
    “Is that the insignia of Celum’s City Watch?” 
 
    “You’d know more than I, Noass. What are they doing in Liscor?” 
 
    “Using a magic door.” 
 
    Magnolia muttered to herself, ignoring the intrigued looks the others in the room were giving her. Ressa frowned as she stared at the adventurers fighting the moths. Magnolia glanced up at her. 
 
    “Ressa, it looks like Liscor will survive. Unless you disagree? The Antinium are there, there are Gold-rank adventurers on the wall, and two of those horrid moths are down. All good, or do you disagree?” 
 
    The maid shook her head. 
 
    “The moths are still numerous. And there is a problem.” 
 
    “Which is?” 
 
    “The adventurers who have been attracting a lot of the attention.” 
 
    Ressa pointed at the Halfseekers and the Silver Swords. Magnolia peered at them. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    The maid’s face was grim. 
 
    “They’re getting tired.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    It happened in an instant. One second Jelaqua was there, twirling her flail, the next, the giant moth descended. The Selphid tried to move but her leg slipped in the muck and blood. Erin saw legs snatch her up and heard Jelaqua’s shout. 
 
    “Let go of me, let go!” 
 
    “Jelaqua!” 
 
    Moore roared as he ran to grab her. He was too slow. The moth flew up, and Jelaqua’s voice grew fainter. There was a shout and then Erin saw something falling. She saw Jelaqua’s pale face, her arms flailing— 
 
    And then the Selphid hit the ground. Her body thumped on the ground and bounced. She didn’t move. 
 
    “Jelaqua?” 
 
    Moths covered her. Erin shouted in horror and tried to run forwards. Seborn was already there, cutting, dicing. Moore thrust aside moths and scooped Jelaqua up. Part of her face was missing—the moths had torn her body to shreds in those brief moments. Her mouth was moving, but the rest of her body was limp, twisted. 
 
    Broken. Moore ran for the inn, and Erin shouted for Celum’s [Guardsmen] to cover them. They obligingly filled the air with arrows, but it wasn’t enough. The giant moth circled and this time struck Moore. He screamed as a leg went through his stomach and the broken armor of thorns on his body. Seborn cursed. This time the moth landed, mouth open wide to eat the half-Giant whole. 
 
    “Silver Swords, on me! [Knight’s Challenge]!” 
 
    A voice shouted. The gigantic moth turned as Ylawes struck his shield and it rang like a gong. It and the other moths converged on the silver [Knight], buying time for Erin to run out with the Horns of Hammerad and the Redfang Goblins and drag Moore and Jelaqua inside. The moth charged Ylawes and struck his raised shield. Though Ylawes was guarding, the impact sent him staggering backwards. He raised his shield again and blocked a leg as sharp as a needle before it could strike his chest. 
 
    “Dawil! Take out its legs!” 
 
    “On it!” 
 
    The Dwarf ran around the giant moth. He swung his hammer. 
 
    “[Thunder Blow]!” 
 
    The impact snapped the giant moth’s leg in half. The insect jerked as Ylawes sliced at its head, and it tried to bite again. The Dwarf ran around as Falene raised her staff. 
 
    “[Grand Fireball].” 
 
    An explosion cooked the insect’s abdomen, and it shrieked. It turned, and the half-Elf ran swiftly backwards. Ylawes struck his shield again, and the moth turned. Before Dawil could cripple its other leg, it grabbed the [Knight] and took off. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Erin heard Yvlon shout. The young woman raced forwards as the giant Face-Eater Moth flew higher. Ylawes was a speck overhead. She could see him cutting at the moth, into its belly as it tried to bite him. Falene raised her staff. 
 
    “[Blue Lightning].” 
 
    The bolt hit the moth in the wing and tore a hole open. It flinched, but kept flying. Dawil knocked a moth aside, panting, his beard covered in gore. 
 
    “Think our boy can do it, Falene?” 
 
    “Never say ‘our boy’ and my name in the same sentence again, Dawil. And I think he’s done it.” 
 
    Erin stared up at Ylawes high overhead. She couldn’t hear what he said, but she saw his sword tear a hole in the giant moth’s abdomen. It screamed and fell, and he fell with it. 
 
    “He’s gonna splat! Someone do something!” 
 
    Erin shouted in horror as Ylawes fell. Falene sighed. 
 
    “I am. Don’t block my aim. Wait…wait…[Featherfall].” 
 
    She pointed, and Ylawes’s body slowed twenty feet from the ground. He landed with a grimace, his armor covered in gore. Dawil ran forwards and buried his hammer in the insect’s head, splitting its brains open and putting an end to its convulsions. Ylawes raised his sword, and Erin heard the cheering. 
 
    It came from Pallass. She turned back to the door, annoyed and angry. 
 
    “Those jerks! They haven’t done a thing, just watched!” 
 
    “Don’t need to! There’s only two of them moths left, and we’re thinning out the rest of the buggers at last!” 
 
    Dawil marched over to the others, panting, his face red with exhaustion. He grabbed for a stamina potion at his belt and downed it. 
 
    “Damn things aren’t working anymore. Hey, one of you mind killing the next giant moth?” 
 
    He looked around and realized he wasn’t the only one swaying on his feet. Falene leaned over her staff, her elegant face marred by her sheer exhaustion, and Ylawes stumbled, barely able to stand. 
 
    “We’ve got to rest. Stamina potions aren’t enough.” 
 
    “Okay! Rest! The inn’s secure—I’ve got guys from Celum holding it!” 
 
    Erin pointed to her inn. It was scarred from the outside, every window broken, and Bird’s beloved watch tower had been smashed, but it still stood. The Silver Swords stumbled inside and paused. 
 
    “Huh.” 
 
    Dawil stared around Erin’s common room. It had been enlarged again, and over thirty members of Celum’s Watch stood behind the windows with crates of potions at their feet. The bodies of Face-Eater Moths littered the floor, and Erin had used the extra ‘stage’ part of her inn to clear the bodies and broken furniture away. It looked awful, but the Silver Swords just collapsed on the ground, ignoring the blood that was on the floor and their armor. 
 
    “How’s Jelaqua? Is she—?” 
 
    “Injured.” 
 
    Seborn replied as he crouched next to his teammates. Jelaqua wasn’t moving, but her eyes and mouth twitched. The Drowned Man grimaced as he poured a healing potion into her mouth. 
 
    “Her body’s broken from the fall and her real form took damage from it too. I’m trying to get a healing potion into her, but there’s no saving her body. She can’t move it or do more than speak.” 
 
    “What about Moore?” 
 
    “Healing. He took a bad injury, but he’ll be fine with rest.” 
 
    The half-Giant’s eyes were closed, and his head was covered in sweat, but the [Guardsmen] from Celum had covered him with Erin’s blankets from the kitchen, and his wound had closed thanks to the healing potions. Erin looked around. 
 
    “Ceria, Pisces, Yvlon, Ksmvr, you all okay?” 
 
    “We’re good.” 
 
    The Horns of Hammerad looked up. They were exhausted too, but the arrival of Celum’s Watch had kept the pressure off them. Likewise, the Redfang Goblins were sitting together, sharpening their blades, keeping a wary eye on the open doorway. They were being given a wide berth by Celum’s [Guardsmen], but after seeing the hundreds of moths the Redfang Warriors had slaughtered to keep Erin’s inn from being overrun, it was hard to call the Goblins anything but an ally. 
 
    Especially now. Erin peered out of her inn at Liscor’s walls, still filled with fighting. 
 
    “You think we’ll be okay if we rest? All but two of the huge moths are dead and there aren’t as many of the other ones. I think we’ve won. Right?” 
 
    A grunt answered her from inside. Dawil, on his feet and still pale with exhaustion, looked troubled. 
 
    “Battle’s not over until we take out the last two. And there’s enough moths to cause trouble. Hey—watch it!” 
 
    He pulled Erin back as the [Guardsmen] in her inn loosed another flight of arrows. The moths approaching her inn fell, pincushioned, and the ones who got to the walls died to a mixture of spears, swords, and axes. Celum’s Watch might not be as well-trained or as numerous as Liscor’s, but with Erin’s inn they could easily hold the moths off. Erin nodded as she spotted some of them downing Octavia’s potions. 
 
    “Okay, two big ones, but once we get rested we can take them down, right?” 
 
    “Right. Liscor’s walls might recharge enough to blast the suckers. Or maybe they can shoot them down. Was that Halrac the Grim I saw on the walls? He took out one of those things himself!” 
 
    Dawil nodded approvingly. Erin did too. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s right! I think we can do it!” 
 
    She broke off as she heard voices. Erin peeked around the door and saw the Drakes from Pallass standing in front of the door. They were still doing their commentary, by the looks of it. 
 
    “—seems like Liscor’s managed to repel the worst of the assault, Noass.” 
 
    “That’s right, Sir Relz. The swarm seems to have been broken, and the last two Face-Eater Moth mothers are circling around in disarray.” 
 
    “That’s indeed so, Noass. Did I hear you right? You called them ‘mothers’?” 
 
    “Apparently those exceptionally large ones are brood mothers that lay thousands—tens of thousands—of eggs, Sir Relz. It’s a disgusting process.” 
 
    “Quite, quite. But they definitely have morale, and it is failing. See how they’re circling around just out of bow shot of Liscor? Not a smart move, but then, when have monsters ever thought tactically?” 
 
    “Indeed, indeed—oh look, it’s the Human who owns this inn.” 
 
    Erin peered through her magic doorway at the crowd standing in Pallass’ street. She eyed Watch Captain Venim, who wouldn’t meet her eyes, and then the two rich-looking Drakes standing in front. 
 
    “Excuse me, some of us are fighting for our lives here.” 
 
    “And some of us are watching the show, Miss Human. You seem to have things well in claw anyways. Do you think some of the adventurers who just fought out there would mind coming to the door so we could congratulate them? The Silver Swords did an excellent job, as did the Halfseekers. Taking down a Face-Eater Moth in the sky like that, my word, what a show!” 
 
    Sir Relz, the snobby-looking Drake, applauded lightly, and the crowd murmured agreement. Erin glared at him. 
 
    “They’re all tired from nearly dying. And stop telling us it’s nearly over! We get to say that! You get to watch! Besides, those moths aren’t just flying around in a panic!” 
 
    “Oh really? Flying in a circle seems to be rather unintelligent to me, wouldn’t you agree, Sir Relz?” 
 
    The Drake called Noass smirked. Erin stared at him. 
 
    “You’re stupid. And that’s not a random spot. That’s the spot where the Face-Eater Moths crawled up from to begin with!” 
 
    Sir Relz, who’d been smiling condescendingly and sipping from a goblet of wine, paused. He stared at Erin. 
 
    “It is?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    Erin glared around. She eyed a Drake in fancy robes who was staring hard at her and the battle outside. 
 
    “And what are you looking at?” 
 
    She waved at him, but he didn’t respond. He looked like he was concentrating hard. Sir Relz, on the other hand, looked more and more concerned. 
 
    “Miss Human.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “When you say the moths crawled ‘up’ out of the ground, do you mean to say you didn’t see the entire swarm fly in? They appeared out of the dungeon, correct?” 
 
    “Yup. Five of the nasty ones. Came right out with a shower of water. Like a geyser. Why?” 
 
    “Well…how do you know their entire population consisted of only five moths?” 
 
    Erin stared at the Drake. Sir Relz stared back. Erin closed her eyes and then someone screamed. She looked over her shoulder as a Drake pointed and groaned. 
 
    “You have got to be kidding me.” 
 
    Another Face-Eater Moth mother crawled out of the hole in the ground. She spread her wings and her brood flew into the air, fresh thousands flying upwards. Erin stared. Then she saw another Face-Eater Moth mother crawl out of the hole. And then another. And another. 
 
    Six giant moths flew through the air, chittering, their voices making the wax in Erin’s ears vibrate. She stared at them as the crowd in Pallass went silent, and the defenders of Liscor’s walls froze. Her voice was very audible in the silence. 
 
    “Oh, we are so dead.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Zeres here. The situation looks unwinnable. Our [Strategists] predict destruction of the city unless the Antinium are capable of fielding an army large enough to repel the moths. 
 
    Pallass. Our [Generals] concur. We are prepared to send a company of [Soldiers] into Liscor to evacuate and hold the walls until the citizens can flee into Celum. 
 
    Oteslia. Only now are you sending your forces in? Too little, too late! 
 
    Salazsar. Liscor must not be abandoned at any cost. Surely Pallass can send in multiple companies. 
 
    Pallass. There is no known limit to the population of moths. We recommend evacuation. 
 
    Fissival. Are there any reinforcements that may be called in via Celum? Can Wistram assist? 
 
    Wistram. We are unable to send reinforcements. If Liscor could hold out for a day, we would be able to teleport a single Archmage to the battlefield. 
 
    Manus. Untenable. We may only watch and see what transpires. Let us hope for a miracle. 
 
      
 
    Silence. The world waited as the Face-Eater Moths flew in a gathering swarm, chittering, angrier and angrier. They seemed as equally focused on Erin’s inn as the city—waves of them were already hammering the inn, driven back only by arrows and the exhausted [Mages]. Erin sat in her inn, staring at the six giant shapes. 
 
    “We can’t beat them. I mean. I thought we could. We got three! Three! But now there are six. It’s not fair. How big is the dungeon, anyways? Why are they all out here? Why…?” 
 
    “Fair’s never a word you should use in adventuring, lass.” 
 
    Dawil stood with his hammer in his hands, staring at the swarm. He sighed. 
 
    “It was a good fight. Other side cheated, but then, don’t we all? We’ll have to hold this spot. Don’t know what’ll happen if the big ‘uns come for your inn. Your walls might not hold, but we have to stop them long enough to get all those people in Liscor through the door.” 
 
    “It doesn’t have enough power for that.” 
 
    “It must. Or—could we hide them somewhere else? The dungeon? The Antinium Hive?” 
 
    Erin didn’t know. She stared up, helpless. Pallass’ [Soldiers] were going to come through any minute, but she’d heard them talking. They were going to evacuate people, not fight. The moths blotted out the sky, flying higher, laughing at her. She looked up and knew despair. The Gold-rank adventurers couldn’t beat them. Who could? 
 
    “Erin.” 
 
    A voice spoke softly in her ear. Erin and Dawil turned and saw Pisces. His robes were white and pristine, enchanted against bloodstains and dirt, but his face was sweaty, grimy, and he had a gash down one arm. He looked up at the swarm of insects and shook his head. 
 
    “A calamity if ever I saw one. A truly terrible threat to any city. And yet—I think I have been too arrogant.” 
 
    “Pisces. What are you talking about?” 
 
    Erin stared dully at the [Mage] as he spoke. Pisces seemed tired, but almost relaxed as he stared up at the swarm. 
 
    “I call others fools. I judge harshly—out of pride and vanity, it is true, but also a sense of my own self-worth, my own recognition of my talents. But I must admit—I am as idiotic as the next self-satisfied peon at times. We are all fools, and it is wrong of me to judge based on a moment’s failing. But perhaps it is only the truly intelligent that see the truth? Ah, hubris.” 
 
    “Pisces, this really isn’t—” 
 
    Erin broke off. She had a feeling. A small certainty, a spark of inspiration in her gut. It had nothing to do with her knowledge of magic, of battlefields, or monsters. It had everything to do with how she knew people. She stared at Pisces. 
 
    Look at him. Look at his face, his posture, the way he seems to be holding back a smile. Look at his eyes, alive with hope. 
 
    Hope. 
 
    He knew something. Erin rose slowly. 
 
    “Pisces.” 
 
    He turned to her, his gray-green eyes dancing. 
 
    “I have a plan.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    Dawil stared at him. Pisces nodded. 
 
    “It may work. It may drive them off or at the very least, cripple the moths.” 
 
    He gestured to the swarm flying higher. More were breaking off, coming for the inn and the city now. She could see the City Watch retreating, pulling back from the walls. 
 
    “Pisces, are you sure?” 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    “Trust me, Erin.” 
 
    She stared at him. Pisces, the unkempt, rude jerk. Pisces, the [Necromancer] who’d tried to rob her ages ago. Pisces, the genius who had been outcast from Wistram. Pisces, who had made Toren. 
 
    “What do you need?” 
 
    “This space. Your inn has mana—I need as much of it as I can gather. I need Falene’s help, and perhaps Moore’s and Ceria’s as well. But most of all I need to be outside. And the moths will certainly come for me.” 
 
    “You need us to cover you. Buy you time.” 
 
    Erin looked at Pisces. He nodded. His eyes were on her face, searching, asking for a chance. She stared at him. Then she nodded. 
 
    “Let’s do this.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “And another wave is coming in—looks like five hundred by my count Noass!” 
 
    “Five hundred! They need to be downed with arrows—looks like Celum’s [Guardsmen] are taking out some and—Ancestors, look at that bolt of lightning from Liscor’s walls! Looks like that [Tactician] up there had enough mana for one more spell! Good shot too!” 
 
    “And here they come. The Silver Swords and Seborn of the Halfseekers are on the front line of course, chopping them down, but there’s only so many blades to go around! Hobs on the right—strange how they’re here, but let’s not question it at the moment—oh! And an excellent [Ice Wall] spell from the half-Elf!” 
 
    “Indeed Sir Relz! This team of adventurers is quite good—not Gold-rank yet, but they’re a name to watch. Anyone have the name of their team? I think—yes, I think this is the ill-fated Horns of Hammerad, of course known for their defeat in Liscor’s dungeon, and then subsequent revival and miraculous find at the Ruins of Albez! This is of course a team that mostly focuses in the north of Izril, but they seem to have come south at just the right time—or is it the wrong time?” 
 
    “We’ll know soon. Another wave coming up on the left—” 
 
    Erin threw a knife and saw a single moth falter. The Drake [Soldiers] from Pallass raised their shields and one of their [Captains] spat lightning as the moths flew at them. They fended off the assault, to cheers from the Pallassian citizens behind them. 
 
    It was so strange. So surreal. It felt like the end of a football game. American football. The crowd was cheering, the players—moths, were trying to score a touchdown—Erin felt sick and tired, but she couldn’t rest. The moths flew overhead, chittering, trying to kill them. But they just had to keep the goal safe. Touchdown line. Whatever. 
 
    Pisces stood in a circle with Falene, his arms raised, his eyes closed. She and Moore stood with him, arguing. Well, Moore was sitting—the half-Giant’s face was screwed up with pain as he clung to his staff. 
 
    “You don’t know how to perform linked spell casting? What kind of an amateur mage are you? You said you graduated from Wistram!” 
 
    Sweat streamed down Pisces’ face as he stared up. He still found the energy to glare at her. 
 
    “I did graduate. That was not a subject I studied.” 
 
    “It is a basic theory that was taught to all third-year students when I—” 
 
    “Shut up or I’ll hit both of you.” 
 
    Moore interrupted them both. The half-Giant’s normally kind face was strained with pain and exhaustion. Pisces and Falene glanced at him and fell silent. Erin thought they were only arguing to keep from feeling the strain. The three [Mages] were literally glowing with magic. They were channeling it through Pisces as he did…something. Erin wasn’t sure what, only that it was his plan. Ceria would have joined in, but she was essential to keeping the moths away from the [Mages]. She raised another ice wall as more moths flew and scuttled towards them. 
 
    “You’re sure you know what you’re doing?” 
 
    “No! Shut up! You’re worse than Ceria ever could be!” 
 
    Pisces snapped at Falene, a vein throbbing on his forehead. He stared up again. 
 
    “I read this in a spellbook, and I haven’t had a chance to try it out! Actually, I read about a completely different spell, but the theory should be the same. It only takes a little bit of energy if done correctly—” 
 
    “Hurry up, then!” 
 
    Pisces gritted his teeth. He looked up. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “You know, we might not make it. Funny, did you ever think of that?” 
 
    Revi gasped for air as she sat on the ground behind the battlements. Her face was white, and she was shuddering. She was using too much mana, Typhenous knew. But her summoned warriors were the only thing holding the wall. The Watch had pulled back, but the moths kept coming, and they had to stop them or be completely surrounded. He offered Revi another mana potion, but she shook her head. She’d had too many already—she’d thrown up and started coughing up blood. Any more might kill her. 
 
    “I always wondered when I’d die. Today might be it. A shame—moths aren’t exactly a glorious death.” 
 
    Typhenous straightened. His barrier of winds had grown to encompass the area around them. It was taking all of his mana, and he was feeling faint himself. He saw Halrac grimly loosing arrows into the swarm. The man’s fingers were bleeding. Funny, Typhenous could feel nothing but affection for him in this moment. 
 
    Revi saw the look. She bared her teeth. 
 
    “Good old Halrac. Hey—make sure he doesn’t die before we do.” 
 
    “Perish the thought. Oh, look. That Drake is still fighting.” 
 
    Typhenous pointed and nearly fell over. Across from them Relc spun and slashed in a sea of dead moths. Some of the Drakes and Gnolls in the City Watch had fallen from exhaustion, but Relc kept fighting, snarling at the moths as more landed around him. 
 
    Heroes. They held the wall. Tekshia Shivertail with a barbed spear, Krshia and the Gnolls, grimly fighting with Liscor’s civilians to let the [Guardsmen] rest—and the Antinium. The Painted Soldiers fought on, despite the green blood that oozed from innumerable wounds on their bodies. 
 
    Typhenous smiled to himself. Now he regretted his choice of words. There was nowhere he’d rather be in this moment. He stood, proud of the people he was fighting beside, and held the barrier of winds for another moment. It was a race. Would his heart stop or would his magic give out first? 
 
    “Typhenous. I just wanted to say—” 
 
    Revi’s eyelids were fluttering. If she didn’t release her spirits now—Typhenous thought about knocking her out with his staff. But if he did, would they die? He stared up. 
 
    Up. There was something going on. Typhenous was no Wistram mage, but he could feel it. He stared around, perplexed by the powerful mana he could sense. Where…? Ah, Erin’s inn. Of course. It was a font of magic—no wonder the [Mages] there could keep fighting after so long. But what were they…? 
 
    “Typhenous? I lost my magic.” 
 
    Revi looked up. The spirits had vanished. Typhenous realized that his control of the barrier had slipped away too. The moths flew closer. Two of the giant ones landed on the wall. 
 
    “Two! Alright! Come on then! I guess I get to kill twice as many giant moths today!” 
 
    Relc roared as he ran towards the moths. Typhenous barely heard. He stared towards Pisces, Moore, and Falene, and then looked up again. 
 
    “Of course! It’s so obvious! Of course!” 
 
    “Ty—what?” 
 
    Revi blinked at him. The old [Mage] grinned at her wildly. He pointed. 
 
    “He’s doing it! Young Pisces! Can’t you feel it?” 
 
    “No, you know I can’t sense mana like you c—” 
 
    Revi paused and looked up. Overhead, the clouds were dark and grey. They’d always been dark and grey. It was the rainy season. But unlike the last day and a half, the clouds were darker now. Stormier. The sky was filled with water after all. It just needed a push. Revi blinked. 
 
    And a drop of water fell from above. The Stitch-Woman blinked as it landed on her forehead. Typhenous stared. Another drop fell and struck him on the side of his cheek. 
 
    It began to rain. First droplets, and then a flurry, then a squall. Then the clouds opened up. The rain fell harder than Typhenous could ever remember seeing, a deafening roar that struck the wet earth, washed the blood from Liscor’s walls— 
 
    And hit the moths. The Face-Eater Moths keened as they fell to the ground, unable to fly. The giant moths fell out of the sky as if struck by an invisible hand, and they began crawling desperately back towards the rift in the ground. Six fled, slipping on the ground, joined by their brood that drowned as the lakes in the valleys grew and marched downhill in a gathering torrent of water. They climbed down into the rift, slipping on the water, fleeing the storms. 
 
    Six fled. Soldiers from Pallass flooded across the landscape, easily dispatching the fleeing moths. They downed one moth with lightning, two with alchemist’s potions, and one with arrows and spears. Two escaped. The rest of the moths disappeared into the rift as Pallass celebrated and the viewers around the world did likewise. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “We’re alive.” 
 
    Zevara stood on the walls, unable to lift her sword, barely able to believe it. Her entire body ached. She swayed. The rain fell down, cool and soothing on her scales. Slowly, Zevara looked around. 
 
    Olesm sat on the ground, exhausted from directing the battle. He sat on a dead moth—the battlements were covered with them. The Floodplains were filled with dead or dying moths, come to that. Zevara could already see Rock Crabs and Shield Spiders coming out to eat the corpses, and soon more scavengers would arise. The corpses would rot— 
 
    A problem for later. She stood on the walls, staring at the wounded, the people of Liscor, and the adventurers. A soft footstep made her turn. Tekshia Shivertail stood, leaning on her barbed spear. The elderly Drake looked more alive than Zevara despite her age. She spoke calmly as the storm raged on. 
 
    “By the authority of my position as the Adventurer Guild’s [Guildmistress], I, Tekshia Shivertail, declare that Liscor’s Dungeon is Gold-rank. Let no adventurer of lesser standing challenge it. Come, Drakes and Humans and Gnolls of legend. Come challenge this dungeon. Come, for foes and treasure await.” 
 
    She stared out across the Floodplains, to where the last giant moth was disappearing into the hole, pursued by Pallassian [Soldiers]. Zevara looked at Tekshia. The elderly Drake smiled at her. Zevara nodded in gratitude and then fainted. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “Excellent work! Did you see that battle?! I recognized two of those adventurers. The woman in armor, part of the—what was it? Horns of Hammerad? Yes, that team! And the Silver Swords. Both are Byres children! Dead gods, is that what Yitton Byres lets children do?” 
 
    “More like, is that what all of his children do?” 
 
    A babble of voices broke out in Lord Tyrion’s command tent. Noble [Lords] talked excitedly, energized by the victorious battle. Tyrion leaned back as the Drake [Mage] in Pallass finally cut the connection. 
 
    “I haven’t bought Byres steel in ages. I should place another order—if that’s what their sons and daughters do, I’d hire another team led by one of their family in an instant!” 
 
    “Not to mention Griffon Hunt, was it? I know that man, Halrac the Grim. Unfriendly fellow, but did you see him take down that moth?” 
 
    “What team had the half-Giant again?” 
 
    “Astounding. Absolutely—I shouldn’t think that Liscor’s dungeon would be anything less than a Gold-rank dungeon after this. What treasures must it hold? No, what other threats?” 
 
    “Liscor’s survived then. A pity I suppose, but the Drakes do fight like Demons when their tails are pressed against a wall!” 
 
    Tyrion looked up at that last comment. He stared at the map of the continent on the table in front of him. The position of the Goblin Lord’s last sighted forces was marked there, as were the locations of a number of other armies, including Liscor’s forces. He nodded to himself. 
 
    “A pity indeed.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “I want reports on all four adventuring teams. The Horns of Hammerad, the Halfseekers, the Silver Swords, and Griffon Hunt. Particularly on that [Mage], the one who cast the weather spell.” 
 
    Niers ordered the excited soldiers and students as he and Foliana retired to his quarters. He poured himself a cup of wine, barely able to sit still himself. A dungeon like that, hosting a monster nest of that size! And that was only one monster type in the dungeon, surely. It made him want to go adventuring again. Why, the treasures such a dungeon might hold— 
 
    “Interesting battle. Good Liscor’s standing. You’re glad too, right?” 
 
    Niers looked up at Foliana as she appeared next to him. He nodded. 
 
    “I can only hope that—” 
 
    “Your mysterious chess friend is okay? Mm. Think they had something to do with the battle?” 
 
    “I have no idea. But I did notice that Drake—Olesm Swifttail? He was commanding Liscor’s defenses. An excellent job for a [Tactician] of his level. I wouldn’t be surprised if he jumps two levels, perhaps three.” 
 
    “Mm. Liscor’s a place to watch?” 
 
    “Oh, absolutely.” 
 
    Niers grinned to himself. Dungeons made heroes. Dungeons could make legends. The Forgotten Wing Company had become famous after they had cleared a dungeon like Liscor’s. It made him remember the past, and he glanced at Foliana. 
 
    “Think we could clear a dungeon like that?” 
 
    Foliana blinked slowly at him. 
 
    “Hmm. Want to find out?” 
 
    Niers stared at her. He could never tell if she was serious. He smiled. 
 
    “Got a plan?” 
 
    She paused. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The magic [Scrying] ended, and with it, the need to continue the link. The mages of Wistram relaxed, rubbing at sore shoulders in exhaustion as they finished the spell. They had sent the image of Liscor’s dramatic battle to the entire world—and reaped the benefits of course. 
 
    A scrying orb could be used to see what was going on somewhere else. What the viewers around the world didn’t know was that the mages of Wistram had been watching their reactions and listening to their conversations at the same time. 
 
    However, the speculations and intrigue would have to wait. The spell had taken its toll, despite two of the Archmages being present. One of them, a half-Elf with a long white beard, looked up as a [Mage] approached him. A Dwarf [Mage] spoke with a deep frown in his voice. 
 
    “Archmage Feor, did you recognize that young man who cast the rainfall spell? And the half-Elf who cast the [Ice Wall] spell. You don’t think—” 
 
    Feor nodded shortly. 
 
    “It seems they are still alive. However, I saw one of our graduates, Falene Skystrall, as well. It may be wise to direct any inquiries through her.” 
 
    “Of course, Archmage.” 
 
    The old half-Elf waited until the [Mage] had gone, then he stared back at one of the many scrying mirrors placed around the room. One of them had shown a large man with reddish-gold hair. Feor frowned. 
 
    “What are you up to, King of Destruction?” 
 
    The mirror didn’t answer. Was it just entertainment for Flos? Or something else? He turned away. Magic and mystery and dungeons. He was getting too old for this. Feor spoke to another [Mage] as he left. 
 
    “Investigate that door. Make an offer if the [Innkeeper] is willing to sell it. If not—I may have a task for some of our recent graduates.” 
 
    “Yes, Archmage.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    So it went around the world. From Magnolia to Wistram, people speculated and plotted. But in Liscor itself, there were no schemes. Just a bit of peace. 
 
    Funny how it all worked out. Erin stood in the rain, letting it clean her off, grateful for its presence. Oh, her inn was getting wet, and there was blood and dead moths all over. And all her furniture was broken, and Jelaqua was paralyzed, and Octavia probably had a bill worth thousands of gold pieces. And the dungeon was still a threat, and people had died. 
 
    But that was all for later. They’d survived. And funnily enough, it had been Pisces who’d saved them all. He stood by himself, just smiling up at the sky. Pisces, the hero. It didn’t sound so bad when you thought about it. 
 
    Time enough to weep for the fallen, to heal, to thank all the people who’d fought, and to look to the future. For the moment, Erin was just grateful. She stood in the rain until she looked down and noticed something crawling near her foot.  
 
    A small Face-Eater Moth was crawling through the rain, trying valiantly to still walk as the water ran past it, trying to carry it into the growing lakes. It looked up at Erin and fanned its wings weakly. They weren’t so scary when you made them small. Erin stared at it and bent down. 
 
    Face-Eater Moths. The first threat of many, perhaps. They’d nearly won, oh, so nearly. But they’d underestimated Liscor and the weather. Erin peered down at it and nodded. 
 
    “Welcome to Liscor.” 
 
    She smiled at the moth, and it waggled its feelers at her. Erin raised her foot and stomped it into the ground. Then she made a face. 
 
    “Ew.”

  

 
   
    Interlude - Flos 
 
      
 
    “—And it looks like the rain has truly broken the spirit of the Face-Eater Moths. What a dramatic end! A simple climate change spell has reversed the entire battle and indeed, saved the city of Liscor, a stunningly intelligent move by that young mage, wouldn’t you say, Noass?” 
 
    “Indeed, Sir Relz. Although I would point out that it was destined to rain sooner or later given Liscor’s unique climate. However, actively encouraging the climate change was a smart move. I can see our fantastic [Soldiers] from Pallass finishing the last of the moths off now. No doubt this will be a hotly debated topic in the days to follow.” 
 
    “Without a doubt! This dungeon is unlike any I’ve seen before and it’s—I’m told that it’s being considered a Gold-rank dungeon, and that will play a major role in the politics of the Drake cities and perhaps the Human ones. Adventurers will be coming to claim the dungeon’s riches, but the strategic danger of the dungeon cannot be underestimated. I wonder if Liscor is prepared to handle the influx of both monsters and adventurers into the city?” 
 
    “They’ve certainly incorporated a few adventuring teams well. The Halfseekers, Griffon Hunt, and the Horns of Hammerad—all names to watch! Now, let’s go back to the battle. I wonder if we can find someone to talk to? Ah, it’s the [Innkeeper]. Hello Miss, are you—” 
 
    Erin gave the two Drakes a bright smile and then slammed the door in their faces. The two chattering commentators went silent. The crowd from Pallass burst out into complaints. They tried to open the door again but it only revealed a brick wall. The magical connection had been severed, at least for the moment, and with it, the [Mage] in Pallass apparently decided his work was done too. The image of the Drake city disappeared and the connection broke. 
 
    Across the world, people looked up from their scrying orbs, scrying hand mirrors, enchanted magical pools of water, and, in one case, a shield enchanted with [Farseeing] and [Clairvoyance]. Some pondered what had occurred while others laughed and went about their lives, thinking of Liscor’s battles as a pleasant diversion, a distraction. 
 
    Magnolia Reinhart did not think of it that way. She was immediately in conference with Ressa and a few [Ladies] and [Lords] whom she trusted. Lord Tyrion did not speculate, but rather adjusted his plans slightly. The Walled Cities began arguing with each other, and Pallass found itself defending its decisions as all five other Walled Cities blasted the Pallassian army’s lack of support for Liscor. 
 
    So it was in Izril. However, in other places, other continents, the reactions of those who had seen Liscor’s struggle were different. The King of Destruction put down the marble-sized scrying orb at last and stretched. Then he began pacing around excitedly. 
 
    “What a battle! Tremendous! Those are the kinds of monsters that live in Izril, are they? And they emerged from a dungeon? I had heard of legendary dungeons filled with monsters, but to think they could grow to such size! What treasures must they be guarding? What ancient nation constructed such a dungeon I wonder, and to what end? Gazi, you never spoke of the scope of Liscor’s dungeon!” 
 
    He turned, his eyes shining with excitement to stare at the woman sitting across from him. Gazi looked up. Two of her four smaller eyes focused on Flos, her king, while the other two moved around restlessly in their sockets. She opened her mouth and smiled at him with sharp teeth. 
 
    “I did not know the extent of the dungeon, my King. To my knowledge, Liscor’s dungeon was only a two-level crypt filled with undead. The true extent of the dungeon evaded my sight. Although I did note the Antinium Hive had dug extensively underneath the city. Their activity may well have concealed the dungeon from my gaze.” 
 
    “I see. Perhaps they were aware of the dungeon before now. Ah, but what a city! The Antinium, the fabled scourge of Rhir and Izril, living in peace with Drakes and Gnolls? I saw those—what did you call them? Soldiers? They were painted for battle.” 
 
    “Yes. That is new.” 
 
    “Intriguing.” 
 
    Flos grinned. His face was not as alien as Gazi’s. Where the half-Gazer’s skin was orange-brown and her face was loosely based on a Human’s, Flos was entirely Human. Gazi had no nose, four smaller eyes and one large central eye, and ‘hair’ tied back into a braided ponytail. Flos had red-gold hair, a strong nose, and features worthy of a statue. He was a [King]. 
 
    Not just any king. The King of Destruction, a man who had once ruled over almost all of Chandrar and been poised to invade the other continents of the world. Flos’ name had been known by every nation under the sun, until he had suddenly and unexpectedly given up his dreams of world domination. 
 
    He had entered into what many called his ‘slumber’, and his kingdom had fallen to pieces. Most of his vassals had left him, and his lands had been reclaimed by his enemies and other nations. He had slumbered for over a decade until two Humans from Earth had appeared in his throne room. 
 
    And then the King of Destruction had woken up. He had called his vassals back to him, reclaimed his throne, and found the spark of ambition to once again rule. He had called his most trusted followers to him, his Seven, a group of legends that had helped him conquer years ago. 
 
    Only three had responded. Of the seven, three were dead. Queravia and Tottenval had been slain before Flos had entered his slumber. Another, Drevish, had been killed by the Emperor of Sands. His head had been sent to Flos, and the King of Destruction had vowed to slay the Emperor of Sands himself. And one more, Amerys, had not responded though she was known to live in Wistram, the home of [Mages]. Four of the Seven were absent. But three had come. 
 
    Takhatres, Lord of the Skies. The bird-man who led his tribe of Garuda against the Emperor of Sands at this very moment. The fastest being on Chandrar and, perhaps, the world. 
 
    Mars, the Illusionist. A mighty [Vanguard] and a champion of Flos’ armies. Practically undefeatable in battle, Mars took the appearance of a beautiful woman with magical artifacts while concealing her true nature. 
 
    And finally, Gazi Pathseeker, known as Gazi the Omniscient. A Named Adventurer and [Scout] feared for her ability to spot any threat, deception, or spell from miles away. She had returned from Liscor blinded, her central eye damaged by an encounter with a certain [Innkeeper]. She sat before Flos now in front of the campfire. 
 
    It was night. In fact, it was so late into the night that it was closer to dawn than not. Liscor was far removed from Chandrar and thus evening in Liscor was deep night for Flos. His excitement had forbade sleeping, however, and as the [King] walked around his fire, more people sat up. 
 
    “My King, it’s late. Wouldn’t it be better to rest now? We have a long day in front of us, and it will be dawn in a few hours. Why not lie down until then? My bed is open.” 
 
    A sultry voice spoke from the side. Flos glanced over and looked at a beautiful woman lying on the ground. She was half-naked underneath the stars, and her skin was dusky and flawless. She looked like some vision of the sands, unreal under the moonlight and the surrounding arid desert. To look at her was to be entranced, and one young man sitting around the fire gulped and looked away. Flos just stared blankly. Gazi rolled two of her eyes and tossed a bit of sand. 
 
    The image of the beautiful woman flickered just a hair as the sand struck her in the face. For a fraction of a second a shorter, less enthralling woman could be seen wiping sand from her face. Then the illusion returned. Mars glared at Gazi. The half-Gazer only smirked. 
 
    “Bad illusion. You need a new artifact.” 
 
    Mars the Illusionist narrowed her eyes. She drew the simple blanket more firmly around her body. 
 
    “Maybe I’ll get one tomorrow. What about you, Gazi? Going to get a new eye?” 
 
    There was an intake of breath from the two other people sitting around the fire. Gazi just grinned, not affected by the jest. She pointed to her closed central eye. 
 
    “Perhaps one made of gold. It would do me no worse than my current eye. And look better. Would you like to see what my eye looks like now? It has yet to recover.” 
 
    “Pass.” 
 
    Mars shuddered and looked away. She gestured alluringly to Flos. He was still staring at the scrying orb, as if hoping it would show Liscor once more. 
 
    “Well, my King?” 
 
    “What? I suppose you’re right, Mars. Why not, let us sleep for a moment. The bazaar awaits after all. Although I shall hardly sleep a wink after such excitement.” 
 
    He sighed but made to lie down. Mars scooted her bedroll closer, and Gazi sat up as if to do the same. Flos ignored both and lay down on the ground. He closed his eyes and began snoring within minutes. 
 
    Mars and Gazi stared at him. They turned around and looked at the other two companions around their fire. Trey and Teres, the twins from Earth, looked at them. They hurriedly turned. 
 
    “Time to go to sleep.” 
 
    “Night!” 
 
    They rolled into their bedrolls which provided them sanctuary from the cold night air. Mars and Gazi eyed each other and then went to sleep as well. This was Chandrar, and this was the King of Destruction’s camp. He was far from his Kingdom of Reim at the moment, having travelled for three days at speed. He was headed to the Jerios Bazaar. Trey still wasn’t sure why. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Morning came too quick and too early. Trey woke up as someone kicked him in the ribs. 
 
    “Up.” 
 
    He shot out of bed. The kick hadn’t been hard, but the second one would be worse. The young man from England rolled out of bed and looked around blearily. It was still dark! But the smiling half-Gazer didn’t seem to care. Gazi nodded to the campfire where a pot was already simmering. Trey could smell the mild aroma of Yellats cooking with grain. It was a slightly spicy, filling soup and his stomach rumbled at the thought of breakfast. 
 
    But breakfast came after pain. Trey got up, grabbing the staff at his side and looked at Gazi. 
 
    “Training?” 
 
    “Training.” 
 
    She grinned at him. Trey groaned in mild resignation. This was always how his day started. At the break of dawn Gazi woke him up. He raised his staff as she led him to a spot just away from the fire. 
 
    “Now, cast.” 
 
    “[Flash]! [Sand Arrow]!” 
 
    The staff that Trey held was expensive, and the orb held in place at the top flashed with blinding light as an arrow of sand shot across the desert. It flew past a group of three training with swords. Flos, Mars, and Teres looked up as Gazi nodded. 
 
    “More arrows. Hit that rock, there.” 
 
    She pointed to a hand-sized rock twenty paces away. Trey squinted to see it and aimed. 
 
    “[Sand Arrows]!” 
 
    More arrows flew and hit the ground right around the rock. It was a good shot; Gazi looked mildly disappointed. She thumped Trey with the flat of her huge greatsword. 
 
    “Aim better.” 
 
    Sweating already, Trey did. He kept shooting arrows of sand until Gazi made him switch to casting [Flash] and the other few spells he knew. Trey was a [Mage]. His sister Teres was a [Warrior] aspiring to become a [Blademaster]. Or perhaps aspiring wasn’t the right word. 
 
    They were the personal servants to Flos. Or companions. Vassals? It was hard to tell. Trey and Teres followed the King of Destruction around. They were hardly as useful as the rest of his servants like Orthenon, his [Steward], or the other vassals like the stern Venith or his wife, Maresar. But they had knowledge from another world, and Flos claimed it was they who had given him the inspiration to wake from his slumber. 
 
    So for that reason they were indispensable. And Flos’ vassals had taken it upon themselves to train Trey and Teres to be worthy of accompanying the King of Destruction. There were few [Mages] in the Kingdom of Reim, Flos’ nation, so Gazi was training Trey in the use of magic. 
 
    He hated and enjoyed it. Trey wiped sweat from his face in the brief moment Gazi allowed him to rest. He hated Gazi’s strict requirements regarding his aim, the flow of mana in his body, and the speed at which he cast spells. Too slow or off-target and she’d hit him with her blade. But he loved magic. 
 
    “Good. You hit the target six times out of eight.” 
 
    Gazi didn’t have to turn her head to count Trey’s strikes on the tiny rock they’d been using as a target. Her four smaller eyes could all move independently, and they were powerful enough to see through walls and, indeed, her head. Trey wondered what her large eye was capable of. He also wondered who would have dared to blind Gazi. She was fearsome, unreadable, and very deadly. 
 
    She was also his only friend. If they could call themselves that. Gazi hung around Trey more often than anyone else. She was a loner, but she had formed a bond with Trey after he had objected to a practice the King of Destruction and his nation allowed: keeping slaves. He hadn’t realized it, but the entire continent of Chandrar kept slaves or sold prisoners of war and criminals to the Slave Traders of Roshal in exchange for coin. 
 
    Chandrar was the biggest exporter of slaves in the world, and Flos had sold off the first army he had crushed to feed his impoverished kingdom. Trey understood the reasoning but he couldn’t accept it. He had argued—futilely—against Flos’ decision, and the ensuing fight had driven a rift between both him and Flos, and between Trey and his sister. 
 
    There was still a gap, months later. Trey stared at Teres as she trained with Flos and Mars. The other two warriors took it easy on her despite Teresa’s skill with her sword—she had improved in leaps and bounds and was already a Level 18 [Warrior], soon to become a [Swordswoman] according to Orthenon, her teacher. Trey didn’t know how he felt about his sister becoming a warrior. 
 
    He didn’t know how he felt about being a [Mage], to be honest. It still felt like he could pinch himself and wake up from the dream he was in. The King of Destruction? Magic? Levels? He was in a dream— 
 
    Smack. Trey staggered as Gazi hit him with the flat of her blade. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Enough rest. Give me five casts of [Sand Veil] in quick succession. Change directions each time.” 
 
    Okay, maybe he wasn’t dreaming. Trey rubbed the back of his neck and did as she instructed. Training with Gazi was hard. Speaking to Gazi was hard sometimes. But she was a friend. She understood how he felt about slavery. She had been a slave, once. 
 
    “Breakfast!” 
 
    Flos roared the words, at last, and Trey sagged in relief. He trudged back to the campfire, already wrung-out by casting so many spells so early. He’d feel better after an hour and some rest; his internal reservoirs of mana would refill. It was important to keep pushing himself, though. According to Gazi, most [Mages] were lazy and didn’t use all the power their bodies were capable of. She intended to make Trey a [Mage] beyond all others. He feared she might succeed. 
 
    “What have we here? Yellats? Grain? Ah, what a familiar meal. It feels as if we’ve had it for the last four days in a row!” 
 
    The King of Destruction laughed, in good humor as he peered into the cooking pot. He was a huge man, muscle without fat, and he always seemed to be bursting with energy. He was also, apparently, over forty years old. He looked more in the prime of his life than Trey did. Flos took a seat on the arid ground and looked around. 
 
    “Has the rest of the camp had breakfast, Gazi?” 
 
    “They are eating now, my lord. We’ll be on our way within half an hour. We should reach the bazaar just after morning.” 
 
    “Good! I haven’t been to Jerios’ Bazaar in over two decades! I hope everything has changed.” 
 
    Flos rubbed his hands together. Trey, sitting exhausted next to his twin sister, looked up. 
 
    “Your Majesty?” 
 
    “Yes, Trey?” 
 
    The [King] looked up, pleased to be asked a question. He had striven to bridge the gap caused over the winter, and Trey’s willingness to ask him questions was a first step in mending their strained relationship. Trey hesitated. 
 
    “Are you—is it truly alright for you to leave your kingdom for so long, Your Majesty? Especially right now? You don’t have much of an escort—” 
 
    Trey broke off, aware that he was in earshot of the other people sitting at campfires further away. They did not intrude on the King’s personal campfire, but they still sat close enough to defend their ruler at a heartbeat’s notice. 
 
    Their escort was a mixture of [Warriors] and [Mages], all of them elite. The band of Stringfolk warrior-mercenaries known as the Serpent Hunters, and the small coven of [Mages] known as Parasol Stroll, had joined Flos’ kingdom during the winter. Both groups of his former vassals were incredibly dangerous, and they had been selected to follow Flos wherever he went. 
 
    Flos only smiled as he saw Trey looking at the robed men and women holding parasols over their heads and the silent men and women with stitch-marks around their arms and legs who wore dark green armor. 
 
    “My escort is more than enough to handle any [Brigands] or monsters by themselves, Trey. We could handle a small army with Mars and Gazi! Never fear that I’m undefended. Besides, we are travelling to Jerios, and the Bazaar does not tolerate armies marching upon it. As for your second question—this is an important trip, firstly, and secondly, my kingdom is well-attended in my absence.” 
 
    “But you just fought a war. Two wars—” 
 
    Trey had been there. He had ridden with Flos as the King of Destruction had fought off the first armies that had come seeking his destruction. After his grand defeat of the coalition army besieging his capital city at Reim, the King of Destruction had led his army north against two of the kingdoms that had caused him harm. 
 
    The Kingdom of Germina, ruled by the Quarass, and the Kingdom of Hellios. Both nations had sent an army to trap Flos by slaughtering his people as they fled towards the city, and very nearly succeeded. In return, Flos had marched his armies into their kingdoms and destroyed both. The memory made Trey shiver, and Flos saw it. The King of Destruction smiled gently, not quite looking at Trey. 
 
    “Orthenon is more suited to the job of managing the kingdom, Trey. He is quelling unrest in both nations and ensuring law and order. A [Steward] can do such things, oft times better than a [King] can. Besides which, my face would only spark more hatred in both nations at the moment.” 
 
    That was certainly true. Trey remembered the sight of Flos’ armies besieging the capital of Hellios, and fighting Germina’s armies on the field. It had been a slaughter. With the defeat of the coalition army, no other nation had been willing to come to the aid of either kingdom. And in a one-on-one battle against the King of Destruction, no small nation had a chance. 
 
    It had been so quick. Before the winter had begun to set in, Flos’ armies had marched north at speed. He had taken Orthenon, Mars, and Gazi, leaving Maresar and Venith to guard the kingdom in his absence. The conquest had taken less than two weeks. Hellios had surrendered unconditionally as the King of Destruction’s armies had marched across their borders and crushed their army. The Kingdom of Germina had not. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Blood. It ran hot on the dry ground, quenching it. There was smoke in the air, though there was precious little to burn. The kingdom of Germina built its city out of mud, brick, and stone. Now Flos’ army flooded through the streets, forcing frightened civilians back, pursuing the stragglers of the Quarass’ army. 
 
    Trey rode ahead, following Flos as the King of Destruction charged his mount towards the squat palace that was home to Germina’s ruler, the Quarass. It was an ancient building, grand because it was so old. It had been decorated with reliefs showing previous rulers over thousands of years. Flos rode into the building, his armor bloodied. Gazi followed, a swift shadow by her king’s side. 
 
    “Trey, come on!” 
 
    Teres’ eyes were blazing. She had fought in the last battle, though she had mainly been protected as she rode with the King’s vanguard. Trey had stayed with the [Mages] and thus not had to fight. He felt sick. The battle had been a one-sided slaughter. The King of Destruction had rode through the lightly-armored ranks of Germina’s army, cutting the [Soldiers] down by the thousands with his army. 
 
    The twins pursued Flos and his personal vanguard. Trey could hear shouting behind them as the rest of the army spread out to seize the city. Orthenon was overseeing the surrender, and Mars was fighting the last of Germina’s forces that had refused to surrender. 
 
    It felt wrong. Too easy, almost. It was hard to call war unfair, but after seeing Mars fight, after seeing how helpless Germina’s army was against the high-level vassals Flos commanded…Trey thought Mars could have destroyed Germina’s army by herself if she had enough time. She’d slain the Quinfer, the Germina army’s champion, in a duel that had lasted only a minute. Then she’d charged into the ranks of the army, ignoring the soldiers as they tried to batter her with their weapons. 
 
    Unfair. But the Quarass had sent a [Mage] to kill Flos. She had slaughtered the civilians that Flos had rallied to fight the army that had ambushed him. Flos had given the Quarass one chance to surrender. She had refused, sending his messenger back without the hand that had delivered the message. Now Flos rode into her throne room, Trey and Teres following just in time to see the Quarass rise from her throne. 
 
    She was an old woman, older than Flos. For all that, she had an imposing presence, an aura of authority. It was powerful and made Trey halt. But if she was a candle, Flos was the sun itself. He dismounted from his horse as Gazi slew two of the soldiers who rushed towards him. The King of Destruction strode towards the Quarass, his bloody blade in hand. 
 
    The Quarass didn’t flinch. She raised a hand as Flos approached her. 
 
    “Wretched [King] of Destruction, I would speak with you—” 
 
    She never got a chance to finish. Flos strode up the dais and beheaded her. It was so quick that Trey was left gaping. Flos turned as the throne room erupted into screams. The Quarass’ court threw themselves at the soldiers following Flos, or fell to their knees. Flos raised his sword and bellowed. 
 
    “The Quarass is dead! Throw down your arms or join her! Her crimes are not Germina’s! Join her, loyal citizens, or surrender!” 
 
    His words had provoked a bloodbath in the throne room, but the streets went quiet. Soldiers and citizens of Germina had fallen to their knees, weeping, and Flos’ banner had flown over the city. Trey remained in the throne room, just staring. The Quarass’ head had been placed under a shroud but her headless corpse sat against her throne where it had collapsed. He thought she was still staring at Flos. 
 
    Staring at him. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “Trey?” 
 
    Trey jerked and realized he’d been lost, staring into the fire. Teres was looking at him. He knew his feelings were written on his face and turned away. It didn’t help. Teres had been born only moments before he had, and the twins shared the closest thing to a psychic connection. 
 
    “Hey, it’s over.” 
 
    Hesitantly, Teres hugged Trey. He let her do it, although the contact was awkward. Everything was so much harder now. He hadn’t forgotten their fight, and she hadn’t either. But she was comforting. 
 
    The King of Destruction had slain the Quarass. Trey didn’t understand Chandrarian politics, but he understood that it was a massive event that had scared and outraged the other kingdoms. However, they were loath to march against Flos and risk the same. So they had secured their borders and threatened war should Flos so much as sneeze in their direction. The King of Destruction had been content to simply claim the lands of Hellios and Germina, for now, and thus no further wars had taken place yet. 
 
    At least Hellios’ ruler was still alive. Queen Calliope and her son, Prince Siyal, were captives in their own castle. Their deaths would have sparked a bloody uprising throughout their nation. Their lives prevented the same—Hellios’ army had laid down their arms almost to a man rather than keep fighting. A good thing too—Flos had made it clear that he would behead both royals in an instant had they attempted to stir an insurrection. 
 
    The image of Flos with bloody sword in hand was at odds with the man peering into the cooking pot and asking Gazi what seasoning she’d used. When he was not at war or enraged, Flos was full of life and energy, hard to anger and impossibly fascinated with the most minute details of his citizen’s lives. He seemed bigger and drew the attention in any room he entered. Mars had once joked that Flos could pass wind and still appear more kingly than half the [Kings] on the continent. Trey believed her. 
 
    Flos was one of the highest-leveled [Kings] in the world. Perhaps the highest—his true level was unknown, a closely guarded secret. But his Skills were incredibly powerful. They were all geared to war, making his kingdom prosperous in times of strife, and impoverished at all other times. 
 
    Hence their meal. Flos waved away a hovering Stitch-Woman who inquired whether he’d like a meat breakfast, or lizard’s eggs, or any of the other luxuries his people would be only too happy to provide him. He’d been asked the question every morning and his answer was always the same. 
 
    “I like simple food. I will be fine, Xeritha. Thank you for your concern.” 
 
    The Stitch-Woman withdrew. Trey, who sometimes thought his purpose in life was to ask the obvious questions to amuse Flos, raised his voice. 
 
    “What’s wrong with your breakfast, sire?” 
 
    It seemed that people really objected to Flos eating the stringy, spicy vegetables called Yellats. They were a staple of the Chandrarian diet, and tasted a bit like sweet potatoes if you made them spicy. Trey quite liked them. 
 
    Flos exhaled slowly as he peered into the simmering cook pot. He took out a bowl—a wood-and-silver carved piece that Trey was sure was not standard for camping, and filled it with a bit to taste. He replied as he gently smacked his lips together, savoring the hot stew. 
 
    “Yellats are considered a poor man’s food, Trey. They are filling and easy to grow on this continent—more so than any other plant in fact. This poor soil and the heat will kill potatoes in a drought, but Yellats can survive extended dry spells. They are ideal, in my opinion, and I have grown up enjoying them. But to other nations they are a symbol of poverty. Other monarchs would starve themselves before eating a meal such as this.” 
 
    Flos shrugged, not at all concerned by this fact. He began pouring the hot soup into bowls and passing them around the fire. The King of Destruction delighted in such things, apparently. To him, activities like serving others, or cooking, were a luxury to be enjoyed when he was travelling abroad. In his palace and with his subjects, Flos was waited on hand-and-foot. 
 
    “Come, let us eat and be off quickly! I wish to be at Jerios soon!” 
 
    He began to eat his food rapidly, and Trey quickly blew on his food and did the same. Life moved at Flos’ pace, which was to say, fast. 
 
    Within twenty minutes they’d struck camp. The Stringfolk loaded their bedrolls and supplies onto the pack horses and camels. Trey had been surprised that Chandrar had as many horses as camels—his image of the Middle East was limited at best. He was just as glad to mount the placid mare that Flos had picked out for him. He knew the camels were tetchy, even with experienced [Riders] or [Animal Handlers]. He’d seen one spit right in the [Packmaster]’s face one time. 
 
    “To Jerios!” 
 
    Flos shouted in good spirits, and his warriors cheered and set off. The King rode up and down the line of warriors and attendants, talking with them briefly, sometimes clapping a hand on a shoulder. His presence seemed to inspire regardless of whether he spoke for a few minutes or just a second. Trey watched the King of Destruction leave his subjects with glowing smiles. 
 
    “He is beloved. It isn’t just his Skills—a [King] who truly cares for each of his subjects is a rare sight in any land.” 
 
    Gazi rode next to Trey, at ease on her stallion. He glanced at her. The half-Gazer wore her brown scale armor like always. Her greatsword she carried around sheathed on her hip—but only when she rode. It was actually too long to carry that way when she was walking on the ground, so Gazi kept it on her back. When Trey asked if it was hard to draw the sword, Gazi had just laughed and told him that anyone trying to catch her off guard would have to be very fast indeed. 
 
    Now the half-Gazer stared at her King with one eye, her other three scanning the desert landscape for danger. It wasn’t all desert, of course—there were places with a lot of greenery and life. But the lands close to Reim had big arid spots due to the lack of water. Water was a resource prized as much as gold in Chandrar. Although gold was important, too. Which was why their trip to the Jerios Bazaar intrigued Trey so. 
 
    “So this bazaar. Why are we going again?” 
 
    Gazi half-turned in her saddle, although all of her eyes remained focused in other directions. Trey tried not to shudder as the half-Gazer smiled at him. It was her fake, small smile she always wore. 
 
    “Simple, Trey. The Jerios Bazaar is an annual gathering of [Merchants] and other sellers of goods. It has more treasures to be bought and sold than most nations will ever possess. It is an important place to visit should you desire valuable artifacts.” 
 
    “Right. So why does the King of Destruction want something from there? And if he wants something—why not take it?” 
 
    “His Majesty is not a thief.” 
 
    Gazi looked reprovingly at Trey. She turned and nodded to a speck in the distance. 
 
    “Besides which, if my lord wanted to seize the treasures of the bazaar, he would have to send a very large army to take it. As it stands, we who have come with him are a capable escort of defending him, but little more.” 
 
    “You’re joking. Aren’t you a Named Adventurer? And isn’t Mars—” 
 
    Trey looked at Mars riding ahead of them, making ribald jokes with a [Mage] carrying a parasol. Gazi nodded. 
 
    “Mars is formidable. But the [Merchants] have many guards and artifacts to defend themselves with. She is only one person in the end. As for myself—I would not arouse the wrath of the entire bazaar at any cost. The sellers and buyers unite in the face of threat, and there are most likely a number of individuals there that could best me.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    A nod. Gazi gestured to her closed middle eye. Trey had never seen it open, but he had seen the pus and liquid that had trickled from it in the first few days, when Gazi had returned to the kingdom. He wondered if it could heal—Flos had talked about finding a healing potion strong enough to regrow Gazi’s eye. 
 
    “Without my main eye I would be considered a high Gold-rank adventurer, not Named. My lord as well.” 
 
    “Flos? But he’s—” 
 
    “Strong! But not that strong, Trey!” 
 
    Flos had overheard their conversation. He rode back, laughing as he gestured to the sword at his hip. 
 
    “I am strong, Trey, and an experienced warrior. I could best a Gold-rank adventurer with the strength of my arm alone, but that does not make me a Named Adventurer! To become a famous hero known across the world, I would have to be truly outstanding in some way. Gazi obtained her title thanks to her eye—she is virtually impossible to ambush with it, and she can cast spells with it. Her armor and blade is also of the highest quality.” 
 
    “But you’re the King of Destruction!” 
 
    Flos laughed again. 
 
    “What is a [King] without an army, Trey? The answer: he is still a [King], but again, without an army. And this king lacks both armor and sword. Had I my old arms, I might have been a Named Adventurer, indeed. But I have neither armor nor sword nor any of my enchanted rings or other equipment. That is one of the reasons I ride to Jerios—to find a sword capable of surviving more than a few blows in my hands.” 
 
    He gestured at the steel sword at his waist. Flos did have a habit of wrecking the swords he was given. His remarks made Mars turn her horse backwards, frowning. 
 
    “What? My King, what happened to your old blade?” 
 
    “I gave it away.” 
 
    Flos smiled as Mars gaped at him. 
 
    “That was a national treasure!” 
 
    “I know. But I had no need of it and so I gave it to a [Soldier] when I went into my slumber. I wonder where it is.” 
 
    “But your sword—what about your armor? Your helmet? Your lance?” 
 
    “Those too. I gave each piece away.” 
 
    “Your rings? The [Ring of Health], the artifact that you took from the treasury of Armil?” 
 
    “And that. All gone. I regret it, in hindsight.” 
 
    Flos laughed hugely as Mars spluttered. He waved a hand as if brushing away all his lost treasures. 
 
    “Mars, they served no purpose in my grief. Besides, it is more entertaining to rebuild my armory this way. I hated my old armor anyways. It was enchanted with a [Featherweight] spell, and I hated having to strap it down or have it bounce about every time I moved. I’m in mind for some heavier armor, enchanted, of course, but with a different focus…” 
 
    They rode on as Flos began talking animatedly about armor with Mars, arguing for certain enchantments, vouching for armor enchanted with magical shields, disputing the notion that swords enchanted with [Sharpness] were better than swords enchanted with [Weight], and so on. 
 
    Trey listened with half an ear. It sounded like a discussion between people playing a tabletop game or a video game, but it was all real and those discussing it were in deadly earnest. He watched as a collection of tents came into view. 
 
    The Jerios Bazaar was based around an oasis, and it was a sprawling, noisy affair this early in the morning. It was also magical. Trey could see [Shopkeepers] and [Traders] displaying artifacts, showing them off by conjuring water out of the air, or letting customers test their products. But he also saw signs of the visitors’ wealth—there were summoned servants flying through the air, djinni who appeared as sometimes humanoid, sometimes outlandish shapes that were half-corporeal, embodying the element of air, or fire, or some other aspect. 
 
    And beyond them? Trey saw someone sitting on an elephant, arguing with a man on a camel on where he could rest his mount. He saw a magic carpet flying through the air and a screaming man drop— 
 
    The entire caravan groaned, and Flos grimaced as Trey looked away. 
 
    “Ah. That’s why no one rides those things. Looks like the bazaar is just waking up.” 
 
    “You call that just waking up?” 
 
    Trey stared as a [Mage] arguing with a [Merchant] at a stall turned and vanished in a puff of smoke. The Jerios Bazaar was filled with amazing people, and surprisingly, very few of them looked inclined to cause trouble. Indeed, if there was thievery, it was only going on in an economic sense. Pickpockets and thieves were in grave danger in the bazaar. Trey saw a man turn as someone grabbed a pouch at his belt. 
 
    “Stop, thief!” 
 
    The cloaked figure ran with incredible speed through the crowd. He got fifteen paces before a man in a skullcap with a huge chest thick with hair stabbed him in the chest. The [Thief] ran backwards, screaming, and was enveloped in flame, shot with two arrows, and struck by a being made out of lightning. His corpse was quickly tossed out of the bazaar. 
 
    “Don’t cause trouble.” 
 
    Flos smiled as he approached the bazaar. Trey eyed him with trepidation because the King of Destruction was nothing but trouble. However, Flos touched an amulet on his chest and Gazi and Mars both twisted rings and they turned into different people as they approached the bazaar. Flos grinned down at Trey through a face ten years younger, with dark skin and black hair. 
 
    “Surprised? I wouldn’t walk into the bazaar with my face, Trey. Believe it or not, I can be cautious.” 
 
    “Won’t the [Mages] be able to tell you’re under an illusion?” 
 
    “Oh, most definitely. But anonymity is prized at the bazaar—many of those visiting are wearing a disguise of their own.” 
 
    Flos flicked his fingers dismissively. He eyed Gazi—the half-Gazer had turned into a woman with starry eyes and long, flowing locks of blue hair. 
 
    “Gazi, that illusion is ridiculous.” 
 
    “Blame Mars. She lent me the rings.” 
 
    “They’re for my use, not yours.” 
 
    Mars, a redhead dressed in impractically revealing armor, shot back. She gave Flos a charming smile. 
 
    “Shall we, Your Majesty?” 
 
    “Indeed. Let’s set up camp a ways away from the Bazaar. Hasil, Fellif—” 
 
    The leader of the Serpent Hunters, and the [Mage] who spoke for Parasol Stroll, rode towards him. Flos nodded to the bazaar. 
 
    “Don’t let more than eight of your people enter the bazaar at once. Keep the rest at camp—I will be going into the bazaar for the day.” 
 
    “Yes, Your Majesty.” 
 
    Hasil, the dark-skinned Stitch-Man bowed, his hand on his poisoned scimitar. Fellif, the Human [Mage] with a sharp goatee nodded. 
 
    “Do you require an escort, Your Majesty?” 
 
    “No. Mars and Gazi will be enough. Trey and Teres will follow me naturally; I will browse quietly. Weapon stalls I think, although Gazi will look for a healing potion for her eye.” 
 
    “We’ll split up? How much coin do you have, Gazi?” 
 
    The half-Gazer reached for her belt pouch. 
 
    “Hm. Enough. I have several thousand gold pieces and enough to barter with. My lord?” 
 
    “I have ten thousand gold pieces in my bag of holding.” 
 
    “Ten—” 
 
    Teres choked as she stared at the small bag at Flos’ side. This one wasn’t the typical leather pouch that inconspicuously hung at Gazi’s waist—it was a black-and-ruby affair, taken from the Quarass’ treasury. As had the contents of the bag, Trey suspected. 
 
    “That’s not much to buy with, sire.” 
 
    Mars looked concerned at the small amount that Flos had brought. The King of Destruction smiled. 
 
    “I have a number of jewels I found as well. But I intend to spend lightly, Mars. Most of the gold must go to my kingdom and arming my soldiers. I simply wish for a decent quality sword. You recall I broke the last one?” 
 
    “Wasn’t it enchanted?” 
 
    “Poorly. Spells can break just as easily as steel, if you swing hard enough, Teres. We might see about getting you a blade as well—Mars, how much gold do you have?” 
 
    “More than you. I fought as a mercenary for two decades, my King. I could buy you armor as well—” 
 
    “Mm. A few artifacts might not go amiss. A shame djinn are so difficult to manage, or I’d seriously consider a flying army of them. Remember the Kingdom of Oleis? Fantastic at harassing the enemy. But now that I think of it, a flying carpet—” 
 
    They began heading into the bazaar. Flos had elected to dismount, so they all walked on foot, joining the crowds of people walking past the open tents that had been set up. Some were magical, so the tents were larger on the inside than the outside. 
 
    Trey gaped at the objects on display—there were magic scrolls, floating orbs, and then things that didn’t look so magical, like rich saffron being sold by the pound, sheaves of high-quality paper, food and ice being offered by some food merchants—it was a feast for the eyes, ears, and nose. Almost overwhelming, in fact. Trey looked at Gazi. She was following Flos as he looked around animatedly, talking loudly to Mars and Teres. 
 
    “Are you going to shop by yourself?” 
 
    Gazi turned. She had no eyebrows to raise, but Trey saw her skin move in the same way. 
 
    “Would you like to come with me?” 
 
    “I…wouldn’t mind.” 
 
    Gazi smiled. It wasn’t that Trey wouldn’t mind following the King of Destruction, it was just that he liked Gazi’s company. 
 
    “Very well. My king—” 
 
    She broke off as their group of five passed by a crowd. The man who had fallen off the carpet had survived his fall but had broken both his legs in multiple places. He was screaming for help as [Traders] clustered around him, offering him a number of objects. 
 
    “Sands, my legs! My legs are—healing potions, please!” 
 
    “Can I interest you in a bone regrowth potion, sir? The finest to be had for miles—” 
 
    “Pain numbing tonic? Just a whiff and you’ll be free of pain—” 
 
    “Would you like me to retrieve your carpet sir? My djinni can find it for a nominal fee—” 
 
    The poor man reached for his money pouch as Flos passed by. The King of Destruction turned his head as he looked around. 
 
    “Blacksmithing…I’m sure there’s an entire row of tents devoted to weapons. Ah! Well, we’ll find our way there eventually! Gaz—I mean, Gabrielle, are you going?” 
 
    The half-Gazer bowed slightly. 
 
    “I will return within the hour, sire. May I take Trey with me?” 
 
    “Oh? But I had hopes to enjoy—well, if you wish.” 
 
    Flos frowned slightly, looking almost hurt that Trey wouldn’t follow him around. It would be him asking Trey exactly what he found familiar from his world and his opinion on everything, Trey knew. Teres was giving Trey a look that told him to stay and join in her suffering. Trey gave her a guilty grin. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Your M—sire.” 
 
    “Far be it from me to distract you. Besides which, you might keep Gazi occupied. Don’t start a fight if someone insults my name, Gazi. And keep Trey safe!” 
 
    Flos sternly instructed Gazi before turning and staring at a stall filled with scrying orbs and mirrors and so on. 
 
    “Now here’s a shop that catches my interest! I could have watched the battle at Liscor far more easily, and without hurting my neck, with one of these. [Shopkeeper], how much is this orb?” 
 
    He held up a yellow sphere that shone with inner light. The man who hurried up to him with a welcoming smile had a turban on his head and silk clothing. 
 
    “Ah, a good eye sir! Eight thousand gold pieces.” 
 
    “For an orb this small?” 
 
    Flos looked dismayed. The man bowed his head slightly. 
 
    “Ah, it’s not just used for scrying, but records memory as well! Hence the price. Did I hear you say you observed the most entertaining affair in Liscor?” 
 
    “We did! However, my scrying orb was only so big—” 
 
    Flos indicated the marble-sized object. The [Shopkeeper] tsked. 
 
    “A true shame! For a distinguished personage such as yourself, you should have one at least the size of a man’s head! Allow me to walk you through my wares—did you know more broadcasts are occurring?” 
 
    “No! Truly?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    The [Shopkeeper] smiled as he showed Flos a huge orb which a crowd of people were staring into. Trey and Gazi paused to stare at another image flashing across the orb. 
 
    “It seems Wistram’s ability to link the orbs of scrying is a service they are willing to offer to more than Drake cities. Look—this is a mock battle by the Titan himself in Baleros!” 
 
    A tiny figure was standing on a podium in the sphere’s image. As Trey watched, whoever was keeping the image steady shifted, and he saw a row of soldiers with wooden spears fending off a cavalry charge. The projection was being watched with fascination by the crowd. 
 
    “One of the Titan’s students set it up. There are [Kings] and [Lords] and countless others watching this at the moment. I believe Wistram intends to offer this service at a great price.” 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    Flos narrowed his eyes as the ‘Titan’ stood on a dais, shouting orders that were transmitted out to his army. Trey saw his hands clench for a second, and saw Mars and Gazi shift and look at their king. 
 
    It was Niers Astoragon who slew Queravia, the Gambler of Fates. Trey shivered as he saw Flos’ gaze darken for a moment. But then the King of Destruction was talking animatedly with the [Shopkeeper]. 
 
    “So any orb can be turned into a…a recording device for such a projection? Is such grand magic possible?” 
 
    “If Wistram wills it…ah, but I believe a mage must transmit the image. These humble orbs only convey the image that Wistram sends. Speaking of which, may I interest you in…?” 
 
    “This way.” 
 
    Gazi murmured and tugged Trey’s arm. He followed her into the crowd, peering back over his shoulder and for a second regretting not staying with Flos. Then he turned back to Gazi. He had to focus on her back to avoid getting lost in the crowd! 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “Healing potions.” 
 
    Gazi raised her voice to be heard. She led Trey through the crowd. The young man looked around from stall to stall. So many things on display at once! He thought he saw the row of tents Flos had mentioned, where armor and blades were being sold. And…were there actual [Blacksmiths] making weapons at this moment? He heard a clang, looked to ask Gazi about it, and realized he’d lost her. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “I’m telling you, this isn’t a good blade. Show me a better one.” 
 
    A few minutes later, Flos was arguing with a [Merchant] over a blade. Teres and Mars found him pointing at a shimmering saber that sparked with lightning. The disguised [King] looked disgusted as he held the saber up. The [Merchant] pursed her lips. 
 
    “What is wrong with that blade? You picky Humans! This one is enchanted to shock your enemies! Simply but tap your opponent, and they won’t be moving any time soon!” 
 
    She was a Stitch-Woman. Flos shook his head. 
 
    “It’s fragile. The enchantment’s no good and the blade’s—what, pure silver? An enchantment on that won’t last.” 
 
    “Oh? And you’re an expert on blades?” 
 
    The [Merchant] was either inexperienced or had misjudged Flos entirely. He smiled. 
 
    “Give me a warhammer. Ma—Maven?” 
 
    Mars plucked a warhammer off the racks and tossed it to Flos. He set the saber back down and raised the warhammer. The [Merchant] raised her hands and screeched. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Any good sword can take a blow like that! Any enchanted blade should be able to take an unenchanted maul’s strike, or the enchantment is no good!” 
 
    Flos raised his voice. He’d attracted a crowd, which listened to him speak about blades. He raised the faulty saber, pointing to the silvery metal. 
 
    “A blade is only as good as its [Blacksmith], regardless of the magic put on it! If you bought this blade for anything more than four hundred gold coins, you lost your deal, Miss Merchant! This is a half-decent enchantment, but the blade will shatter far, far too quickly! I’d rather have an unenchanted blade of quality metal than an enchanted blade that will break after hitting a shield!” 
 
    He tossed the saber back on the rack as the [Merchant] went pale. Several people in the crowd nodded appreciatively, agreeing with Flos’ assessment. The King smiled and turned to Mars and Teres who’d just returned from shopping elsewhere. 
 
    “Any good shops?” 
 
    “Some decent swords among the trash. I’ll show you.” 
 
    Mars led Flos and Teres through the crowd, pointing out the good picks she’d spotted. Teres watched attentively. She had her own sword that Orthenon had given her, but the magical swords fascinated her. Flos just shook his head time after time, though. He stopped at a well-stocked tent and spoke to the [Merchant] waiting on his customers. 
 
    “Have you no enchanted swords worthy of a Gold-rank adventurer or better?” 
 
    “Ah, sir, I have this new blade that is enchanted with [Petrification]—” 
 
    “But the steel’s poor!” 
 
    Mars and Flos objected almost at the same time. Teres stared at the blade, unable to tell the difference. Flos looked dismayed. 
 
    “I could pay to have a better enchantment put on the blade here, or have it done later! What about your unenchanted blades? Show me your best—do you have any Dwarven-made blades?” 
 
    The sweating [Merchant] hurried into the back, and his slaves came out with an assortment of blades. He was on trial as the crowd that followed Flos had gathered again. The [King] was simply too loud and too amusing to ignore, and his opinions solid. Flos inspected one blade and grunted. 
 
    “Better, but this is still only adequate for an enchantment. Do you truly have no masterworks? Something made by a Level 40 [Blacksmith] or better?” 
 
    “Honored guest, these are Dwarf-forged blades.” 
 
    “I have no doubt. But I’m talking about real Dwarven craftsmanship. Not just their mass-produced arms.” 
 
    Flos turned away when he realized the [Merchant] had no idea what he was talking about. He walked through the bazaar, talking to Mars and Teres. 
 
    “Perhaps I thought too highly of Jerios’ markets. Then again, truly masterwork blades would be rare…I wonder if it wouldn’t be better to have a blade forged myself and enchanted here?” 
 
    “We can look among the [Blacksmiths], but I don’t know their levels, or the metals they work with, sire. I saw one tent claiming to work with pure mithril. A blade like that would hold an enchantment, but pure mithril? I suspect it’s a trick.” 
 
    Mars made a face. Teres stared at the blades Flos had so dismissively discarded. 
 
    “What did you mean, ‘real’ Dwarven craftsmanship, Flans? Do you mean all that’s fake?” 
 
    “Not at all.” 
 
    Flos grinned at Teres, enjoying his fake name. He pointed at another row of Dwarf-quality blades on display. 
 
    “Dwarven-made weapons vary in quality, but the Dwarves are good [Blacksmiths], and their steel is pure. It’s an indication of quality, but most of the blades are simply better than regular. You might as well turn to a [Blacksmith] on your continent with a higher level for a good sword. However…I know there are better arms made in their mountain home, however seldom.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Both Mars and Teres stared at Flos in surprise. He nodded and bought a few kebabs for them to eat while he explained. Flos tore the hot meat off a skewer as he spoke. 
 
    “Back when my kingdom first expanded, before I had met you, Mars, I decided to invest in my army. I had obtained a fortune from the kingdoms I had destroyed and so I ordered a massive shipment of Dwarven arms from Terandria. We sent a fortune to the Dwarves, in exchange for arms for over a thousand soldiers as well as personal armor and a blade for Gazi.” 
 
    “And they delivered?” 
 
    “No! That was the curious part of it. The Dwarves failed to provide a tenth of the arms I paid for—they had overcommitted and suffered a disaster in their forges, or so I was given to understand. They were unable to repay me, either—so they sent me a set of armor and blade for Gazi instead.” 
 
    “One blade and suit of armor?” 
 
    “The very one she wears. And if it seems a poor repayment, Mars, it was not. I don’t know what [Blacksmith] made the armor, but it was worth far more than I paid—than I could have paid at the time, I believe. You know Gazi’s scale armor, Teres, and her blade? Neither one is enchanted.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Mars raised her voice, attracting attention. She lowered it and hissed at Flos. 
 
    “It has to be! That armor’s been through more wars than—I’ve had to replace my armor three times, and I buy the best-quality armor money can afford!” 
 
    “Nevertheless. It was made by the truest of experts. I’ve never inquired as to the make of the armor as I doubt any of my [Blacksmiths] could hope to replicate it. It’s a masterwork, Mars. In the mountains, there are some Dwarves who truly know metal.” 
 
    “Incredible. And you hope to find a blade like that here? I think I would have noticed such a weapon.” 
 
    “Indeed, it would be a long shot. And I am more interested in that scrying orb in truth. What that [Merchant] said about anyone broadcasting their image…” 
 
    Flos looked back in the direction of the scrying orbs, then turned to Teres. 
 
    “You said it’s familiar to something from your world, Teres. What was it you mentioned?” 
 
    “Television.” 
 
    “Ah, of course! You did tell me about it, but I had imagined something entirely different. And this is similar?” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    Teres hesitantly explained as Flos listened with growing interest. She didn’t like the look in his eyes when she talked about news appearing all over the world. Teres cursed Trey and hoped he was having fun wherever he was. She was going to kick his butt for leaving her behind when she met up with him again. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Nawalishifra Tannousin tossed her head and grabbed the hilt of her dagger. She was nearly out of patience with the man in front of her. She would have drawn her blade and stabbed the man twice if she could have gotten away with it. But doing so would scare away other customers and she and her people needed this sale. So she kept her voice pleasant, though her every instinct railed against her acting like a common [Merchant]. 
 
    “It is simple, you oaf, you! Look, this is Naq-Alrama steel! Pure ingots, forged in the heat of my people’s forges, may the dunes take me if I lie! It is not some metal you find lying about on the streets or melted out of cheap steel! It is magic and enchantable and I am selling it to you!” 
 
    She glared at the dark-skinned [Trader] who was blinking hard in obvious confusion. Though he looked accustomed to the sun, Nawalishifra was sure he was a city-dweller, not a true son or daughter of the sands. If he was, he would not ask so many foolish questions. 
 
    Her skin was far darker than his, and Nawalishifra had to shift her veil not to inhale it as she talked. She knew she was not what he had expected—there were few women in her clan who could swing a hammer, and she was the only [Blacksmith] in her clan worthy of the class. That was the problem, sadly. 
 
    “I don’t understand. This metal’s special? But it’s an ingot. Why haven’t you made it into a sword? It’s useless as it is.” 
 
    Nawalishifra turned red and gripped the hilt of her dagger. She didn’t know what would come first, dagger or sharp words, but another young man pushed forwards. He had too wide a smile and was too unctuous as he bowed to the man in front of him. She wouldn’t have minded it, save for the fact that he was her brother, Allaif. He stepped in front of Nawalishifra as she glared at him. 
 
    “Sir, please excuse my sister, ill-tempered though she is from standing out in the sun! She does speak a truth however. The metal is yet to be smithed, but surely an outstanding buyer such as yourself can see the merits of buying the steel as it is! It is ready to be shaped into shield or sword or mace or arrowhead! And the metal is magic, as my unmarried-and-ill-mannered sister says.” 
 
    His ill-mannered sister glared and folded her arms. They were standing in the shade, in near darkness, in fact! The tent’s flaps had been veiled to let as little light in as possible—too much might spoil the quality of the ingots before they could be smithed. Her ears burned with shame—because Allaif’s frantic explanations covered up the truth that the buyer had gotten too near to. 
 
    The ingots were less useful, for all they were pure Naq-Alrama metal. It would be far more proper to sell a blade, and Nawalishifra was sure it would be ten times as valuable as the next cheap artifact she’d passed on display in the bazaar. But her clan couldn’t forge and sell such a blade—not anymore. Only sell the ingots. 
 
    Allaif’s talking had gotten the interest of some other buyers. They clustered around the metal. One, a rich [Merchant] dressed all in silks, sniffed as he eyed the metal. He knew the worth of Naq-Alrama metal, Nawalishifra was sure. But he was skeptical. 
 
    “I can see the value of forging a blade, but can any [Blacksmith] manage such a feat? I am told the metal is tricky beyond belief to manage.” 
 
    The question threw Allaif, but it was Nawalishifra who interrupted. She gave the men her best smile and felt like her teeth were falling off as she gestured to the ingots. 
 
    “Not so, good sirs! The metal is tricky and requires smithing only under the moonlight until quenching, but the trick of shaping the metal is easy indeed. Why not let my humble self show you?” 
 
    She led the men outside and, cursing at having to waste the precious metal, took one of the wasted ingots that had been damaged by sunlight on the journey here. Nawal hammered the metal rapidly in the shade, pointing out how to hammer the metal just so to make it move correctly. 
 
    “It is all about temperature, honored guests. And the striking must be precise. Six strikes here, see? One, two, three—and then another two here! Thus the metal moves. And care must be taken not to allow it to reduce in heat below a threshold—the forge must be hot, and no magic fire can be used at any time. Fold the metal and then apply the powder and oil mixture before quenching the blade in light-bathed waters—” 
 
    She went down the list of details and specifications, noting the dismay on the faces of her customers. Allaif was grimacing at her to stop, but Nawal had memorized this routine by heart, and she knew misleading a customer would ruin the metal and throw her clan’s name into the wastes. If selling the ingots as they were wouldn’t do so already, that was. 
 
    “So many steps!” 
 
    The knowledgeable buyer shook his head. Allaif hurried over to him, fawning in a disgusting manner. 
 
    “We can repeat and write down the instructions to your pleasing, good sir. The metal is ready to be forged, and any high-level [Blacksmith] can make a blade beyond all others out of it!” 
 
    Nawal glared at her brother. Write down the secrets? They were already compromising all of their clan’s crafts by giving away the ingots! But they had no choice. She would have rather torn off her veil and walked the bazaar naked, but their clan depended on the sales they earned from the bazaar. If they had to sell secrets to survive this year, so be it. 
 
    “I will think about it. Perhaps I will return on the morrow again.” 
 
    That was all they got from the well-informed buyer. The rest left without so much as that vague promise. Allaif walked back to Nawal, and she glared at him. 
 
    “I think he might buy if we lower the price more, sister.” 
 
    “What? We will barely have enough with which to eat for what we are selling already! And what was that disgusting display, you dog, you?” 
 
    Nawal snapped at her brother. He glared at her. 
 
    “Do not blame me for making the best of a bad situation! We must sell the ingots, and it is more profitable to sell them, and earn goodwill with a [Merchant] or other faction, than to hold onto them and starve with them sitting uselessly in our homes.” 
 
    “Useless? A blade forged of pure Naq-Alrama steel is—” 
 
    Nawal choked on her words. Her brother shook his head slowly and pityingly. 
 
    “Useless since no one can forge the metal in our clan but you, dearest sister. And what manner of fool or coward would use a blade forged by a woman?” 
 
    That was true. Nawal knew that no self-respecting warrior in the Bazaar would do so. She hung her head as Allaif turned away. Her clan lived closest to the desert and made their fortune with their signature steel. However, calamity had struck them not half a year ago, and thus the metal they had meticulously refined over the course of the year was useless. She turned away, despairing, as Allaif looked around. 
 
    Their tent was guarded by other members of their clan, warriors armed with weapons that were mere alloys of Alrama steel and not pure metal. Nevertheless, the weapons shone in the light such that they looked enchanted when they had yet to receive a [Mage]’s enhancements. They were still magical, though, so there was truth to the glimmer. It was all the advertisement their tent needed; in truth, Nawal’s clan would have had visitors queuing up to bid on their blades any other year, and her clan’s warriors would be needed to guard the tent. But not this year. 
 
    “I must make arrangements. I believe I can sell the ingots. For a better price than we might get if we had swords! Just hold here and—do not scowl at anyone who comes in!” 
 
    Allaif made extravagant promises as usual as he hurried out of the tent. Nawal glared at his back, suspecting that he was going to get drunk and cause trouble, as usual. How could the same seed of her father’s loins be so useless in him and the wrong gender in her? If he was alive, he might have died again just to see this sight. She turned away from the stacks of beautiful ingots and saw someone pushing into the tent’s flaps. 
 
    “Hello? Are you looking for our blades? We only have ingots for sale.” 
 
    Nawal called out, too tired to pretend to be happy to see the visitor. To her surprise, she saw a pale-skinned foreigner enter the tent. His skin was far too pale for the hot sun, and he jumped at being addressed. 
 
    “Ingots? Sorry I’m—a bit lost. You don’t sell swords? I’ll be going.” 
 
    He backed up towards the entrance, and Nawal’s pride flared. 
 
    “We used to sell swords. The finest blades you will ever see, my word on it! Don’t back away, you milk-skinned fool, you! Come and see true metal, if only once in your lifetime!” 
 
    Her words made the young man stop. He approached the table and gasped as he saw the Naq-Alrama steel. 
 
    “That’s…is that magic metal? Some kind of special metal?” 
 
    Proudly, despairingly, Nawal nodded. 
 
    “It is Naq-Alrama steel.” 
 
    She looked at the young man’s blank face and scowled. 
 
    “Naq-Alrama steel! Have you never heard of it?” 
 
    He hadn’t. She grumbled under her breath. 
 
    “Ignorant foreigners. Listen well. This steel is magic, forged of the sands, refined through heat and kept from any—any sunlight! Such is the nature of the metal that it can endure any pressure when quenched in sun-filled waters. It will hold enchantments with ease, and the blade itself cuts through magic like water. If there was ever a blade for one who seeks to do battle against [Mages], this is it! You could make a blade worthy of a [King] out of these ingots, which we will sell for handfuls of gold!” 
 
    She raised a fist and nearly struck the metal, but held back, knowing the blow would only freeze her skin to the ice-cold ingots. The young foreigner looked impressed, which warmed her heart slightly. 
 
    “That’s incredible. If you’re selling them so cheaply, why not have someone make a sword out of—” 
 
    “We used to do that, you idiot, you!” 
 
    She shouted at him, and the young man flinched. One of the [Caravan Guards], Hesseif, poked his head in, and Nawal gestured to him that it was fine. He gave her a nod and resumed watching for thieves. Nawal sighed as she looked at the young man. 
 
    “We had a [Blacksmith] of renown who shaped the blades. He created less than ten per year, but they earned enough for our clan to thrive! But he died—his heart gave out last year.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. But can’t you get someone else to—” 
 
    “No. The techniques are too hard to learn overnight! It takes years of practice, and of all whom my father taught, only I learned enough to shape the metal.” 
 
    The young woman laughed at the young man’s confusion. 
 
    “But if you can do it, can’t—” 
 
    “Who would use a blade forged by a woman?” 
 
    Who indeed? Women could be warriors, but they weren’t capable of making steel, that was a fact. It was a truth among Nawal’s people that women were impure—the metal grew to develop defects if they shaped it. Her father had broken with tradition because he needed a helper, but he had forbidden her from entering the forge whenever her blood flowed throughout the month, and of course Nawal was forbidden from shaping any blade herself. 
 
    She could make armor so long as no one knew who had done most of the forging and goods like nails and so on, but never blades. So her father had said while she hammered in the forge, and he claimed to have made each blade himself with her ‘help’. He had given her a chance, but he was dead, and no one else would touch a blade she made, however keen. 
 
    The young man didn’t seem to understand that. He was a foreigner and wrinkled his brow. Was he a [Mage]? He was certainly no warrior of the sands, accustomed to blood and glory. 
 
    “I don’t know about people in your tribe, but I know someone who probably won’t care if you forged the blade. He just wants the best blade in the world. And if your, uh, Naq-Aama—” 
 
    “Naq-Alrama.” 
 
    “Right. If that steel’s the best, he might buy it. Why don’t I ask him?” 
 
    Nawal stared at the young man, and a sprig of hope entered into her heart. 
 
    “You? You have a master?” 
 
    “What? No! I’m not a slave—” 
 
    “But he’s wealthy? A man of power? How much might he spend?” 
 
    “Uh—he said he has at least ten thousand gold pieces, but I think he might spend more—” 
 
    Ten thousand gold pieces. It wasn’t a lot, but the thought of actually selling a blade had Nawal’s mind racing. Why hadn’t she thought of it before? Sell to foreigners! Surely there were some who wouldn’t mind how a blade was made so long as it was sharp! Drakes, perhaps? There were rumors that there was a great dungeon filled with monsters on their continent. Perhaps if she— 
 
    “Sister! Wondrous news!” 
 
    A loud voice came from outside. Nawal’s heart sank. She hurried out of the tent, making sure that the layers of flaps prevented any sunlight from touching the inside of the tent, and came outside with the young man to see Allaif, standing in front of the tent and grinning broadly. 
 
    He was not alone. The rich [Merchant] from before and a man with a whip at his side were behind him, along with a group of armed thugs. Nawal eyed them with distaste, noting their cheap iron weapons and marking the man with a whip for what he was—a [Slaver]. Not of Roshal, clearly; he was probably just a local [Slave Trader] who dealt with the impoverished and desperate. 
 
    Nawal glared at her brother as he smiled broadly at her. He looked too happy, as if he was pulling one of his tricks on someone. They had always landed him and the people around him in deep trouble. 
 
    “Allaif, what is this? I have a buyer for our steel—” 
 
    “As do I, sister! All of it!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Nawal’s eyes widened, and she saw the other members of her clan start. Allaif had found a buyer? But—she looked back at the young foreigner. How much had he compromised to sell all of their ingots? Allaif rubbed his hands together, looking proud of himself. 
 
    “We will earn as much as we would for a commission on blades, sister! This generous [Merchant], Sir Redif, will buy all the ingots from us at such a price!” 
 
    “At what cost?” 
 
    There had to be a trick. Nawal eyed the [Slaver] with apprehension. Allaif spread his hands, looking wounded. 
 
    “Sister! I made the best deal I could, for the clan! I gave away only one thing to honored Redif.” 
 
    “Which was?” 
 
    “You.” 
 
    Allaif smiled at Nawal as the ground fell away under her. He spoke quickly as a rumble sprang up from the other clansmen. 
 
    “It is the best offer! The best! We will be paid richly, and you, dear sister, will be sent to show any [Blacksmiths] how to forge Naq-Alrama metal! You will be able to continue helping around the forge—and find a husband if honored Redif is generous. It is for the clan, sister.” 
 
    Nawal just stared. Slavers? Her father had banned slaves from the clan two decades ago, before she had been born. Metal forged with the weight of shackles was as impure as that of metal made with dishonest deeds or blood, or so he had said. She stared at her brother, her brother. 
 
    “You cannot sell me, Allaif.” 
 
    A flash passed across Allaif’s eyes, one of his dark moods nearly escaping. 
 
    “I can and will. I am our representative, and I speak for our family and clan with our father’s death.” 
 
    “You are not worthy of licking his boots, you spineless worm!” 
 
    “How dare you!” 
 
    He raised his hand, and Nawal gripped her knife’s handle, making Allaif hesitate. The [Merchant] interrupted impatiently. 
 
    “Enough! This isn’t a debate. I have papers proving my ownership of both the Naq-Alrama metal and Nawalishifra Tannousin.” 
 
    He brandished a sealed parchment, signed in blood. It was a binding contract. Nawal looked at it and felt her stomach drop. He’d actually signed it. Without asking, without thought. Allaif smiled victoriously as the other Tannousin clansmen muttered curses. 
 
    “Sister, is it really too much to ask? You will be well treated, privileged even! Our father was mad for letting you hold a hammer, but I have given you the same honor. Do not make this harder than you have to.” 
 
    “No struggles, girl. I’ve broken more new slaves than I care to remember.” 
 
    The [Slaver] grinned as he unslung his whip and his thugs drew their weapons. Nawal walked slowly over to Allaif. He smiled at her. 
 
    “Ah, sister. Do you see reason?” 
 
    “Goodbye, brother.” 
 
    Nawal stared into her brother’s eyes. He tried to look remorseful, but just looked insincere. He bent to embrace her, and she drew the dagger. And plunged it into his chest. 
 
    Allaif gasped and his eyes went wide. There was a shout from behind him, but too late. Nawal’s voice was low as she felt blood rush over her blade. 
 
    “I renounce you, I renounce you, I renounce you.” 
 
    She whispered it into Allaif’s ears as he choked and then twisted the dagger. He gasped and clutched at her shoulder. Then he fell backwards. 
 
    The [Merchants] and [Slave Trader] stared at Allaif in shock and then backed up as Nawal retrieved her dagger from her brother’s body. 
 
    “There will be no sale. And I am no slave. Honored buyers—I regret to tell you my brother erred in selling me and my clan’s wealth.” 
 
    Nawal smiled very politely at the pale-faced [Merchant]. The man gaped at her and then colored with outrage. 
 
    “Insolent woman! You may have killed Allaif, but the contract—” 
 
    He flinched as Nawal swung her dagger and spattered the contract and the [Merchant] with blood. She cleaned her dagger with a handkerchief as she spoke calmly. 
 
    “I have renounced him three times. He is dead to my clan and I, and no longer of our blood. Any contract he signs is dust.” 
 
    Her clansmen appeared behind her, and Nawal was relieved to feel Hesseif’s presence at her back. The [Slaver] eyed her and cracked his whip. 
 
    “Is that so? Well, I have a contract, and I say we enforce it right now. There’s always room in my train for more slaves, and breaking a contract is a crime!” 
 
    He raised his whip to strike at Nawal and there was a flash of light. Nawal blinked as the young foreigner blinded the [Slaver] and his thugs, making them hesitate. She felt Hesseif shift and readied herself for a bloody battle, but in the moment the light had flashed someone had appeared next to the [Slaver]. 
 
    “I wouldn’t start a fight.” 
 
    A tall woman with blue hair and starry eyes, a vision of perfection, stood next to the [Merchant] and the [Slaver]. She wore brown scale armor made of a metal that Nawal had never seen before and held a greatsword in one hand. The woman smiled slightly as she held the greatsword underneath the slaver’s throat. He gulped and cut himself. 
 
    “I am a [Slaver]—” 
 
    “With a bad contract. You heard her.” 
 
    The woman nodded at Nawal. The [Merchant], pale-faced, backed up a step. 
 
    “Harming a [Merchant] in the bazaar—” 
 
    “Who said anything about harming? I’m simply defending a [Shopkeeper] from being illegally made into a slave. If you want to try and enforce your contract, I’ll defend her. And myself. Starting with your head.” 
 
    Her voice was loud enough for the other people watching to hear. Nawal admired her poise. This foreigner woman had the respect of the bazaar and could slice apart the [Slaver] and his thugs without repercussion if they called her bluff. And the [Merchant] knew it. He backed up, and the [Slaver], realizing the same, fled. The thugs he’d hired melted away as the young man turned. 
 
    “Gaz—” 
 
    She slapped a hand over his mouth, and he staggered. She stared at him and his eyes widened. 
 
    “Gabrielle! I thought you’d lost me!” 
 
    “I didn’t lose you. You wandered off, and I was waiting for you to find me. But you found something interesting, so I decided to wait.” 
 
    Gabrielle, the mysterious woman, turned to Nawal. She had a slight smile on her face. 
 
    “So you’re a Tannousin [Blacksmith]? You, a woman?” 
 
    She knew about Clan Tannousin! Nawal straightened, pride in her voice. 
 
    “I am. Though I may be a woman, I am the only successor to my father’s craft, master that he was. I can forge true blades of Naq-Alrama steel, woman-touched though they may be!” 
 
    Her announcement drew a murmur from the crowd, a disapproving one, but Nawal only had eyes for Gabrielle and the young man. They looked at each other, and the young foreigner spoke. 
 
    “I think our, uh, master won’t mind that Gaz—Gabrielle. What do you think?” 
 
    “I think he would accept such a blade gladly, no matter what hands touched it.” 
 
    Gabrielle looked thoughtfully at Nawal. 
 
    “Do you truly claim to have your father’s skill?” 
 
    Nawal drew herself up, her eyes flashing. She raised her voice as she stood with her brother’s dead body lying at her feet. She would grieve for who he was, and who he had been, later. But this was pride and steel—it was the pride of her clan. 
 
    “Lead me to your master, foreign warrior! Pay my cost and I will forge your master a blade sharper and finer than any he has laid eyes on in his life! My oath on it! I swear it on the body of the man-who-was-my-brother, cursed be his name!” 
 
    She pointed at her brother with her dagger, and the young man flinched. But Gabrielle just smiled wider. 
 
    “Good. In that case, come with me.” 
 
    She turned and began to stride through the bazaar. That was a bit too sudden even for Nawal. She hesitated as the young man turned. 
 
    “Um, this way. Sorry, I never got your name—” 
 
    “I am Nawalishifra Tannousin, a [Blacksmith]. Who are you?” 
 
    She stared at the young man, all pale skin and awkwardness. But he had surprised the [Slaver] with magic. And he clearly knew this Gabrielle. Who was his master? The young man smiled at her, and Nawal drew her veil further over her face in embarrassment. 
 
    “Me? I’m Trey.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Trey had had weird days, but it felt like they all paled in comparison to an ordinary day around Flos. Even when he wasn’t here, things got weird. He now stood in a bazaar with Nawalis—Nawalishif—Nawal, a [Blacksmith] wearing a veil. She seemed calm, despite having stabbed her brother through the heart moments ago. 
 
    Gazi was equally calm as she stood at ease, sheathing her blade on her back. She didn’t seem bothered by the death either. 
 
    “It was her clan’s politics. Her brother would have died had she gone with the [Slaver]—his people would have beaten him to death the instant they were alone.” 
 
    “Oh. But Nawal—” 
 
    Gazi smiled. Her illusionary face stayed the same, but Trey knew one of her eyes was fixed on Nawal as the dark-skinned young woman began shouting at the rest of her clan standing behind her. 
 
    “Well done in finding her. I’ve heard of Clan Tannousin before. They can outsmith a Dwarf. Most Dwarves, at any rate. If this young woman can truly smith Naq-Alrama steel, she must be at least Level 30. Probably higher.” 
 
    “What, her?” 
 
    Trey stared at Nawal as she shouted animatedly at her fellow tribes people, cursing them and exhorting them to clean up the body and keep the light out of the tent at all costs. He turned to Gazi, embarrassed. 
 
    “I didn’t do much. I just wandered in by accident, and when I heard how good the blades were, I thought of His M—you know who.” 
 
    “Indeed. And I thought the same thing and let you enter the tent.” 
 
    Gazi smiled as Nawal strode over to them. She looked far more cheerful, despite having just lost a brother. 
 
    “Lead on then, Trey and Gabrielle! Take me to your master, and I will see what blade he wants! I will offer him a discount he does not deserve—more if he will buy all the metal we possess! Assuming he has coin, of course.” 
 
    “He has that, and he will buy every blade you can forge.” 
 
    Gazi assured Nawal as she led them through the bazaar. Trey couldn’t help but notice that they were being followed by some of Nawal’s clan members. Probably for her protection, although Trey didn’t think he’d stand a chance. She’d moved very quick with that knife of hers. 
 
    “So where is he? Have you a camp? We must talk details, and I must see your coin.” 
 
    Nawal was impatient. Gazi just smiled. She looked amused, for some reason, and Trey began dreading why. 
 
    “He is just up ahead. At that tent.” 
 
    It was a familiar tent, the very same one they’d passed by upon first entering the bazaar. It was the one with the scrying orbs, and as Trey saw the huge crowd gathered around it, he heard Flos’ voice. He was shouting loudly, standing in the middle of the bazaar, and his illusion was gone. 
 
    Flos, the King of Destruction, stood in front of a [Mage] from Parasol Stroll who was holding a scrying orb up at him. He was speaking into it, his voice booming, the people around him looking awestruck or terrified as the Serpent Hunters and Parasol Stroll formed a protective wall around him. Mars stood behind the King of Destruction as he spoke into the scrying orb, addressing an unseen audience. 
 
    The entire world. 
 
    “I am the King of Destruction! I have returned! If there is any nation that seeks my end, come! Send your armies to me! But I will not make war on any nation that treats my people and my kingdom as friend! Let any who crave glory flock to my banner, and any foe of mine quake behind your walls! I am Flos of Reim and I have awoken!” 
 
    Trey covered his face. He wished he was dreaming. He turned and saw Nawal staring at Flos, her face suddenly dead-white. He could hear the voices. 
 
    “The King of Destruction, here?” 
 
    “Impossible.” 
 
    “Amnesty? He wants adventurers and warriors to join him?” 
 
    “He won’t declare war?” 
 
    Flos continued, his voice a roar. 
 
    “The Empire of Sands is my foe! I will slay the Emperor of Sands myself! As for Wistram, send Amerys to me! Return to me my [Mage], or I will sail upon your walls and break your academy into dust! I say again, I will make war on no nation that does not attack my people! But the blood of Drevish stains the Empire of Sands, and I will return the favor a hundred thousand times over!” 
 
    He went on, shouting into the orb, his image captured, his words projected across a thousand scrying orbs in a thousand spots across the world. Gazi turned to Nawal and smiled. 
 
    “That is our master.” 
 
    “Him? You mean—” 
 
    The young woman had lost her self-assurance. She stared at Flos as if he were, well, Flos, the King of Destruction. Trey saw her pale as she recalled her bold claims of a moment ago. Gazi just smiled wickedly. 
 
    “So, a blade worthy of a [King], and one my lord has never seen before. Your oath on it.” 
 
    She looked at Nawal, and the young woman glanced at Trey and then at the King of Destruction. 
 
    She fainted. Trey caught her just in time and looked up to see Flos, the King of Destruction, grinning at him out of a thousand scrying orbs. He gestured, and the world followed his every word. In a bazaar, standing in front of a dusty tent filled with scrying orbs, Flos sent the pillars of the world quaking and laughed as nations and [Kings] scrambled to catch up. Somehow, Trey had expected nothing less. 

  

 
   
    5.09 E 
 
      
 
    I dreamed I was sleeping in my bed, with worried voices speaking loudly overhead. I couldn’t tell who had trespassed here, only that they had come in secret and stood around me, speaking anxiously and quickly. As I was dreaming, I missed most of what was said, but I knew it was important. I tried to remember, to grasp the words as they flitted by, but like memory and water, they flowed away, leaving me only with an impression. Snippets of a conversation. 
 
      
 
    “Is it time…?” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “…sure?” 
 
    “…we’re early. We…here!” 
 
    “…trouble!” 
 
    “Let’s…” 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    “…We’re not…” 
 
    “…remember to…” 
 
    “…!” 
 
    “And…! …okay? Remember!” 
 
    “Quick…before—” 
 
      
 
    And then I woke up. 
 
      
 
    Day 85 
 
      
 
    As dreams went, it wasn’t the worst I’ve had by far. Not the best either—it was mainly confusing. I’ve had good dreams and bad dreams aplenty. Of course, I don’t remember most of them, and I never ‘see’ dreams. 
 
    Because of course, I’m blind. Hello, I’m Laken Godart, [Emperor] of the Unseen Empire. Protector of Durene’s Cottage, sovereign of the village of Riverfarm, Windrest, Tunslaven, Kiquel…and so on. 
 
    I’ve got a lot of titles. A lot of power. And yet, it feels like only yesterday that I was a normal young man, walking around in San Francisco. Forever ago and yesterday. Strange—I sometimes forget what my friends’ voices sound like. There are so many around me each day, asking me questions. 
 
    “Laken, do you want eggs on your, uh, weird potatoes, bacon, and onions?” 
 
    Sometimes the questions are good questions and come from people you love. Nevertheless, I roll my eyes as I get up. 
 
    “No eggs for me. And it’s called bratkartoffeln, Durene. Honestly, I keep telling you. How hard is it to remember?” 
 
    “Hey! I try, but—oh, you’re joking.” 
 
    I smile to myself at the sound of Durene’s voice. I can tell she’s in the kitchen, delicately stirring the fried potatoes with a long-handled spoon. She transfers the hot food to a plate and comes to sit by me as I dress and move towards the small table in her cottage. I have a chair—she uses the floor. We’re still pretty much on the same level because she’s a good bit taller than me. Bigger, too. 
 
    She’s half-Troll. And a [Paladin]. It’s a long story. I eat breakfast happily with Durene, talking about the day until a loud squawk interrupts us. A large and, apparently, blue bird is making a racket. She smells breakfast and wants in. 
 
    “Shut up, Frostwing.” 
 
    I toss some bacon at her and sense her catch the bit of meat and worry at it. Placated for a few moments, I turn back to Durene and keep eating. It’s wonderful to be able to sense where every part of your meal is on your plate. It’s what I always imagined sight to be like, but better, since I can sense everything in my domain. And that means I can sense everything from Durene scratching her leg, to Frostwing behind me, to the Mossbear snuffling around our front door— 
 
    “Um, Durene. He’s back.” 
 
    “Is he?” 
 
    Durene gets up, and I sense her opening the door. Feel it too—it’s no longer cold, and the breeze actually feels quite nice. Spring is finally here. Durene shouts at the large bear outside. 
 
    “Go on, shoo! I’ll feed you breakfast later!” 
 
    The bear whuffs, and I raise my voice. 
 
    “Bismarck—heh. Bismarck, go on, leave the door alone!” 
 
    I snort a bit as the bear obediently backs away. Yes, I named the bear Bismarck. I think it’s funny, and it needed a name. Especially because it’s now my pet. Or something. 
 
    [Lesser Bond: Bismarck]. I received it yesterday after I finally came up with a name for him. Bismarck was just called ‘Unnamed Mossbear’ before that. Apparently I tamed him by feeding him and having him fight in a battle alongside my people. Now he lets me ride him, hangs around the cottage for food, and in general pesters Durene. 
 
    “Shoo! I’ll give you potatoes later! And don’t you dare dig up my garden! It’s all growing, understand? Leave my plants alone!” 
 
    Possibly only Durene could push a bear off her property. She’s actually stronger than the Mossbear, and the Mossbear’s bigger and tougher than normal bears, to boot. Durene chalks it up to her [Enhanced Strength] and her other new Skills, but I wonder. Trolls are said to be extremely strong and tough, but they can’t gain classes or level. 
 
    As a half-Troll, Durene seems to have the benefits of both her Human and Troll heritage. Not that it helped her before she met me. She was an outcast, barely tolerated by the village. Only when I became an [Emperor] did everything change. 
 
    “Oh, how much it changed.” 
 
    I mutter to myself as I stroke Frostwing’s head. My lovely, stupid bird snaps at the meat I offer her. 
 
    “Soon you’re going to have to hunt for yourself. You can fly, and it’s a waste of good meat to keep feeding you cow and pig. How do you feel about rats?” 
 
    She poops in her nest. I sigh. Animals, Durene…what else? Well, there’s the young man waiting patiently outside the gate. I keep telling him not to do that, but Gamel is my [Knight] and seems to believe I should be attended to at all times. Since the villagers agree with him, it’s hard to tell him to stop. Plus, it is convenient. 
 
    Time to start my day! I stride outside as Durene, grumbling, chucks potatoes at Bismarck. Apparently bears can eat potatoes, and he chases after a spud as I walk past. I wonder if this is what it’s like having a dog? 
 
    “Good morning, Gamel.” 
 
    “Your Majesty.” 
 
    Gamel bows. Quite smoothly too. He must have been practicing. I nod at him and square my shoulders. 
 
    “Time to start the day. Durene, I’m heading into the village.” 
 
    “Wait for me! I just have to—no, Bismarck, there are no more potatoes! Go eat some berries!” 
 
    Disappointed, the Mossbear ambles out of the cottage gates as Durene hurries into her cottage. I sense Bismarck heading into the forest now that breakfast has been served. He’ll scavenge for food until dinner or when I call him. I’m fine with that. I know some people would prefer me to ride him around everywhere, but I like walking and Bismarck is not that comfortable to ride. 
 
    “I wonder if someone can make a saddle for him.” 
 
    “The bear, sire? I will ask Mister Prost about it right away!” 
 
    “No…” 
 
    I grimace and wave a hand. This is the problem with being an [Emperor]. Everyone takes my words as a command. And that can be a big problem. 
 
    “We have more important things to do than waste time with saddles for bears, Gamel. Maybe once we finish construction and get everyone settled.” 
 
    “Yes, Your Majesty.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    I wait until Durene comes out of the cottage. She’s got a greatsword, and she’s tying it to her belt. It’s old, and she doesn’t have a sheath—the greatsword is made of iron, not steel. Even so, she’s killed two Hobs with it and a score of Goblins. 
 
    Durene, my [Paladin], and Gamel, my [Knight]. Their lives were shaped by me. I saved Gamel’s life. Kept him alive when he was dying. I ordered him to live, and he lived. He has never told me whether he resents that order. 
 
    The cottage that we leave behind is mine. The dirt road that we walk down is mine. The village we enter is mine, as are all the people inside. I claimed it. I claimed the land around here, marked it with totems proclaiming the borders of my empire. So I can ‘see’ the entire area around the village if I concentrate. I can sense the hundreds, no, over a thousand people in this area alone, busy at work this early in the morning. 
 
    I sense houses going up, people carting timber to the areas under construction, the [Farmers] hard at work to the north in the new fields, the [Blacksmiths] at their forges, working to produce nails and hinges and so on for the construction. Riverfarm was a small village of just over a hundred people. Now it is turning into a city. 
 
    There’s a method to the chaos. It might seem chaotic at ground level—I wouldn’t know. The babble of voices greeting me, the sounds of horses and people shouting at each other, is confusing for a blind man. But I can view the village from above and get a very reliable idea of how things are laid out. 
 
    “Good, we’re still on track. Gamel, is Prost supervising the building?” 
 
    “Yes, Your Majesty.” 
 
    “We’ll go see him, then. Durene?” 
 
    “I’m going to help carry stuff, Laken.” 
 
    “I’ll see you later, then.” 
 
    I part ways with Durene, knowing she’ll be carrying trees around and helping people lift things too heavy to carry without a team. I’d like to stay with her, but I have my duties too. I am an [Emperor], and my job is to oversee…this. 
 
    An empire. Or the beginnings of one. It’s small, and by small, I mean that it only has a few thousand people in it, but that’s a frightening number of people to house, feed, and protect every day. They’re all villagers, the people of Riverfarm, Windrest—villages that were raided by Goblins. Oh, and a town. The town of Trottvisk declared itself part of the Unseen Empire just the other day. It happens. 
 
    So much to do. I wouldn’t know where to start—but I have some advantages. My Skills as an [Emperor], my knowledge from Earth, my home, and my counselors. I might not know how to take care of so many people myself, but if there’s one thing I know from Earth, it’s that delegation is key. 
 
    In fact, my coming from another world is probably my biggest asset. One day I just appeared in this world. And while all the scientific knowledge in the world wouldn’t protect me from monsters, or starving to death by myself, it does help when I’m a leader of a large group of people. One of the things I brought from my world to this one was the idea of sanitation. 
 
    Obviously, people didn’t eat everything with dirty hands in this world before I came along, but they didn’t consider washing hands essential, and they sometimes built their outhouses and latrines way too close to the water. 
 
    That’s changed now. I walk towards a man directing people to dig the latest public outhouses away from the river that gives Riverfarm its name. He stops, turns to me, and bows the instant he notices I’m here. 
 
    “Emperor Laken, sire!” 
 
    Prost, my [Steward], has also changed markedly since I first met him. He was a [Farmer] who barely tolerated Durene and couldn’t accept that she and I were living under the same roof. Now he’s my right-hand man who oversees construction, settles minor disputes, coordinates things like food, housing—all the things I’m bad at. I nod to him. 
 
    “Mister Prost, how are we doing today?” 
 
    “Another four houses built since you last visited, sire!” 
 
    “Four? But I was here last night!” 
 
    Prost beams. I can sense it and hear it in his voice. 
 
    “Yes, Your Majesty. But we had a night team working, and they’re quick! Don’t fear that people minded the hammering—we sleep like rocks unless there’s an alarm called!” 
 
    I have to shake my head. Another of my Skills is [Blessing of the Hearth], which allows people a comfortable night’s sleep, even if they’re lying on the floor. I had no idea it could be used this way, but that’s the thing about leading, or so I’ve learned. It’s about combining multiple perspectives to achieve the best result. 
 
    “Well, carry on, Mister Prost. I just wanted to see if there were any new developments.” 
 
    “In the construction? No, sire. We’ve been keeping to the directions you gave—it’s very simple to understand!” 
 
    “Is it? Good, good.” 
 
    My directions. As I said, I can see the entire village and my empire with a bird’s eye view. That means I’m uniquely able to visualize the layout of the buildings in my head and organize it as best I can. However, there’s a lot to take in. 
 
    “Just let me know if you see any issues arising regarding wells, proximity to the outhouses, and so on. We want everything within reach, and I’d hate to know that we didn’t build a large enough road or something.” 
 
    “Yes, sire. Don’t worry, I’ve talked it over with the other [Village Heads] and [Farmers] and so on. They all agree your plan for the city is sound.” 
 
    One of Prost’s new talents, aside from all his organizational skills, seems to be reassuring me. I leave him to it. The village does look good in my head. I tried to copy it over as best I could to a map, but sadly I still can’t read books with my [Emperor] senses. I had to describe it and trust that everyone understood what I was talking about. 
 
    Creating a village. Planning it out with access to water, food, keeping houses away from [Blacksmiths] who are noisy, and organizing a central road that splits off into smaller paths—it would be a challenge for an [Architect], and I have absolutely no training in this area. However, I did my best. In fact, coming up with a design for my new empire reminded me a lot of video games—or rather, what I imagine video games are like. 
 
    It’s hard to play a lot of games when you’re blind. Board games sort of work, but anything with a strong visual component? No thanks. I did have friends who told me what it was like, though. The friend I was hanging out with in San Francisco, Zoe, she told me about a game. Age of Empires II or something. She described it like this, where you direct people around, lay out your kingdom, and defend it from enemies. 
 
    In my head, I’m thinking of where monsters or bandits might come from, how we’re going to expand—because we will expand, I’m sure of it—the placement of other villages, and of course, how to patrol the entire area I’ve claimed to keep it safe. I get headaches just thinking of all the problems. And people do this for fun? 
 
    “Gamel, I think I’ll look at our crops today. I see Wiskeria and our guest are near the farms, so we’ll visit her on the way.” 
 
    “Very good, sire.” 
 
    Though Prost is my [Steward], I’ve assigned him to worrying about construction and farming for the most part, which he knows the most about. However, I have two other people I regard as my counselors. I go to meet both of them now. They’re standing near the farms, talking with their own crowds of people. 
 
    One is a woman on horseback with a pointed hat and spectacles, overseeing the deployment of armed men and women. The other is a woman wearing a dress, out of place among the more simply dressed folk. But she is also in the thick of things, speaking eloquently as people bow to her and hurry off. 
 
    “Lady Rie, Wiskeria.” 
 
    I greet them as I approach. The two women break off immediately and come to me. Rie curtsies, and Wiskeria dismounts to bow slightly. Wiskeria is a [Witch] and my [General], tasked with defending my empire. Lady Rie is a [Lady], formerly the landowner of some of the villages and towns around here. 
 
    After Goblins attacked her mansion, Lady Rie pledged herself to my service. I was the one who led an army to save her, but I was surprised by her request to become my vassal. It’s been three days since she came to Riverfarm, and she’s already assisted in numerous ways. 
 
    “Good morning, Emperor Laken.” 
 
    “Morning, sire.” 
 
    The two greet me, Rie formally, Wiskeria informally. I nod to Wiskeria and incline my head to Lady Rie. There is a difference, and according her the status of her rank is important. Lady Rie is good with people. She is a [Lady] after all, and as the last member of the Valerund family, she knows how to organize and settle disputes. 
 
    “Lady Rie, thank you for your help. May I ask if there are any new developments?” 
 
    “None worth speaking of, Emperor Laken. However, I urge you once again to entertain the notion of an audience with some of the local nobility. I could arrange the meetings quite easily.” 
 
    I grimace and cut the motion short. Lady Rie has been floating the idea past me for the last few days. 
 
    “I understand your desire Lady Rie, but I have no desire to enter the political world just yet.” 
 
    “I fear it is far too late for that, Your Majesty. Your presence alone is significant, and I worry that the other nobles will take your expanding empire as a sign of…” 
 
    Rie hesitates delicately. I fill in the gap for her. 
 
    “Danger?” 
 
    She shifts ever so slightly. 
 
    “Perhaps. Which is why an audience may allay their worries. I have no doubt the other [Lords] and [Ladies] who own lands in the area have already investigated your presence, Your Majesty. They will be cautious, some afraid—but the truth is that there is a surplus of lands and not enough of the aristocracy to manage the land. Your presence may be quite beneficial, so long as the other nobles are assured that their lands will not be encroached upon. And you are needed. Many villages lack a local [Lord] or [Lady].” 
 
    “Is that a bad thing?” 
 
    The practice of landowning seems medieval to me—not the act of owning land, that’s as common as landlords, but the idea of owning everything on a piece of land, including the people. I don’t see why anyone would want that, but Lady Rie seems surprised by my question. 
 
    “Having a [Lord] is quite beneficial, Emperor Laken. Some would consider a village or town not protected by some kind of landowner to be very dangerous indeed, or at the least, troublesome.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    Wiskeria stands patiently to one side, listening, and I sense the crowds of people either moving away on business or waiting for me to finish. I feel as though I’m interrupting important work, but I am the [Emperor]. Teaching me important facts is quite necessary if I’m to lead well. Rie explains as I stand patiently with Gamel behind me. 
 
    “When my family was alive we managed a huge area of land. It is not simply protection we offer, but justice. We enforced laws, settled disputes, collected taxes, and dealt with disasters and monster attacks as they emerged—ruled in short. Each [Lord] is a [King] of his own domain, or so it is said.” 
 
    “I see. And there’s a lack of nobility in the area?” 
 
    Rie pauses. 
 
    “The Second Antinium War was…devastating, to put it mildly. Many of the aristocracy lost their lives defending their homes from the Goblin King. As such, there are many unattended lands that lack any local ruler.” 
 
    “I see. Well, if it will reassure the other [Lords] and [Ladies], I suppose I could consider an audience. But on the same note, Lady Rie, would you prefer to stay elsewhere? I know Riverfarm’s accommodations are less than what someone of your station might expect. Several of the local cities and towns have offered to give you their finest lodging.” 
 
    I float the idea by Lady Rie, wondering if she’ll bite. She declined the offer the first time I made it, but will she have changed her mind in the three days she’s been here? Lady Rie shakes her head instantly and then recalls that I’m blind. 
 
    “I am quite content here, Emperor Laken. I would like to see my home restored to me—but so long as the Goblin threat persists, I do not believe I would be safe anywhere but here. As to staying in a city or nearby town—if you will allow me to say so, I see greater opportunity in making myself useful to you here, Your Majesty. If you will permit me to stay, I would do so gladly.” 
 
    I nod. 
 
    “I won’t turn away aid, and I do consider you quite invaluable, Lady Rie. Your people are quite helpful as well. Although as I recall, your man—Geram?—was insistent on staying by your side.” 
 
    Adamant, in fact. He didn’t say so around me, but I got word of the argument through Prost. All of Lady Rie’s servants follow after her and treat me with the utmost respect, but it can’t be normal, having an [Emperor] pop up all of a sudden. Rie’s voice is apologetic. 
 
    “Do forgive him, sire. He worries for my safety, but I assured him I was quite safe in the village.” 
 
    “I quite understand. I believe he will be quite an asset to Wiskeria’s army.” 
 
    Geram is one of Lady Rie’s more notable servants. He’s a huge, bald man who fights with his fists. He’s apparently a former [Street Brawler] of some renown—an odd choice for a captain of the guard for a [Lady], but he does seem tough. He took down several Hobs himself while defending Rie’s mansion. I wonder if he’s romantically involved with Lady Rie, or if the other one, Nesor, her [Mage] is. He’s a young man with a lot of anxiety and isn’t the best [Mage], but I’ll take any magic-users I can get. 
 
    “I’m grateful for all the soldiers I can get, Lady Rie. On that note—Wiskeria, how goes training the army?” 
 
    Wiskeria steps forwards smoothly. She’s in charge of defense, which is a lot simpler, since I can tell if anything enters my lands. Wiskeria can send out a patrol to deal with most problems at once, which is why she devotes most of her time to actually creating an army to fight with. 
 
    We have a small core of adventurers and retired [Warriors] and so on, but I’ve had to rely on other towns and cities by using another Skill – [Imperial Levy]. I can request their soldiers to fight if a huge group of monsters or bandits come along, but I’d prefer to have a force at my disposal. Wiskeria’s been working in that area, but training [Soldiers] up from scratch is hard. 
 
    “We have a number of recruits interested in fighting, Emperor Laken. I suspect we’ll have less after the rigorous daily training, but then again, perhaps not. They are quite dedicated. However, we do have an issue.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    She nods. 
 
    “There’s not enough weapons to train all the potential recruits, and many skilled workers—[Bakers], [Carpenters], and so on—don’t have the tools or space to ply their trade.” 
 
    “That was my observation as well. Too many villages fled without packing their supplies and lost them to Goblins or thieves.” 
 
    Lady Rie sighs. I nod. The Unseen Empire is comprised mainly of villagers who fled their homes, and as such, it lacks most of everything. 
 
    “I’m aware of the problem, Wiskeria, but I consider getting a roof over everyone’s head the first priority. Most of the villagers are still sleeping in barns—that can’t last forever. If they’re not training, send your soldiers to help with everyone else. That goes for our experienced craftspeople, Lady Rie. We have a lot of hands. Anyone can help lift, or hammer nails, or help make rope and so on. We’ll use that to get everyone housed quickly, and then focus on specialized buildings and tools. Our [Blacksmiths] can only work so fast, and I need them making nails before swords.” 
 
    Wiskeria nods reluctantly, but Lady Rie clears her throat softly. 
 
    “We may be able to procure some arms and tools without needing to forge them ourselves, Emperor Laken. If you will allow me to make a few inquiries, I believe I could obtain a good deal of supplies at a cheap price.” 
 
    “From the other cities?” 
 
    “Indeed. I could put in an order to Invrisil and further cities abroad as well. The transportation fee would be somewhat steep, but it would allow General Wiskeria and other craftspeople to begin working sooner. If you consider it wise? We have enough money.” 
 
    I shift uncomfortably. 
 
    “It is your money after all, Lady Rie.” 
 
    Perhaps it’s my Skill—[King’s Bounty]. Or perhaps it’s just how things worked out. But Lady Rie’s fortune is now part of the Unseen Empire. She told me it was mine to use, and I reluctantly accepted it. That money could buy a lot of tools—I just wonder how I’ll repay Lady Rie. 
 
    I’ll think about it later. And Lady Rie seems to regard it as an investment. 
 
    “Consider it a gift for saving my life, Emperor. Very well, I will send a few [Message] spells with Nesor’s help. If you will excuse me.” 
 
    She bows slightly and moves away. She’s graceful, intelligent, and extremely helpful. I can’t help but think that I lucked out in having her pledge her loyalty to me. I wait until she’s out of earshot to speak quietly to Wiskeria. 
 
    “You’ve been watching her?” 
 
    “Yes, Emperor. She’s done nothing out of the ordinary. She uses her personal [Mage] to send [Message] spells, but her people have settled in well. Fairly well. The [Servants] were arrogant until Prost settled them down, and I believe Lady Rie had a word with them.” 
 
    “Sounds good. But keep a discreet eye on her. I will too. In my own way.” 
 
    “Yes, Your Majesty.” 
 
    Saving Lady Rie was an easy decision. Accepting her as my vassal…well, I didn’t have any reason to refuse. She’s competent, in need of a home, and knowledgeable on things like politics and trade, something neither Wiskeria nor Prost know that well. I haven’t had any reason to doubt her, and neither has Wiskeria. 
 
    However, after Odveig, neither of us are quite so trusting. Lady Rie seems perfectly willing to put herself behind me with coin as well as her help. Maybe she’s grateful. Or perhaps she thinks I’m a rising star and wants to secure as much influence as possible. I’m fine with either option, but I do worry. 
 
    “All’s quiet so far?” 
 
    “You would know that better than I, Emperor.” 
 
    Wiskeria’s voice is a little less formal without anyone else to hear. She treats me more like a person than Prost or Rie or anyone else besides Durene, which I’m grateful for. I smile. 
 
    “True, but I do worry. It might be my senses can’t detect hidden threats or…well, it puts my mind at ease to know your people are patrolling.” 
 
    “Of course, sire. I think it reassures the other towns and cities, too. But I have only a limited number of warriors at my disposal, and I prefer to keep most of them here in case you sense anything.” 
 
    “Right. Speaking of sensing—Beniar’s riders dispatched the [Bandit] group on the western road.” 
 
    “Ah. Any casualties?” 
 
    “None. They took them out in the middle of the night.” 
 
    I relay the news to Wiskeria with the utmost certainty despite Beniar being over fifteen miles southeast of here. I sensed him attack the [Bandits]. I felt it. It was almost like I was there. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Darkness. The night is pitch-black, so dark that the distant stars and obscured moon do little to provide light. It’s so dark that the few lazy sentries outside of the camp of [Bandits] can’t see much. And why should they worry anyways? They’re hidden well off the road, far from any settlements. They can hide and strike at people on the roads at their leisure. 
 
    Or so they think. But galloping hooves break the night’s silence. I imagine the sound of galloping, anyways. I can’t hear, only sense. What I do sense is the [Bandits] on watch looking up in sudden alarm. They reach for their weapons, peer into the darkness. One goes to rouse the others. 
 
    Too late. The first rider appears out of the darkness like a ghost. He rides down on a sentry who screams once—the sword takes him in the chest, and he falls. Beniar, my [Cataphract] and [Captain], turns his mount, and more riders appear out of the darkness behind him. They charge the sentries and into the camp of bandits. 
 
    The ragged men and women are ready for a fight. What they’re not ready for is for Beniar to scatter their torches and campfires, plunging them into darkness. Again, I have to imagine the shadows flickering and the riders streaming through the camp. I don’t have a problem with seeing, since the images in my head aren’t really visual. 
 
    I sense Beniar and his [Riders] cutting the confused [Bandits] down as they flail at shadows. My riders have no problem seeing in the darkness, and as they cut down the last of the [Bandits], they cheer. I roll over in my bed miles away and go to sleep at last, relieved. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    [Blacksky Riders]. That’s the name of the last of my new Skills. After the battle at Lady Rie’s mansion, I gained a new Skill that allows my soldiers to become, well, terrors of the night. It was hard for me to figure out what my Skill did at first, but after one exciting night it all became clear. 
 
    My Skill allows a group of chosen riders to see in the night. Not only that—the effect extends to their mounts and lets them dampen the light when they so choose. Thanks to that, Beniar’s group of mounted warriors have become night ambushers who can attack in the darkness with ease. It’s a powerful Skill and has already led to rumors that the people of my empire don’t need eyes to see. 
 
    Just like their [Emperor]. I was relieved that none of the riders were hurt, though, and Wiskeria seems equally relieved. Losing just one soldier or horse is dangerous. 
 
    “Beniar should be on his way back. I think he’ll arrive after midday, but I’d like to put a [Mage] with his group. Someone who can send and receive [Message] spells.” 
 
    “I agree. Unfortunately, that young [Mage] that Lady Rie employs can neither ride nor send [Message] spells reliably. There are artifacts that can do the same, but they are quite expensive.” 
 
    “More problems. We’ll put that on our list until later, Wiskeria. At least I can tell where everyone is. But keeping the lines of communication open is one of the key principles of war. I think I read that somewhere.” 
 
    Wiskeria doesn’t even register my joke, much to my disappointment. 
 
    “Hm. I agree. But aside from Lady Rie’s personal artifacts, we have nothing of our own. And I would rather buy more swords, and bows, and so forth, than purchase a single artifact.” 
 
    “They’re that expensive?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. On that note, may I speak with you about the crops your [Farmers] are growing? Food is essential, I know, but they could easily devote a few fields to growing some crops that [Alchemists] would buy. Or a few varieties of mushrooms? I’m familiar with what sells well, and I could obtain some seed samples with enough coin…” 
 
    “You have my attention.” 
 
    The work never ends. There’s always something to do, which isn’t bad, but it means that I always feel like there’s more I could be doing rather than taking a break. I’m sure that’s unhealthy, but I have energy, and it’s not like I’m running about. Just talking and listening. 
 
    In any case, the rest of my day is devoted to managing things with Wiskeria. She’s quite sharp despite only having been a Silver-rank adventurer before I made her into a [General], and I value her insight. We spend an entire day talking about how to use Beniar’s riders most effectively and hunting without depleting animal populations. It feels slightly wrong that I can tell where every deer herd is, but I have to keep my people fed. I work and then I go to sleep with Durene in the cottage. 
 
    It’s another day in the life of Emperor Laken. That is, until Nesor wakes up screaming and rouses the entire village. 
 
      
 
    Day 86 
 
      
 
    Zel Shivertail is dead. The army raised by Magnolia Reinhart at Invrisil has been defeated. The Goblin Lord is marching towards the city, only a few days away from this area. And like that, I’m facing another crisis. The same crisis I’ve always had to face, in fact. The enemy that has defined Riverfarm’s struggle, the nemesis of the Unseen Empire in my mind. 
 
    Goblins. 
 
    “Nesor, calm down and give me answers. How badly was Magnolia Reinhart’s army defeated? How did General Shivertail die? Where is the Goblin Lord’s army headed?” 
 
    It’s early morning. Rie, Prost, Wiskeria, and I are all standing in the large cottage assigned solely to Lady Rie. Nesor, a young man who failed to graduate from Wistram, is sitting at a table, face pale, hands shaking. He’s stuttering, barely able to speak. 
 
    “I—I just got a [Message], Lady Rie. It said General Shivertail was dead, and the Goblin Lord had won! It was a warning to all the nobility in the area, so I got it—” 
 
    “Nothing else?” 
 
    “N-n—” 
 
    He shudders. I look at Wiskeria. She has an impatient look on her face, the same one I’m trying to suppress. 
 
    “You can’t send [Message] spells, can you, Wiskeria?” 
 
    “I never learned. That kind of magic is more difficult for my class.” 
 
    “Nesor, calm down.” 
 
    Lady Rie is soothing Nesor. She looks at me apologetically. 
 
    “I apologize, Emperor. Nesor, send a [Message] spell back to—oh, First Landing? It must be chaos in Invrisil right now, and I don’t know that we’ll get a quick response. This might take a while.” 
 
    I nod and step out of the house with Prost and Wiskeria. I turn to them and sense the same worry and fear that I’m feeling. Only they’re looking to me for help. I can tell lights are on in the houses nearby, and a lot of people are standing in the streets, looking worried. Time to do my [Emperor] thing. 
 
    “Okay. Prost, calm everyone down. Don’t mention specifics, but let people know there are Goblins near Invrisil and—leave it at that. Tell them there will be an announcement later and that we are still waiting for details.” 
 
    “Yes, Your Majesty.” 
 
    Prost hurries off. I turn to Wiskeria and draw her aside. 
 
    “Wiskeria, explain what Nesor said to me.” 
 
    “What part?” 
 
    “All of it. I know the Goblin Lord was marching north, but who’s General Shivertail?” 
 
    Wiskeria’s voice is surprised. 
 
    “You don’t know?” 
 
    “I have never heard of him before. Assume I’m from far away and have no idea of anything. Who is he, and why is this so important?” 
 
    I can sense Wiskeria looking at me. I never told her, or anyone besides Durene, that I’m from Earth, but Wiskeria isn’t stupid. She’s already expressed surprise at the things I know and don’t know. Right now I don’t care. I might tell her everything just in case—Ryoka would object, but I need people I can trust in possession of all the facts. For the moment, Wiskeria takes me at my word. 
 
    “General Shivertail is—was—a hero of the Antinium Wars, and the highest-leveled Drake [General] in the entire world. If he’s dead, then this Goblin Lord is extremely dangerous.” 
 
    “Antinium Wars. Wasn’t there a book on the history of the Antinium Wars? I never found a copy to read. Please explain all of it.” 
 
    “Yes, sire.” 
 
    I walk with Wiskeria to her private house, and she brews me some tea while she speaks, summarizing decades of history while the sun rises. Her home, like Rie’s, is hers alone. It’s a bit extravagant, especially since a lot of people are still sleeping crammed together, but rank has privileges, and as soon as we get personalized housing built, Wiskeria will move out and let a family take this home. She wants a forest cottage with a garden for mushrooms and other alchemical ingredients. And a place to brew potions where there’s no one to smell them. 
 
    Anyways, her explanation of Zel Shivertail and the Goblin Lord fills me with dread. The news we get just after morning is no better. Nesor finally got through to First Landing, and all the reports are of the battle and the Goblin Lord’s army. 
 
    Tens of thousands. That alone is enough to panic me. I could muster a force of a thousand soldiers. Maybe two thousand if I pressed every city and town in the area to turn out their garrisons. That’s all. If the Goblin Lord comes here— 
 
    “What should we do, Emperor Laken? People will panic if word spreads.” 
 
    “It’ll spread.” 
 
    Wiskeria glances sideways at Nesor. I grimace. The young man sounds like he couldn’t keep a secret to save his life. Funny, I’m probably only a few years older than he is. 
 
    “I won’t lie to people or hide the truth. Prost, we’ll tell them what happened. But when you do, tell them this: the Goblin Lord’s army is not headed our way just yet. They’re moving towards Invrisil, which is close by, but I haven’t sensed any Goblins in our radius, and I will know if they approach.” 
 
    I sense Prost nodding in relief. I don’t talk about my abilities, but people need reassurance now. 
 
    “If an army comes calling, we’ll evacuate or fight, but until then, there’s no reason to panic. Wiskeria will send out more patrols and alert all the settlements nearby in case they haven’t heard.” 
 
    “I’ll send riders now.” 
 
    “Good. Lady Rie, if you would keep communicating with First Landing?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    I nod and stand. 
 
    “In that case, Prost, you and I will calm people down.” 
 
    And so we do. Prost shouts the news, and I tell people what I just told him. It doesn’t calm them down exactly, but no one screams or runs. And once we get people moving about their tasks, things calm down. I walk around the village, reassuring people, being there, and it does help. Everyone looks calmer when I’m around, and more than one of Riverfarm’s original villagers recounts the battle in the village to the others. 
 
    Everyone’s calm. But me. As I lie in bed next to Durene, I toss and turn and eventually wake her up. 
 
    “Laken, why are you so restless?” 
 
    “Why aren’t you? Durene, I promised them everything would be okay, but I have no plan if the Goblin Lord actually comes this way. We can’t fight, and we might not be able to escape.” 
 
    “You’ll figure out something. If you can’t do it, no one can.” 
 
    I laugh in the darkness. How does she believe in me? 
 
    “I wish that were true.” 
 
    “It’s true! Now come over here.” 
 
    She pulls me over, and I forget about Goblins for the moment. It’s nice to have someone with you who can take your worries away. For a while, I’m not an [Emperor], and the cottage is intimate. 
 
    A bird screeches, surprising both Durene and me in the silence. Frostwing objects to being woken up. I throw my pants at her. 
 
    “Shut up, Frostwing.” 
 
      
 
    Day 87 
 
      
 
    Today I consult with Rie and Prost. Reassurances are all very well, but I want to be prepared for a fight, if it comes to that. Ironically, Wiskeria’s not on my list—she’s training her forces, and there’s little I can do to help her. I don’t want to be a distraction. 
 
    However, there are things I can control, and one of them is my project that Prost’s been in charge of. Siege weapons. Ryoka Griffin taught me the fundamentals of how they work, and the rest has been trial and error. I have a few [Carpenters], one [Blacksmith], and three new [Tinkerers] on the job, with some other eager young men and women. 
 
    Lady Rie stares at the two prototype trebuchets and ballista and I realize that she’s never seen them before. We keep the siege weapons far, far away from the town in case of more accidents. 
 
    “Prost, how are the trebuchets working?” 
 
    “Well, Emperor. I haven’t been here all day, so I’ll let Miss Tessia explain. Tessia?” 
 
    Prost gestures, and a young woman steps up. She’s got red hair and loose work clothing. I first met her when I helped dig her out of the snow after an avalanche. She’s Gamel’s girlfriend, and her timid personality has been replaced by what I can only consider an engineer’s mania. 
 
    “Emperor Laken! We’ve finally gotten one of the trebuchets working! We can throw a twenty pound stone over two hundred feet with each shot, and I think that once we make a new trebuchet we’ll be able to hurl a stone twice as far!” 
 
    She grins as behind her the people crowded around the trebuchet step back. It fires, and I hear a creak as the arm comes up and a stone is hurled through the air. I stare at the sling as it releases a stone and sense it fly into the distance. The people cheer as two boys run after the stone to see how far it’s landed. Lady Rie just stares. 
 
    “Is that a…a catapult?” 
 
    “It’s a trebuchet, Miss!” 
 
    Tessia either hasn’t heard that Lady Rie is a [Lady] or doesn’t care. She begins excitedly talking about range and the ballista they’re building while I inspect the trebuchet up close. 
 
    “Amazing. And can you aim it?” 
 
    “We’re figuring it out now, sire. The lads—and lasses—have been firing it nonstop. I’d say Tessia’s got the best shot. She can hit a house from two hundred feet five shots out of eight!” 
 
    “Please tell me we’re not actually hitting houses, Mister Prost?” 
 
    “Oh, they built one out of spare wood, don’t you worry, sire. But I reckon that we could build two more trebuchets within the week! Those would make the Goblin Lord blink twice, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Indeed they would. But I want those trebuchets inspected carefully and tested thoroughly. The last thing we need is for someone to get hurt.” 
 
    “Yes, sire. I had to knock a few heads together when some of the lads kept wanting to rush things. But don’t fear—after the second time, Tessia started doing it for me! The lasses are much more careful about making sure no one’s in danger of being thumped by the arm and standing back and so on.” 
 
    Prost sounds like he is beaming with all the pride of a former [Farmer] now constructing weapons of war. Lady Rie stumbles a bit as she comes over to me. 
 
    “Emperor Laken—Your Majesty, may I ask whether this was your invention?” 
 
    I smile slightly. 
 
    “Not my invention, Lady Rie. I know about the theory, but the villagers of Riverfarm built all this.” 
 
    “I see. But you know how to build siege weapons?” 
 
    “Is that uncommon?” 
 
    Lady Rie stares at the trebuchet as people begin to load it again. 
 
    “Oh…slightly. I believe the Walled Cities have such devices. Pallass creates them, but the secret of such weapons is zealously guarded, and they refuse to sell to Humans. Other nations have them…but they are not mass-produced. And you’re building them here?” 
 
    “And we’re training [Engineers]. We have [Tinkerers]—I hope they’ll level up when I get them building some other inventions. War chariots, maybe. Or an irrigation system.” 
 
    Lady Rie stares at me. I smile. The feel of the trebuchet firing again gives me an idea, and I turn to Prost. 
 
    “Mister Prost, it occurs to me that most of the villagers haven’t seen the trebuchet in action. Maybe a test would impress them as much as Lady Rie and reassure them of their safety. Could you move the trebuchet to an open space and set up a target?” 
 
    “Of course, sire!” 
 
    “And why not make it a contest? Let Tessia and the other workers have a contest who can hit or get nearest to a target. The winner will receive…well, how about a few mugs of ale and a small coin prize? You decide.” 
 
    Prost chuckles. 
 
    “I think that would motivate them greatly, sire. But could I extend the offer of ale for the entire team? They’ve been working like Demons to get the trebuchet done.” 
 
    “Of course. Lady Rie?” 
 
    I leave my [Steward] to set it all up and walk a few paces back with Lady Rie. She still keeps turning her head towards the siege weapons. 
 
    “You know, that is the true treasure of your village.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “Those.” 
 
    Rie points to the trebuchet as Prost begins speaking, and Tessia and the others mill about in excitement. She nods to the path to Riverfarm behind us. 
 
    “If you’ll permit me to say so, Emperor Laken, Riverfarm is hardly a rich village. With your help, I have no doubt it will be quite self-sufficient, but planting cash crops as Wiskeria has suggested will only earn the people a modest income. However, building siege weapons? Exporting such devices would earn you a fortune.” 
 
    I nod slowly. I hadn’t considered it except as a form of protection, but… 
 
    “The war industry is always a profitable one. I don’t know that I’d like for my empire to be known for that, but at least we’ll be able to defend ourselves.” 
 
    “It is your choice of course, Your Majesty.” 
 
    “Choice. Yes, well, I’d like my people to have the same. I’m building trebuchets and teaching people to become [Engineers], Lady Rie. But I’d like them to be able to become [Alchemists], or [Blacksmiths], or [Scribes], or whatever they desire.” 
 
    “That is rather ambitious, Your Majesty. I suppose it might be possible, especially with your communal farming system. There will be less need for [Farmers].” 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    “Less need for as many [Farmers], perhaps, Lady Rie. I intend to provide them with oxen, ploughs…Riverfarm used to consist of subsistence farming, where each family tended a small plot of land. By creating large fields, we can provide for a large number of people with only a few [Farmers].” 
 
    “And you intend to let the next generation grow up to become artisans instead?” 
 
    “That’s the theory. Or [Soldiers]. But to do that, they need to survive, and this place needs to be standing in a week’s time. The Goblin Lord’s army…I was hoping you had some thoughts on the matter. Is there any force that can stop them?” 
 
    Rie nods. 
 
    “Of course! There is already talk of Lord Tyrion’s army. He gathered one at the same time as Lady Magnolia, and his is by far the superior one. I doubt Lord Tyrion Veltras falls far behind General Shivertail regardless of level.” 
 
    “Huh. Lord Tyrion Veltras.” 
 
    The name’s only vaguely familiar to me, like Magnolia Reinhart. There are so many influential people in the world, and I feel like I’m a small fish in my corner of Izril. 
 
    “Tell me about Lord Tyrion, Lady Rie. He levied a vast army, but does he have his own private force? Do lords and ladies have armies of their own? I recall your mansion was defended, but…” 
 
    I can hear Lady Rie’s rueful smile in her reply. 
 
    “The Valerund family was…much diminished by the time I became its sole heir, Emperor Laken. Aside from the small number of guards I employed, I had no standing militia to speak of. I would have relied on the forces of towns and villages to root out threats. But my example is hardly indicative of more powerful nobles. Lady Magnolia Reinhart has many, many servants trained in espionage and combat. She often employs them to clean up…problems in her domain.” 
 
    I think of Odveig, the perfect spy, masquerading as a Silver-rank adventurer. 
 
    “I can believe that. Does Lord Tyrion do the same?” 
 
    Rie shakes her head. 
 
    “The Veltras family has a conventional army. As do the Reinharts, although theirs is far smaller and guards their family estate. Most powerful [Lords] and [Ladies] train their retainers. For instance, there is a Lady Bethal Walchaís who commands a knighthood. Her Knights of the Petal are elite and quite, quite dangerous.” 
 
    “I see. Everyone has their personal force on top of regular garrisons.” 
 
    “Yes, Your Majesty. I see you have started your own army as well.” 
 
    “My own army? Oh—yes, Wiskeria is doing her best.” 
 
    “Not just her.” 
 
    Lady Rie puts a gentle touch on my arm, and I jump. She withdraws her hand quickly. 
 
    “Forgive me. I meant no disrespect.” 
 
    “It’s nothing.” 
 
    Is she standing closer to me? Yes, she is. I clear my throat and keep my head turned towards the trebuchet which is being pushed to another spot. I don’t have to look at it of course, but people get nervous when I talk about things behind my back that I shouldn’t be able to ‘see’. 
 
    “What were you saying, Lady Rie? My own personal force?” 
 
    “Indeed, Emperor Laken. Your, ah, Sightless Riders have already developed a reputation.” 
 
    “My what? Oh—Beniar and his people? Yes, I could see that. That was due to a Skill, but perhaps I’ll obtain more.” 
 
    “One can only hope. But such specialized units are the hallmarks of any powerful ruler. And it is my sincere hope that your initiatives keep your empire safe. I know that I am eternally grateful for your intervention in my hour of need.” 
 
    She gently touches my arm again. I hold still and think. 
 
    Okay. She’s definitely flirting with me. That’s not hard to figure out. The question is—does she know Durene and I are an item? 
 
    I don’t get to ask, if I was intending to ask. Prost comes back, and Lady Rie stands demurely at my side. I continue the inspection and watch the trebuchets being fired for an enthusiastic crowd without any more incidents. But I do recall the touch. Was it just a casual touch? Am I overthinking things? 
 
    Her fingers were very soft. 
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    Between my personal assurances and the trebuchet demonstration, my people are calm enough not to panic at news of the Goblin Lord’s army. They trust me because I’ve protected them from Goblins before. However, that faith doesn’t apply to the other local towns and cities. They were all too willing to offer me a tribute so I’d protect their roads, but the Goblin Lord’s army is justifiably terrifying. 
 
    As such, I spend most of today entertaining audiences. I have no throne room, but one of the first non-essential buildings that went up was a meeting hall. It’s mainly a storage area, but someone decided it had to have a throne despite the lack of beds. So here I am, sitting on a wooden throne decorated with carved eyes. My [Carver], Jelov, is a famous man in the village. From a recluse who sold small trinkets, he’s now got eight apprentices and more work than he can handle. 
 
    “Of course my people will alert your town the instant Goblins cross my borders in force, [Headman] Filk. And I am committed to defending all the cities under my protection. My army will hunt down any stray monsters and bandits, as promised. Only an army could resist my forces.” 
 
    “Just as you say, Emperor Laken. Forgive me for troubling you. It’s just that the Goblin Lord has an army and—” 
 
    The man standing and bobbing nervously is the leader of a town nearby. I forget which one. I hope he’ll mention the name again in conversation. I shift on my throne. Why did Jelov not include a pillow? 
 
    “Indeed. The Goblin Lord has an army, and if he did march in this direction, I would be unable to stop him. But consider this, Filk. Lord Tyrion Veltras and Magnolia Reinhart have both committed their forces to stopping him. Do you truly believe they would allow the Goblins to rampage unchecked?” 
 
    “Lord Tyrion? Well, Your Majesty—Lady Reinhart might—but Lord Tyrion does have an army.” 
 
    There’s a question in his voice. His town—what was the name again? Started with a ‘g’, I think—doesn’t have a [Mage] who can receive [Message] spells. I nod. 
 
    “He has been gathering an army for weeks now, Headman Filk. A substantial one that outnumbers the Goblin Lord’s army by all accounts. I would trust him to take care of the Goblin Lord. And if any raiding parties should head this way in the meantime…I will deal with them.” 
 
    That relieves the man. He raises his head, bowing again awkwardly. 
 
    “I had no doubts, Your Majesty! I’m terribly sorry to take up your time—of course Lord Tyrion’s got his army! And you’ve got yours.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    I smile at him, and he smiles back. Nervously. I feel his gaze on my closed eyes. I think the audience is over, so I gesture subtly to Prost, standing at the back of the room. 
 
    “You must be tired from your trip. Please, allow me to offer you refreshments before you go.” 
 
    “Oh—sire, I also meant to give you this!” 
 
    Filk nearly falls over himself as he rushes to the back of the room. He comes back with a small chest carried by several people from his town. 
 
    “It’s just a token of our appreciation, Your Majesty. Some of our local produce, a few bundles of cloth—rough stuff, but we wanted to show our thanks. The town of Gec isn’t prosperous like those big cities, but we’re grateful that we can sleep in our beds thanks to your men!” 
 
    Gec! Of course, how could I forget a name like that? I smile at Filk. 
 
    “I appreciate the gifts, Filk. They are not necessary—I have sworn to protect your town, and I mean to keep that pledge. Please, tell the people of Gec that I appreciate their faith in me. I would love to sample their produce—are those apples in the chest?” 
 
    “A few, sire. We have this cellar with runes of [Preservation] and—oh, pardon me for taking your time! It’s just a small token, hardly—thank you once again!” 
 
    He retreats, embarrassed. I smile as Prost moves forwards to take the gift. This is the fourth emissary to visit me today. People are worried, and they’re coming to me to hear what they already know. There is a Goblin Lord, but Lord Tyrion’s got an army. I can defend them from everything but a massive force and…that’s it. But they feel better because I’m an [Emperor]. 
 
    That’s people for you. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    My day is occupied by entertaining guests and appearing as confident—and dignified—as possible. Lady Rie takes over for Prost, and it’s quite something when a [Lady] is personally greeting visitors and leading them into my throne room. It’s a long day, but I do get a pillow after my butt gets too sore to sit still. 
 
    “You may receive another pledge of loyalty from one of the nearest towns, Your Majesty. Headman Filk of Gec was quite taken with your village.” 
 
    “If they join, I’ll have to figure out a way to manage their town from here, Lady Rie. Perhaps I could send you to oversee it for a day or two? We can’t have more people coming here!” 
 
    The thought of my empire growing to encompass other cities and towns gives me a headache. Rie offers me a cool drink of water, and I take it gratefully. 
 
    “I assume that the news of the Goblin Lord means that politics are on hold for the moment?” 
 
    “On the contrary, Your Majesty. It means that the aristocracy is even more desperate to find allies. You have a number of missives that just arrived.” 
 
    “More letters? I would have thought the City Runners in Invrisil wouldn’t dare venture out.” 
 
    “Mm. Apparently they’re willing to risk it for enough coin. And your lands are known to be safe for Runners. Would you like me to read them to you?” 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    I sigh and sit back on my throne. I want to see Durene. Maybe I can have a day off where I just go walking with her? The woods are nice, and I could pretend to be inspecting it for valuable mushrooms or building spots or something. We haven’t had a quiet time to be together lately except at night. And sex isn’t the only part of a healthy relationship. 
 
    Lady Rie stands next to me as I sit on the throne. Her voice is soft as she reads through one letter. 
 
    “To [Emperor] Laken, I am Lord Tilwa Petroms of Invrisil. I have heard of your recent accomplishments and must congratulate you on your newfound success. Hm. Lord Tilwa is a known schemer, but if he’s acknowledging you openly as an [Emperor], he must feel you have quite a lot of power already. It seems he wishes to meet with you in Invrisil.” 
 
    “Oh? I’m not keen on travelling at the moment.” 
 
    If I leave my lands, I can’t ‘see’ anything with my [Emperor] senses. Lady Rie shakes her head. Is she standing closer again? 
 
    “An [Emperor] should not travel to meet a [Lord] in any case, Your Majesty. Lord Tilwa is testing you with this letter. Leaving him without a reply for a day or two should unsettle him slightly.” 
 
    “Oh? I’m good at ignoring [Lords] and [Ladies]. I think I responded to two dozen letters with polite nothings.” 
 
    “Including mine, Lord Laken?” 
 
    “You sent me a gift, as I recall. Are you saying I should demand something from Lord Tilwa?” 
 
    “Perhaps. He might send you a gift instead, if he hasn’t already.” 
 
    “I don’t recall. I think I left the letters lying around. It might be good to see if Prost remembers.” 
 
    A rustle. Yep, she just stepped closer. What is her game? 
 
    “I have no doubt that Lord Tilwa wishes the same thing from you that all the nobility do.” 
 
    “Which is?” 
 
    “Influence. Power, derived from your name. At the moment, your financial and military capacities are unknown, and you control very little land for someone of your class. Thus, your power is mainly in lending support, verbal or otherwise. However, if you can establish Riverfarm as a powerful exporter of goods or military might—” 
 
    “Defending areas under my protection or selling siege weapons?” 
 
    “As I understand it, Lord Tyrion himself lacks siege weapons. Your empire could be quite powerful economically, as well as militarily. Lord Tilwa understands that and is attempting to test the waters, but he can wait. There are more important individuals to address. Now, the next letter—” 
 
    I hear the rustle of paper and then a sharp gasp. I sense the letter fall from Rie’s hands and her quickly bending to snatch it up with trembling hands. I sit up. 
 
    “Lady Rie?” 
 
    “My apologies, Emperor Laken. But this next letter—it must have been mixed up and not placed at the top. City Runners normally organize such missives meticulously by rank—” 
 
    “Maybe one of the villagers mixed it up when they were giving it to you. Who is the letter from?” 
 
    “Lady Magnolia Reinhart.” 
 
    I pause. Magnolia Reinhart. My stomach doesn’t exactly sink with dread, but it does flutter a tiny bit. 
 
    “Isn’t she in Invrisil? Right where the Goblin Lord’s army is?” 
 
    “She is apparently still able to send letters. And this one—I will read it with your permission.” 
 
    Lady Rie opens the letter without waiting for me to say yes. I hear the crinkle of paper as she reads in silence and then what sounds suspiciously like a curse. 
 
    “Lady Rie?” 
 
    “The letter is—well, I shall skip the greetings. Magnolia Reinhart writes—To the [Emperor] Laken Godart of Riverfarm, I extend my warmest greetings. I had no idea such an august personage had arrived in Izril until this moment and must render you my deepest apologies for not contacting you sooner.” 
 
    “That’s a lie.” 
 
    “It is. She goes on. I am so deeply apologetic, in fact, that I feel the only thing I can do to express my sympathies in full is to host a small gathering of my fellow [Lords] and [Ladies] in your honor. Naturally, I would be remiss if I did not invite you, but I would hate for the pressing commitments of station or distance to dissuade you from attending. Thus, I have taken it upon myself to—that scheming bitch!” 
 
    “Lady Rie?” 
 
    “I—I am deeply sorry, Your Majesty. Please forgive me. Lady Magnolia writes—Thus, I have taken it upon myself to host this little gathering at your estates in Riverfarm.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “No need to thank me. I will most likely be too busy to attend the gathering myself, but I believe about thirty of the local nobility will attend, as will a close friend of mine, Lady Bethal Walchaís. I have scheduled this event to take place a week from today. I trust this gathering will be most informative to all parties, and I hope that you will allow one of my most trusted servants, Sacra, to convey my personal regards.” 
 
    Lady Rie paused. 
 
    “The name ‘Sacra’ is underlined heavily, Emperor Laken.” 
 
    “I understand what she means.” 
 
    I grit my teeth as I sit back on my throne. She’s sending Sacra? I mean, Odveig? Why? And a gathering? Here? For what reason? Lady Rie hesitates, and I see her looking at my face. 
 
    “Ah—there’s a few more lines, Emperor Laken. I trust you will entertain this small soiree in your honor, Emperor Laken. I am mistrustful of [Emperors] and royalty in general, but I feel that we will all be more secure when we get to know each other, possibly over a few light snacks and conversation? Lady Bethal shall tender you my warmest regards. Sincerely…” 
 
    Lady Rie folds up the letter without finishing. I sit back. The two of us wait in silence for a long time. At last, I speak. 
 
    “Lady Rie, how well do you know Lady Magnolia?” 
 
    “Not well, Emperor Laken. I have met her several times. The day before I travelled to your village, in fact.” 
 
    “Really? And what do you think of her?” 
 
    “As a person or as a [Lady], Your Majesty?” 
 
    “Either.” 
 
    “She’s dangerous, ruthless, and cunning, Your Majesty.” 
 
    “Do you think this is a trap?” 
 
    “Without a doubt. She might want to humiliate you by hosting the event here, gain more information about your empire, poison the other nobles against you, threaten you, or…” 
 
    “Or?” 
 
    “Kill you. It would not be unheard of, in Izril.” 
 
    I sit for a long time on my throne. Lady Rie’s words send a chill down my spine. Goblins. Politics. I can’t decide which is deadlier. But I do know one thing. One or both is coming my way. The Goblin Lord, or the hand of Magnolia Reinhart herself. And I’m not ready. 
 
    Not yet. 
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    “Ressa, how do you suppose an evil tyrant laughs?” 
 
    “I have no idea, milady.” 
 
    Magnolia frowned mildly as she sat on her pink couch, nibbling at a jam tart. 
 
    “It’s just that I’d like to be as authentic as possible. If I’m truly a—what did that girl call me? A ‘cold-hearted tyrannical bitch’, I might as well enjoy myself.” 
 
    “As opposed to how you loathe existence in general?” 
 
    Ressa stood behind Magnolia, hands calmly folded, watching her mistress snack. Magnolia smiled. 
 
    “Yes, well, I imagine tyrants enjoy excess to the fullest. One would hope that a tyranny allows for such indulgences. But enough about the children from another world. If they’re alive, they can stay that way. They may return to one of my holdings—if they can conduct themselves properly around my servants, that is. Servants are not slaves, Ressa. They are not expected to fawn over adolescent children as if they were royalty. I would remind them of that.” 
 
    “I shall make a note. Putting aside children for now, Lady Reinhart—we have received a quick response from all the nobles you have selected for Emperor Godart’s gathering in a week’s time.” 
 
    “Ah, yes, that.” 
 
    Magnolia paused in eating her tarts, and a sour expression crossed her face. She half-turned in her seat to the second [Maid] standing behind her. 
 
    “Sacra, tell me. Do you think Laken Godart will refuse the invitation outright or play along?” 
 
    “I can only speculate, Lady Reinhart.” 
 
    Sacra, clothed and looking like a perfect [Maid], bowed her head. She was not wearing her adventurer’s guise, or holding the mace she preferred to use in combat, but Magnolia was quite sure she could use a vase or something similar to cause quite a bit of damage. Magnolia Reinhart smiled at her. ‘The right [Maid] for the right job’ was something her grandmother had always said. As Magnolia recalled, her grandmother used to employ Selphid [Assassins] and had at least one Minotaur [Butler]. 
 
    “Speculate away, Sacra. You have met the man in person. What was your impression?” 
 
    Sacra was silent for a moment. Magnolia saw her eyes flicker as Sacra recalled her time undercover, posing as the Silver-rank adventurer known as Odveig. She had many identities. It was a shame that Odveig had been outed as a spy, but such was the cost of her work. At last Sacra nodded. 
 
    “Laken Godart. He is quite intelligent and cautious. He is aware of far more than his blindness would indicate, and he is willing to listen to others’ opinions. If he has a flaw, it is his inexperience.” 
 
    “As would befit someone coming from another world. If that is his identity. Go on.” 
 
    “I believe he would entertain the gathering simply to avoid offending so many noble families. However…he might be swayed if one of his advisors objected strenuously.” 
 
    Magnolia nodded. 
 
    “And of those advisors he has…a former [Farmer], a [Witch], and Lady Rie Valerund.” 
 
    Ressa grimaced lightly. 
 
    “It would be Lady Rie who would object. She was quite opposed to your presence when you two met, Lady Magnolia.” 
 
    Magnolia raised her eyebrows. 
 
    “You saw that too, Ressa? She hid it well, but she quite hates me, doesn’t she? Hates and fears—an unfortunate combination. However, she seems to have flocked to Emperor Godart’s camp, so I doubt she would sabotage him quite so easily.” 
 
    “It might be for the best. Her aiding him is a part of your plan, isn’t it?” 
 
    Ressa stared at her mistress. Magnolia nibbled another tart and nodded absently. 
 
    “It is. Lady Rie is at least adept enough to know that cancelling the gathering outright is a bad move. She will undoubtedly attempt to help Emperor Laken deal with the situation. And therein lies the test.” 
 
    “Test?” 
 
    In some ways, Ressa knew Magnolia quite well, having grown up around her all her life. But where the two differed were their skillsets. Ressa was good at serving tea, managing a household full of servants, and cutting throats. Magnolia was, when you got down to it, a people person. She played political games like she ate tarts—often and with quite a bit of expertise. She could see how events would play together where Ressa could not. 
 
    Magnolia smiled as she turned to look at her [Head Maid]. 
 
    “Of course. It’s all a test. Lady Rie will help Laken to spite me—or to curry herself favor. It doesn’t matter. She will do her utmost to prepare carefully for my trap. She will be quite poisonous to our good [Emperor], I think.” 
 
    “How? Did you threaten her? Manipulate her with a Skill?” 
 
    “I didn’t have to. It’s simple, Ressa. Lady Rie will cause more harm than good just by being as helpful as possible. The key is whether or not Laken Godart notices this, and how he represents himself at the party. That is why Sacra is going, and Lady Bethal and Thomast as well.” 
 
    “To evaluate him if he fails.” 
 
    Magnolia nodded. 
 
    “Or if he does too well. There is more than one way to fail a test. With that said—Sacra.” 
 
    “Yes, milady?” 
 
    Sacra stepped forwards as Magnolia gently pried a ring off her middle finger. She handed it to Sacra, and Ressa eyed the ring with serious misgivings. Sacra, noticing, accepted the ring very gingerly. 
 
    “I’m giving you this ring in case all else fails. Twist it and aim, Sacra. It’s not hard—just aim at a target and, ah, don’t stand too close.” 
 
    “Magnolia, that ring could destroy—” 
 
    “Ah! It’s just in case.” 
 
    Magnolia raised a finger as Sacra held the ring away from herself and looked at Ressa. The older [Maid] made a note to tell Sacra exactly what it did. She prayed no one would recognize it—Magnolia wearing it was an open display of power and a threat. Sacra wearing it would be a declaration of war. 
 
    Bringing a ring like that into another noble’s home was tantamount to bringing an elite [Assassin] in with you—worse, since all you had to do was point the ring and wait for it to destroy half the building you were standing in. 
 
    “Just in case. Worse comes to worse and all that. Either Laken Godart proves himself, or…” 
 
    Magnolia left it at that. Ressa nodded to Sacra, and the other [Maid] edged out the door. Magnolia sighed as she hunted for another cherry tart on the tray filled with snacks. She mumbled to herself as she did, a sign of stress. She’d lost weight over the last few days with the Goblin Lord’s army on the march, despite her stress snacking. 
 
    “The Goblin Lord is headed straight for the Great Chieftain of the Goblins. If he joins his forces with this—this Tremborag, his army might grow strong enough to destroy major cities. You know this, Tyrion. Why are you hesitating to attack? This isn’t like you. What is your plan?” 
 
    “He might be building his army further, waiting for the opportune moment—” 
 
    “Tyrion? Nonsense! He has an army. Why grow it unless he intends to completely crush the Goblin Lord’s army without a hint of a struggle? He could already win. And this [Emperor]—” 
 
    Magnolia broke off, sighed, and shook her head. She looked up at Ressa. 
 
    “I’m tired of dancing to other people’s tunes, Ressa. Truly tired of it. Laken Godart has one chance to prove he’s worthy of his class. If not, I’ll destroy him and his empire where it stands.” 
 
    “Is that wise?” 
 
    Magnolia paused, a cherry tart halfway towards her mouth. 
 
    “I’d like to think so, Ressa. But we’ll just wait and see, won’t we? How long did I give him?” 
 
    “A week.” 
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    “Is it time yet?” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “I think we’re early. We—” 
 
      
 
    “Emperor Godart?” 
 
    I wake up with a start. For a second, the voices keep going in my head, but they grow distant and I can’t recall what was spoken as I open my eyes and look around. That dream. I know it was important, but I still can’t recall what was said. And now I’m not going to. I sit up a bit and realize I was slumped over in my throne, dozing. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Wiskeria. What were you saying?” 
 
    Wiskeria just chuckles and adjusts her pointed hat. It’s late. I rub at my head and sit up straighter, although I’m not in the public eye for the moment. The ‘throne room’ I’m sitting in is empty save for Wiskeria, Prost, and Lady Rie. We’ve been discussing Magnolia Reinhart’s sudden invitation—well, demands, really—all day. For a little bit I’d hoped this was just a threat or trick of some kind. But apparently, Magnolia Reinhart means everything she says. This gathering is going to happen, whether I like it or not. 
 
    “How many letters have we received today, Lady Rie? Seventeen?” 
 
    “Twenty three. That would account for almost all the nobles attending—there are a few families—and I believe the rest will arrive tomorrow via City Runner at the latest.” 
 
    Lady Rie’s voice is strained from talking into the night, but she sounds far more elegant and composed than I feel. I turn my head towards where I sense Prost standing. 
 
    “So that’s where we are. Mister Prost, we have a small army of the local nobility descending on Riverfarm in a week’s time. They will be expecting a banquet and perhaps lodgings for the night. It’s a social gathering, which means they’re coming here to appraise me and my empire. All of this is taking place at Lady Magnolia’s request. Lady Rie believes it’s a trap, or a trick of some kind, meant to embarrass me. Your thoughts?” 
 
    I hear Prost gulp. It’s an unfair question to ask him, really. He might be a [Steward] but he was a [Farmer] all his life. Still, he rises to the challenge with awkward pride in his rustic voice. 
 
    “Trap or not, it seems you have little choice, Your Majesty. I’m not an expert as to the games that nobles play, but Lady Reinhart is a powerful woman. If she wants a gathering, well, why not entertain them nobles and show them as much hospitality as they like?” 
 
    “The problem isn’t the gathering. It’s what Magnolia Reinhart has planned. She might be trying to embarrass Emperor Laken or force an incident at the banquet. It’s risky, and I have no idea what she wants out of this!” 
 
    Rie cuts in, her voice frustrated. She’s been explaining this all night, ever since we got the letters. I sense Wiskeria shift and turn my head towards her. 
 
    “Wiskeria?” 
 
    “We don’t know what Magnolia Reinhart desires. But we’ve debated for hours about the same thing. We can either accept the invitation—not that we have a choice—or cancel the gathering.” 
 
    “Which will cause trouble.” 
 
    I don’t bother to turn my head as I sense Lady Rie nodding. Wiskeria nods as well. 
 
    “In that case, what choice is there? As Mister Prost says, we must entertain the nobles.” 
 
    “Not as easily done as said.” 
 
    Lady Rie sighs. I nod, but Wiskeria’s summed the matter up nicely. I clear my throat softly, and all heads turn towards me. 
 
    “I agree, but we have no choice in the matter, Lady Rie. The nobles are coming in a week’s time and I for one don’t see the merits in debating why Magnolia Reinhart has done this any longer, or what she has planned. For now we must ready Riverfarm. Can it be done?” 
 
    I have no idea. But Lady Rie nods decisively as all heads turn towards her. I wish I could make out all the details of her face with my not-sight. But I can hear the determination in her voice. 
 
    “It can. It will be difficult, but I am a [Lady] of the realm, and I have hosted a few small gatherings at my estate, and have attended larger ones. I will begin advising Your Majesty on preparations for the gathering at once. I realize it will be an imposition, but there is much work to be done.” 
 
    “Ah, of course. Food to be prepared, entertainment, and so on. Not to mention—houses for the nobles? I suppose we could move people out or try and build a few in the week we have left.” 
 
    I grimace as I think of all that we’ll have to do. Not for the first time, I find myself grateful that Lady Rie’s helping. I sense the woman shift, and after a pause, she speaks. 
 
    “Yes, Your Majesty. But not just that. I fear that Mister Prost will have to devote all of his workers to building a reception hall at the very least. This, ah, throne room is all very well for audiences with other towns and cities, but we will need a building four times as large to hold a proper banquet.” 
 
    I hear Prost draw in a breath sharply, and I sit up on my throne. Wiskeria mutters what sounds like a curse word. I turn my head towards Lady Rie. 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
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    “I think we’re early. We shouldn’t be here!” 
 
      
 
    She was serious. As soon as I rise with odd voices bouncing around my head, it’s all business. I find Lady Rie already coordinating people in the center of Riverfarm by the time Durene, Gamel, and I reach the village square. 
 
    “We’ll need to clear a wide space for the banquet hall. It should be built out of the highest-quality lumber available. And furnishings—I will put in an order to Invrisil as I doubt any of the local cities will have the quality required for such an order.” 
 
    Lady Rie is talking to Prost, and from the way his shoulders are tensed, I can already see that there’s a lot to do and not enough time to do it in. Both turn and bow as I approach. 
 
    “Emperor Laken.” 
 
    “Your Majesty.” 
 
    “Do you truly believe we can build a banquet hall in seven days, Lady Rie? Let alone furnish it?” 
 
    I sense her pursing her lips. 
 
    “It’s not a question of ‘if’, but must, Your Majesty. Hosting a dinner outdoors would certainly be acceptable, but not if the implication is that it is due to lack of an appropriate facility to begin with. Not to mention, we must impress the nobles coming here. I am afraid an outdoor event with a village in view would not be…” 
 
    “Impressive?” 
 
    “To say the least.” 
 
    Lady Rie nods, and I sense Durene shift by my side. I haven’t really asked Durene about Lady Rie—they haven’t talked that much as far as I know. Of course, Lady Rie is a [Lady] and Durene is often helping out around the village. Right now, Lady Rie is too busy to speak with anyone but me, and Prost hurries away to get her ambitious project underway. 
 
    “Speaking of decorations, Emperor Laken, I’m afraid we must consider a large investment in goods from Invrisil. Ordering so much so quickly will be costly, but I am told you have connections in the Merchant’s Guild that might be willing to offer you a discount?” 
 
    How does she know that? I nod, trying to keep up. It’s not an hour past dawn yet, and my head feels stuffed! 
 
    “I do. But what will we be buying? Chairs? Cushions? Drapes? We have [Carpenters]—” 
 
    “—Who make chairs adequate for sitting, but not dining, Your Majesty. At the very least, we should add cushions. The necessary goods will be everything from decorations to silverware, I fear. I did not bring more than a few sets of silverware from my mansion before it was destroyed, and there is nothing worse than a mismatched set, so we shall have to order enough for all the guests—” 
 
    “Silverware?” 
 
    I turn my head blankly towards Lady Rie. I sense her nodding. 
 
    “Of course, Your Majesty. Have you—have you not attended a banquet before in your homeland?” 
 
    “I—” 
 
    I haven’t. Obviously not. And while I know that Durene knows the truth, I don’t feel like spreading the fact that I’m from another world. So I lie. 
 
    “I’m afraid that my memory of dining and so on is limited, Lady Rie. What I experience is, ah, very little compared to others, owing to my blindness.” 
 
    I gesture towards my face. Lady Rie starts. 
 
    “Oh! I most humbly beg your pardon, Your Majesty. I—I hadn’t considered.” 
 
    “No, no. Please don’t worry. But I lacked any sort of vision growing up, and my, ah, ability to sense my surroundings did not manifest itself until this year, so…” 
 
    “I see. Please excuse me, Your Majesty. Well, I will gratefully fill in any—gaps in your understanding. You see, cutlery…” 
 
    Flustered, Lady Rie stumbles over her words, and I breathe an internal sigh of relief. It’s not good to lie, but people do get uncomfortable when I bring up being blind for fear they might offend me. Good to know I can use that as an excuse for not being up to date with all the conventions of my rank. 
 
    However, as Lady Rie goes on, I realize that there’s a lot I don’t know. Not just about the social dictates of hosting nobility, but everything from how many forks someone needs to eat a salad to how many waiting staff we’ll need to serve food—and how they should be dressed. I nod along desperately as Lady Rie goes on and on. 
 
    And now I find myself stuck. For the first time, I have no idea what to do. It’s like I’ve suddenly run up against a brick wall in my head. Because for all I’m an [Emperor], for all I have Skills and come from another world and want the best for Riverfarm and my people and so on, I’m lost. Because I have no idea how to host a party. Or a gathering. Or any kind of social event at all. 
 
    Let’s be clear: hosting soirees is not a skill most blind people acquire. Having a friend over? I can get snacks out, or make sure there’s a meal ready. I could host someone for a day or two. But this? 
 
    “Forks, Lady Rie? What’s wrong with the forks we have?” 
 
    “They are not what I would give a [Lord] to eat with, Your Majesty. We have a lack of good cutlery in general. I believe we’ll be able to get by with some well-honed knives for serving, but we simply must have appropriate utensils for our guests.” 
 
    “I understand it’s not elegant, but what’s the difference?” 
 
    Lady Rie pauses. 
 
    “…I believe it would be easier to show you in person, Your Majesty.” 
 
    She takes me to her home and brings out some of her silver cutlery while Durene gets some of the village’s utensils. I find myself holding a wooden fork, which is made of two long prongs, a metal fork more like the ones back home, and a delicate silver one engraved with detail. 
 
    “Dammit. I had no idea—I completely forgot about forks!” 
 
    It’s not like I have a habit of touching forks, after all! And while the difference in quality might be obvious to someone with eyes, it’s only the weight of the fork and the shaping of the metal that speaks to my fingertips. Lady Rie’s fork does feel far more expensive, but again, I can’t do anything but compare the metalwork of the forks with my fingers. I can’t see silver and appreciate how much better it is than pot metal! 
 
    Frustrated, I run my fingers along the fork, feeling the difference with my fingertips. And yet, when I compare the two in my mind with my [Emperor]’s senses, they’re almost indistinguishable. One works as well as the other, but it’s this kind of detail that I lack. 
 
    “It seems as though my lack of sight is a hindrance here, Lady Rie.” 
 
    “Only slightly, Your Majesty. But if you would advise me on your nation’s culture of dining and etiquette, I might adjust the banquet to suit your tastes.” 
 
    I pause and bite the inside of my lip. My culture? Back home, I’d rather just microwave something than eat expensively. I choose my words carefully as I reply, handing the silver fork to Durene who takes it gingerly in her hands. 
 
    “The nation that was my home…honestly, Lady Rie, my nation was so different from this one that you would find it very alien. It is impossible to compare the things to which I was accustomed to here—especially because I was blind. Riverfarm meets all of my needs quite well, and I am content with that. However, if you think more needs to be done, I am willing to listen, although my input will be shallow.” 
 
    “I see. In that case, I would be delighted to go over my list of preparations with you.” 
 
    Lady Rie puts a soft hand on my arm. I sense Durene stirring and nod. 
 
    “Thank you. I hope we have the coin for all of this?” 
 
    “We may have to borrow, Emperor Laken. Or perhaps not. It depends on how many things can be done without. Tables for instance—I had a thought. If your [Carpenters] can design a long table and it can be engraved and polished in a week’s time, it might well serve in place of a purchased one.” 
 
    “No doubt. Can we do the same for chairs?” 
 
    “I will make inquiries at once.” 
 
    Lady Rie rises and leaves her cottage. I ball my fists up in frustration. Lady Magnolia Reinhart. If there was ever a good way to frustrate me, planning an elegant banquet I can’t see would be a good start. 
 
    “Laken.” 
 
    I turn as Durene gently puts the fork on the table. My half-Troll lover looks at me. I try to put a smile on my face. 
 
    “Durene? I’m sorry. I know you probably want to help out around the village. I’ll coordinate things with Lady Rie.” 
 
    “Well…I could stay with you today.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Just for today. You know. While you’re with her.” 
 
    There’s a possessive note in Durene’s voice that reminds me of when she met Ryoka. I pause. 
 
    “Durene, Lady Rie is—a subject.” 
 
    “And a [Lady]. Laken, she’s flirting with you!” 
 
    “Is she?” 
 
    I did wonder. It’s hard to tell. Someone touching me on the arm isn’t unusual, but Lady Rie did act unusual around me. But then, I’m not used to flirting in general. Back on Earth, the people I knew weren’t exactly adept enough to flirt. It was more straightforward. But Durene clearly thinks Rie’s flirting and isn’t exactly keen to let me stay with her. 
 
    “Durene, I’ll be fine. I’ll talk with Lady Rie, but it doesn’t matter.” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “Because I’m with you, remember?” 
 
    Durene pauses. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Silly.” 
 
    I hold her hand. Embarrassed, Durene squeezes my hand gently and flees. I stand up as Lady Rie comes back with a group of [Carpenters] only too willing to make however many tables I need. They just need, oh, instructions on what the tables should look like, how long they should be, how tall, what kind of wood they need to use, and so on. I sigh and get to work with Lady Rie. She doesn’t flirt. But she does touch my arm twice more throughout the day. 
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    “We’ll get in trouble!” 
 
    “Let’s go, hurry!” 
 
      
 
    Who’s in trouble? Why are they hurrying? Away? I open my eyes, annoyed that I can’t understand. I get out of bed with Durene, walk down into the village to see what’s happening, and immediately sense a problem. 
 
    Over the last day, the giant banquet hall that Lady Rie envisioned has been going up. Quite quickly too—they laid the foundations in one day and began dragging freshly-cut parts over to create a scaffold. That was how it was when I went to sleep, and there was a night team working on it. Only, during the night the scaffolding for the building has collapsed, and I can already hear shouting going on around Prost. He hurries over to me the instant he sees me. 
 
    “There’s trouble, Your Majesty.” 
 
    “What kind?” 
 
    “An accident at the site. Two of the night workers—a [Builder] and [Carpenter]—were working on adding a section, and it collapsed. Neither one was hurt, but they both claim it was the other’s fault.” 
 
    I rub at my hair, groaning internally. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “One says it was an unsteady section that wasn’t checked properly. The other says that everything tore loose because the first fellow wasn’t paying attention. They both blame each other and got into it.” 
 
    “Can you tell who’s right?” 
 
    I hear Prost’s grimace. 
 
    “No, Your Majesty. I’ve told both of the men to take a break and let tempers cool. They’re both good workers, and they’re both furious over the delay—it’s not so much the time lost as the fact that it could have been avoided. I’ll get everyone back to work, unless you’d like to judge the situation yourself?” 
 
    And do what? I have no idea who’s right, and I’m no building expert. I had no idea what the difference between screws and nails were until I was fifteen, because my parents were too afraid that I’d hurt myself touching them! I shake my head. 
 
    “I trust your judgment, Mister Prost.” 
 
    He nods and hurries off. I sigh. I’ve been doing a lot of trusting of judgment recently. I don’t have a choice, but it means that I can’t do my one job—namely, deciding things as [Emperor]. 
 
    Case in point. Later that day I find Prost and Lady Rie coming up to me with another problem, this one directly related to the nobles attending the gathering. 
 
    “A lot of the families are worried about having their daughters serve at the banquet, Your Majesty. They’re afraid that they might be asked to bed the [Lords] attending or be carried off.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I turn to Lady Rie. Her tone is acerbic. 
 
    “And I told Mister Prost and the other families that was nonsense, Your Majesty. They need not fear for their daughters’ chastity—” 
 
    “Chastity’s the least of it! What’s to stop one of the young lordlings attending the ball from carrying a young girl off—or a [Lady] doing the same to a young lad and having him murdered to hide the evidence?” 
 
    “Mister Prost! Those are rumors—” 
 
    “I know a village not two miles from here that had that happen to the [Headman]’s son—” 
 
    The two begin arguing, and I have to raise my voice to get them to quiet down and explain what they’re arguing about. When they come out and say it at last, I get a bad feeling in my stomach. 
 
    [Lords] carrying off village girls who catch their eyes. [Ladies] finding young men to have an affair with and killing them to hide the evidence. Apparently it’s happened in the past. I recall something similar from my world. Droit du seigneur in French, or the medieval ‘right to a first night’ practiced among the nobility. Apparently that law doesn’t exist in Izril, and Lady Rie is insistent that nothing else happens either. 
 
    “Your Majesty, I understand Mister Prost’s worries, but they are groundless. Such events never happen—and if they did, it was one or two truly depraved individuals from decades past—and it would not occur on your lands, not when these nobles are coming to visit you! They wouldn’t dare offend you!” 
 
    “No? And what about if they used their privilege and station to force a girl into saying yes?” 
 
    Prost folds his arm as he glares at Lady Rie. For the first time he and she seem to be at odds, and Lady Rie seems exasperated by the argument. 
 
    “Any girl may refuse, of course—those rights are sacred, and these nobles live next to Lady Magnolia Reinhart herself! She does not stand for any coercion of the young or unwilling. That is one of the few things she does well. The Reinharts have always maintained order among the aristocracy and meted out justice.” 
 
    “Too little too late. That won’t save a broken-hearted girl and her love.” 
 
    “She can say no—” 
 
    “To a [Lord]? Without bringing down wrath on her family?” 
 
    I have to hold up my hands to stem the argument again. When Prost and Rie are quiet, I turn to Lady Rie. 
 
    “Lady Rie, can you assure me that the things Mister Prost is describing would never take place?” 
 
    She hesitates as Prost folds his arms. 
 
    “Well—I cannot pretend that some instances of this behavior never occurred, but at this gathering, I am sure any young woman would be safe—” 
 
    “Hah!” 
 
    “Mister Prost. How often is it that this sort of thing occurs? Are there truly that many instances of it, or are all these rumors just that—rumors of someone in a village being carried off by a noble?” 
 
    “Well, sire…I never did hear the village’s name.” 
 
    “You see?” 
 
    Rie sounds exasperated. Prost flares up again. 
 
    “Just because it never happened in recent years doesn’t mean it won’t at this gathering! There are young men among the nobles attending, and the families here are worried, Your Majesty. And with good cause!” 
 
    “I understand.” 
 
    What a mess. And again, I don’t know what the best solution is. I turn to Lady Rie. 
 
    “Could we address the issue? Tell the nobles attending that the serving staff are off-limits for…everything?” 
 
    Rie inhales sharply. 
 
    “Simply mentioning that would cause great offense, Your Majesty! I can assure you it will not occur, and I would stake my reputation on that fact.” 
 
    “But the people are worried. There’ll be more than one family that hides their daughters on the day, and I’ll stake my class on that fact, too.” 
 
    Prost turns to glare at Lady Rie, and I try not to clutch at my head. What am I supposed to do? Both are looking towards me. 
 
    “Emperor Laken, your decision?” 
 
    “Your Majesty? What should I tell the families?” 
 
    I don’t know. I bite my tongue on the words again. In the end, I tell Prost that the serving women won’t be touched, and Lady Rie agrees to have older people wait the tables. It’s not a good compromise, and I worry that more than one family might try and hide their sons or daughters on the day. If only that were the least of my worries. 
 
    As night falls, I sense a fight breaking out between a group of men. I send Durene to break it up and sit up anxiously in the cottage, sensing Prost hurrying to the scene, Durene holding one man by the leg and gently slapping another man off his feet. 
 
    Trouble. 
 
      
 
    Day 93 
 
      
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    “Shh! We’re not supposed to be heard!” 
 
      
 
    Wait? Why wait? Why aren’t they supposed to be heard? Today I get up with a full migraine. It gets worse as I go about my day. 
 
    “The fight last night, Emperor Laken? It was between the two men who quarreled over the collapsed scaffolding yesterday. Never mind that we repaired the damage yesterday.” 
 
    Prost comes up to me with a sour tone in his voice. I shake my head. 
 
    “That was more than two men brawling, Prost. There were at least eight of them and more joining in before Durene got there.” 
 
    “Ah. Those would be the friends and other workers. They’ve started taking sides. You see, one fellow, Mister Horst, is a [Carpenter] from Windrest, and the other’s a [Builder]. Mister Wellim comes from Tunslaven. Since they’re quarrelling, folks have begun taking sides—” 
 
    “And now it’s a feud. I understand. Wonderful. Mister Prost, what do you suggest I do?” 
 
    I rub at my head as the man thinks, chewing at his lip. 
 
    “I’ll separate the building teams today—put Horst and his lot to building the tables and chairs with your permission. That’ll keep arguments to a minimum, but I’d better have some lads making sure there’s no fighting after work’s over. Or Durene. No one’s likely to throw a punch with her watching.” 
 
    “Good. Do that. I have to talk to Lady Rie about…everything.” 
 
    Prost hurries away, and I find Lady Rie speaking with Durene of all people. They’re arguing too. I draw closer, listening. For once the two women are so heated that they don’t notice my presence. Durene’s voice is loud as she snaps at Lady Rie. 
 
    “I don’t see why I need to stand during the banquet! Why can’t I eat when everyone else is eating?” 
 
    Her voice echoes off the houses nearby, and I sense heads turning. Lady Rie’s voice is much quieter but waspish as she replies. 
 
    “You are neither nobility nor formally engaged to Emperor Laken. It would be an indiscretion of the highest order to seat you at the head table, and nowhere less would do! You have no manners—” 
 
    “I have plenty, thank you very much!” 
 
    I sense Rie rolling her eyes. 
 
    “—No manners suitable for formal dining, and you are supposed to be a [Paladin], a defender of His Majesty, aren’t you? You should stand in attendance! You wouldn’t want to embarrass Emperor Laken, would you?” 
 
    I open my mouth and hesitate. Durene would never embarrass me, but I can imagine her struggling if she were sitting with me and chatting with other nobles. And yet—she is Durene. But Lady Rie knows this social world best, and so I hesitate. Durene herself deflates at Rie’s word. She gulps. 
 
    “No. I wouldn’t want to embarrass him. But—” 
 
    “Good. Then it’s settled. We’ll see if Master Helm can put you in armor. Otherwise…we might find a [Tailor] able to sew quickly. But armor would be more impressive, I think. A [Paladin] would be quite impressive to our guests.” 
 
    Lady Rie claps her hands and turns brusquely away from Durene. She and Durene both jump when they see me standing behind them. I cough. 
 
    “You’re sure that would be the best fit, Lady Rie?” 
 
    “Emperor Laken! I do believe so. I am not familiar with the [Paladin] class, but it is impressive—as is Miss Durene herself. Having her stand at attendance at your side while a list of her achievements is read out would be most impressive. Don’t you agree?” 
 
    “Hm. Durene?” 
 
    I turn my head towards her. Durene smiles—she knows I can sense when she does it—and only hesitates for a second. 
 
    “I—yeah. I could stand next to you, right Laken? I’d be imposing and impress all those nobles. That’s the best way to do it, right?” 
 
    I pause. And perhaps it’s just as well that another argument breaks out—this time between a whole group of angry workers clustered around the banquet hall. Rie sighs distractedly. 
 
    “We’re far behind on the building without this sort of distraction! Emperor Laken, by your permission I’ll sort it out.” 
 
    She converged on the arguing workers at the same time Prost and Wiskeria do. I see Wiskeria break up the prelude to a fight with a burst of magic. Durene turns. 
 
    “I should go over too. Just in case. I’ll, uh, see if I can get Mister Helm to make me some armor. You said I should have some anyways, right Laken?” 
 
    She hurries away. I stare at her back. The words in my mouth die unspoken. But I’d like Durene to sit with me. She belongs there. But what if it causes trouble? What’s the protocol? If I let her sit with me, what happens? 
 
    I don’t know. Wiskeria breaks up the fight and cools down everyone—literally, by shooting sprays of water everywhere. She’s declined to weigh in on all the preparations, claiming ignorance as a [Witch]. I wish I could do the same. I don’t know what to do. And the words keep repeating themselves as I go to sleep, dreading the half-formed dreams, hating my indecision, my inability to figure this out! 
 
    I don’t know. I don’t know, I don’t know, I don’t know, I don’t know— 
 
    I can feel my teeth grinding together as I toss and turn that night. I don’t know! And I’m afraid to tell Lady Rie she’s wrong, but something’s wrong! I can feel it. 
 
    It’s not right! This gathering is—flawed, somehow! It’s going to go wrong. 
 
    Damn Magnolia Reinhart. What did she do? 
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    “Shut up! Hey! Hey, remember to tell them to bring—” 
 
    “And—” 
 
      
 
    Blank words in my head. Missing pieces of a puzzle. I get up blearily, eat, walk into Riverfarm with Durene, and listen to the day’s issues. Everything’s behind. Lady Rie frets while Prost talks the situation over. Wiskeria listens quietly. 
 
    “The arguments over the building are costing us precious hours, Mister Prost!” 
 
    “I know. But I can’t help that! We’re already rushing as it is—we’ll try to get a roof up the day after tomorrow, but every mistake sets us back—” 
 
    “We can hardly afford to wait until the day after tomorrow! The decorations are arriving, and we must set to work making the inside presentable quickly!” 
 
    “We can sand and polish everything quick once it’s up. The tables and chairs look good at least—” 
 
    “Those are the least of my concerns. If another brawl breaks out, simply arrest everyone involved.” 
 
    “All forty of them?” 
 
    “If necessary! This petty feud between the two craftsmen must be resolved, Mister Prost.” 
 
    Prost shakes his head. 
 
    “Perhaps Emperor Laken could speak to the two men. They’ve been clamoring for a ruling, and both sides want to hear his opinion—” 
 
    “On what?” 
 
    I raise my voice. Both Rie and Prost fall silent. I look up, my head aching. I try to keep the annoyance out of my voice, but I can’t. Not today. 
 
    “I’ve listened to the arguments, Mister Prost. Neither man can prove the other caused the problem, and it’s far beyond that now. Both sides want me to punish someone, which I can’t do without proof.” 
 
    “And truth spells don’t work if both sides think they’re right. Or if they don’t know to begin with who’s wrong. Not that anyone can cast [Detect Lies] here anyways.” 
 
    Wiskeria looks up as she fiddles with a pouch full of ingredients. She’s been riding patrols with Beniar, escorting City Runners arriving here with bags of holding full of purchased goods. She stays calm in the face of Prost’s and Rie’s annoyance. Then she turns towards me. 
 
    “Emperor Laken, I’ll watch the building today and stop arguments from breaking out. That will let Mister Prost handle the rest of the village.” 
 
    “That might work. We’re baking and preparing as much food as we can, but it’s not enough, according to Lady Rie.” 
 
    Lady Rie sighs. 
 
    “Hardly. There’s a [Chef] I’ve been speaking to who could prepare all of the finer dishes we need to present, but he lives thirty miles north of here and is reluctant to make the commute. And I don’t wish to empty the treasury to purchase her services. But we must have a suitable meal ready. And then there’s the issue of gifts…” 
 
    I raise my head. 
 
    “Gifts? Don’t tell me we have to give our guests—” 
 
    “Oh no! That’s not the custom at all. Quite the reverse!” 
 
    “What, then?” 
 
    Rie smiles slightly, the first smile I’ve sensed all day. 
 
    “It’s a custom for visitors to offer a present to those hosting such gatherings. Especially those of high-rank. I imagine an [Emperor] would merit quite a large present, but no one knows what might suit you, Emperor Laken. You recall the gift I gave to you? Well, we’ve received a few tokens like that, but there have been a number of discreet inquiries as to what you might enjoy.” 
 
    “What I might enjoy? I get to ask for my gifts?” 
 
    The notion sounds ridiculous to me, but Rie nods seriously. 
 
    “Indeed. I was rather hoping for this, actually. In fact, this is how Magnolia Reinhart can claim she’s doing you a favor. If we approach the nobles the right way, we might come away with more than we spent to host the gathering.” 
 
    “I don’t follow. You mean…ask them for money?” 
 
    “A…monetary contribution. Or something similar. Minor artifacts, perhaps much-needed supplies…it all comes down to the phrasing and way the invitations are couched. I would like to speak with you regarding some of the ideas I had in that regard later. If you are willing?” 
 
    It’s wrong. My head throbs. 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    I lie to Rie and sense her pleased posture. Prost stands up wearily. 
 
    “I’ll get back to work. There’s a few of our [Mages] and [Hedge Mages] willing to try and put on a show—that is, the first stage of entertainments. I’ll see to them.” 
 
    “And I will see to the attire.” 
 
    Lady Rie sweeps off. I sit on my throne, massaging my head. I sense Wiskeria getting up. 
 
    “Your Majesty? Everything well?” 
 
    “Not really, Wiskeria. I’m not sure how well this party—gathering—whatever, will go.” 
 
    She nods. 
 
    “Lady Rie’s doing her best. But this was forced on her early.” 
 
    “It was. By that damn—do you think we’ll make it?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. But I worry that making it or not making it isn’t the problem, Your Majesty.” 
 
    “Then what?” 
 
    Wiskeria tilts her head, her voice thoughtful. 
 
    “I don’t know. But I don’t think how we impress the nobility is the point. Otherwise, wouldn’t Magnolia Reinhart have made the gathering a few days away and not given us enough time? No, I think it’s something else she’s after. I just don’t know what.” 
 
    I turn my head towards her. She’s right. There is something else. But what? What? After a while, Wiskeria gets up. And I, lost and confused, go after Lady Rie. I find her with Durene, consulting with Master Helm. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “This armor’s too tight! And it’s not real armor, it’s far too thin!” 
 
    Durene complains as she models the new armor that Mister Helm, the [Blacksmith], has forged. It was a collaborative work given Durene’s size, and several other [Blacksmiths] are standing around her and consulting with Lady Rie. The noblewoman sounds pleased and claps her hands together. 
 
    “Functional armor is not the point, Miss Durene. The armor looks quite good on you, although I see some parts that could be—ah, well, it will do. It only remains for us to forge you a suitable shield to go with your sword. And polish the sword, I think. Could it be plated, Mister Helm? With something akin to gold leaf? Silver? And I think…yes, I think we could add one more thing.” 
 
    She regards Durene thoughtfully as the half-Troll girl catches sight of me. She tries to wave, but the stiff armor doesn’t let her. Durene speaks distractedly. 
 
    “What else? I can barely move in this as it is.” 
 
    Rie’s voice is soft and thoughtful as she speaks out loud. 
 
    “A helmet, perhaps? Yes. That would be quite impressive. A helmet would be just the thing.” 
 
    “A helmet?” 
 
    Durene half-turns to look at Lady Rie. The [Blacksmiths] around her fall silent. My heart sinks when I realize where she’s going with this. Rie nods. 
 
    “Yes…with a visor? Can such a thing be done, Master Helm? It would be a grand spectacle, to see Miss Durene armored like a [Knight].” 
 
    She looks around brightly at the men and two women around her. Durene goes very quiet. I stand there, my heart suddenly beating very quietly. A helmet? A helmet with a visor. There’s only one reason why Rie wants that. 
 
    To cover her face. But no one says it. I sense Durene hesitate, her face grow angry—and then twist into uncertainty. She hesitates, and I see her look at me, and then at Lady Rie. She’s supposed to be quite beautiful. Lady Rie, that is. I’ve never heard Durene talk about what she looks like. She’s too afraid to tell me. 
 
    In the end, Durene’s voice is very quiet. 
 
    “I…guess so. I could wear a helmet.” 
 
    “Wonderful! There are quite a number of designs that might work. Mister Helm, I’ll sketch a few, shall I? You can tell me what would be easiest.” 
 
    “Ah. Yes, Lady Rie. We’ll do our best.” 
 
    Mister Helm’s voice is quiet as he turns towards Lady Rie. I sense him looking back at me. Durene’s staring at her feet. I take a step forwards and feel a hand on my arm. Lady Rie’s touch. 
 
    “Emperor Laken? What do you think? I imagine Durene in full armor would be quite a sight to see—ah, begging your pardon. Quite a spectacle, and certainly impressive, wouldn’t you agree?” 
 
    No. I open my mouth. Hesitate. I can tell that Mister Helm is looking at me. So is Lady Rie. She’s gripping my arm with her hand, trying to tell me not to object. She’s right. She knows how the other [Lords] and [Ladies] would react. I close my mouth. 
 
    To hide Durene behind a helmet. To not let her eat with me. To do things as they should be. Because a half-Troll doesn’t belong with Humans. 
 
    Things crystallize in that moment. I feel the same flash of heat I felt once before, listening to an angry [Farmer] shout the same thing. Not in the same way, not in the same words, but the same thing. And I think about a banquet, about entertaining nobles, about doing things just so. 
 
    And I realize what the trap is. I jerk my arm free of Lady Rie and open my mouth. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    The word cuts through the air, blissfully free. Lady Rie pauses. I sense Durene look up as every head turns to me. Rie’s voice is low as she speaks to me, too close to my ear. 
 
    “Emperor Laken, I don’t mean to gainsay your opinions, but I truly think—” 
 
    “I said, no, Lady Rie. No helmet. The armor can stay. But make it real armor. And Durene doesn’t need the armor for the banquet. She’ll be sitting with me at the head table. Give her a dress instead.” 
 
    Silence. My heart is pounding, my head feels clearer. Lady Rie draws in her breath sharply. 
 
    “Emperor Laken? I really don’t—” 
 
    “Enough.” 
 
    I snap the word, and Rie’s mouth closes in an instant. I look around. Durene is staring at me. The [Blacksmiths] are holding very still. I stand taller. When did I start hunching my shoulders? I point. 
 
    “Mister Helm?” 
 
    He jumps. 
 
    “Yes? Your Majesty?” 
 
    “Thank you for Durene’s armor. It’s quite, well, I can tell it’s quite impressive. A showman’s piece, no doubt. But let’s aim for functional armor when it comes to that.” 
 
    “Of course, Emperor Laken. We’ll get right to work—” 
 
    I hold up my hand. 
 
    “Not necessary. There are more important things that we need for now. Nails, for one. Hinges—there’s a lot of metal that goes into houses. Let’s get our [Blacksmiths] back to work on those houses, shall we? Don’t worry about the banquet. Durene? Follow me. Someone get me Prost. And Wiskeria.” 
 
    I stride off and sense Durene shrugging out of her armor. Still muted, Rie follows. I can sense her eyes on my back and feel Prost and Wiskeria hurrying towards me. 
 
    “Mister Prost?” 
 
    “Yes, Emperor Laken? I heard you had the [Blacksmiths] working on construction materials for the houses. Should I—?” 
 
    “Get your workers back to building houses. We’ll keep a smaller team on the hall, but take it slower, Mister Prost. We won’t be using it for the gathering.” 
 
    I feel the electric shock go through the people around me. Durene exclaims. 
 
    “We won’t? But I thought—” 
 
    “Would we have gotten it ready in time? And would you trust the building not to collapse on us, Mister Prost?” 
 
    I nod at the half-finished building. Prost grimaces. 
 
    “It’d be close and that’s without furnishings, sire. But what did you have in mind if not that gathering hall?” 
 
    “Easy. Get the tables and chairs done. Then put them in a meadow. That one just past the new farmland sounds good. Clear us a wide space—we have plenty of folk who can do that, and it won’t take us a day. We’ll serve our guests there.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    This last bit is too much for Lady Rie, and she manages to speak despite my order. She turns to me, aghast. 
 
    “Emperor Laken, it’s not proper. Your guests will be expecting the highest honors. They’re nobility, and if Magnolia Reinhart was hosting—” 
 
    “She’s not. I am. Be silent, Lady Rie. Thank you.” 
 
    I cut her off again. Lady Rie falls silent, and I can sense her fists clenching as I turn my head. I can sense them there. Durene, Wiskeria, Prost, and Lady Rie. I sigh. 
 
    “I’ve made a mistake. Lady Magnolia Reinhart invited the nobility here, which forced my hand. But my error, the trick she forced me into was playing her game. I don’t think she expected me to put on a formal display for the nobles. Nor should I.” 
 
    “But that’s what they’re expecting.” 
 
    Durene sounds confused. I smile slightly. 
 
    “Yes, they are. That’s what’s traditional. But I’m an [Emperor], Durene. Why should I do things their way?” 
 
    “Um…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    I nod, almost laughing as I sense Rie’s dumbfounded look. I turn to Prost. 
 
    “Don’t worry about [Chefs], Mister Prost. Tell our [Cooks] to make the kind of food they know everyone will enjoy. As much as they can get ready beforehand, and we’ll do a lot of cooking the day of. Now, I want you to have our [Carpenters] make more tables as quick as they can and lay them out in the village square. We’ll feed our people at the same time as the nobility.” 
 
    “With chairs and so forth, Your Majesty? That would take a lot more work.” 
 
    “Do we need them? No—in fact, have only a few chairs brought to the gathering place. We’ll have people stand and eat. They can socialize while we put on a display. We’ll have the trebuchets do some test firing—maybe let the nobles try them themselves. As for the issue of young women and men serving—” 
 
    I can sense Lady Rie shutting her eyes tightly. I look at Prost. 
 
    “Have we parchment? Large sheets we can use as signs?” 
 
    “I could have some. Are you planning on making a declaration, sire?” 
 
    “Just something posted on the main roads. Have it read as follows: ‘I, Emperor Laken, declare that anyone taking advantage of another person upon my lands without consent will be summarily shot and executed, regardless of their rank or gender.’ Or something to that effect.” 
 
    Wiskeria draws in a sharp breath. I see Prost shoot a glance at Lady Rie. Funny, he seems uncertain. 
 
    “That’s a bold statement, sire.” 
 
    “I’d think it would be the least of what you’d expect from me. Have the posters put along the main roads—on those handy totem poles Jelov keeps carving, for instance. Make sure all of my guests see them. Just in case. Oh, and Prost? Add some images.” 
 
    “What? Sire?” 
 
    I’m enjoying myself now. I gesture. 
 
    “Images. You know, illustrations! A bloody headsman’s axe and a few heads lying on the ground, or a body feathered with arrows for emphasis. Be creative. You can have some of the children decorate them if you like. Now. Wiskeria.” 
 
    “Emperor?” 
 
    She’s smiling at me, I can tell. Wiskeria tugs at her pointed hat as I point towards the meeting hall and my throne room. 
 
    “Those two men who keep starting fights. Find them and put them in my throne room to wait for me. Tell them that if they start a fight before I arrive…well, just warn them what might happen.” 
 
    “Yes, Emperor.” 
 
    “Now. Lady Rie.” 
 
    She’s practically vibrating. When I speak her name, she waits a beat as if she didn’t want to cut in and shout at me this entire time. 
 
    “Emperor Laken?” 
 
    “I take it you object to most of what I’ve just said?” 
 
    “Why, what gave you that idea, sire?” 
 
    Her voice is sweet. Too sweet. I turn to face her. 
 
    “I don’t disagree with your choices, Lady Rie. By all means, decorate and find proper utensils to serve our guests. But if we serve them, it will be my way. Riverfarm’s way.” 
 
    “And if the nobility take offense?” 
 
    “Let them. This gathering wasn’t my idea. It was Magnolia Reinhart’s. If it doesn’t have the amenities they’re used to, they can take it up with her. Speaking of which, I’ve decided what they should give me.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    Lady Rie pauses. 
 
    “What would that be, Your Majesty?” 
 
    “Food. They can bring food. Tell them I would like for them to bring as many delicacies as they can carry—not just for themselves, but for my people. They’ll be feeding all of us, so advise them that a pack horse or wagon might be in order.” 
 
    I grin at Lady Rie and wonder if her face has gone pale. Durene laughs out loud in delight. 
 
    “Emperor Laken, are you quite sure? That would hardly be what they expect—although I’m beginning to realize that is quite the point.” 
 
    “Indeed. I don’t want money. I don’t need their charity. That isn’t what an [Emperor] needs. Perhaps a [Lord] might ask for such gifts, but all I need is something to amuse my people. Yes, food—and entertainment. Do they have [Jugglers]? [Bards]? Are there such things as [Actors] in this world or…or [Players]? Tell them to bring those too. And—” 
 
    Memory flares. A bit of a dream. I stop. 
 
    “Pudding.” 
 
    “Pudding?” 
 
    “Yes—pudding. Tell them I’m fond of sweet foods. Have them bring as much of those as possible. And while we’re at it, Durene?” 
 
    “Yes, Laken?” 
 
    “Why don’t we take a break for a bit? Let’s go for a walk in the woods. I’ll be back in an hour, Lady Rie. Let me know if the sky’s fallen when I return.” 
 
    I take Durene’s arm and, smiling, walk away. Lady Rie just stares at my back. I walk off with Durene and laugh for the first time all week. She’s smiling too. 
 
    “Wow. What happened to you, Laken?” 
 
    “I stopped worrying about what other people might say, Durene. Remember? That’s the point. Lady Rie had her heart in the right place, but she did what people wanted her to do. What Magnolia Reinhart wanted her to do. I’m doing what I want to do. Which is walking with you.” 
 
    “Oh. Right! Hey Laken?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    She gives me a quick kiss as a reply. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    It was a nice walk and we stretched it out to two hours. The two hours came from me sitting down to rest my aching feet while Durene offered to carry me. In the end we just sat and talked, which was wonderful. So wonderful that I forgot that the two men were waiting for me in the throne room. When I finally got back and walked in, they jumped. They hadn’t been sitting but standing at opposite sides of the room. I felt slightly bad that I didn’t think to give them chairs, but only slightly. 
 
    “Mister Horst. Mister Wellim.” 
 
    I face both of them. I hear them inhale, uncertain, and I walk past them to sit on my throne. I sit, and the two men shuffle forwards. They wait for me to speak. 
 
    I don’t. The uncomfortable silence stretches out as the two men shift uneasily. Actually, I don’t feel uncomfortable at all. I just sit, sensing them grow more and more nervous with each passing second. At last, one of them musters the courage to open his mouth. Quick as a snake, I raise a finger, and he freezes. 
 
    I wait until he closes his mouth and keep sitting there. The two men stand in place, sweating. I can practically hear their hearts pounding. And I just sit. When I finally open my mouth, I think both of them nearly have heart attacks. 
 
    “Gentlemen. Why are you here?” 
 
    They stir. And look at each other. I sit there, a young man on a throne. Blind, probably half the age of either of the men in front of me. But it’s they who can’t meet my eyes, figuratively or literally. I am blind. And young. But I am an [Emperor]. 
 
    “Emperor Laken, about our, uh—our—our quarrel.” 
 
    One of the men, Mister Horst, begins hoarsely. Again I cut him off. 
 
    “Quarrel, is it? A quarrel is two men fighting. It gets broken up, and both men need a day to heal their bruises. The worst is a broken bone. This is a feud, gentlemen.” 
 
    Silence. I look from man to man, opening my eyes briefly for effect. 
 
    “Both of you claim the other made a mistake which caused the scaffolding to break. What was it, three days ago? Now there are brawls of thirty people or more. What, exactly, is the point?” 
 
    They don’t have an answer. I go on, speaking calmly, shifting my attention to the man on the left. 
 
    “Mister Wellim, I know of you as a [Builder] who made or repaired half the homes in your village. You’re a community figure, and a father of three.” 
 
    He starts. Yes, I asked Prost about all that before walking in here. But it still works. I shift my attention to the man on the right. 
 
    “And you, Mister Horst, are a [Carpenter] respected by everyone I’ve talked to. You’ve been running your own business for twenty years.” 
 
    He hangs his head at this detail, a representation of his hard work over the years. I turn my head to each man. 
 
    “Why are we here? If you, Mister Wellim, were dealing with a fight between two of your apprentices, how would you handle it? By smacking a few heads together? Separating the two? What if they kept fighting? What about you, Mister Horst? Would doing any of that do any good? Why are two of your best workers fighting, anyways? What is the point?” 
 
    I slap the armrest of my throne. Both men jump. After a moment, I sigh. 
 
    “No one can rule who caused the problem. Both of you were there, and both of you claim the opposite thing happened. You come to me as if expecting me to know the truth. Well, I wasn’t there, and I’m no god. But again, I have to ask, why do I need to be here? Correct me if I’m wrong, but shouldn’t we be building houses right now?” 
 
    Neither man speaks, but I get the slightest nod from Horst. I go on. 
 
    “Construction is dangerous. Or so I’ve heard. If there’s an issue of one person not paying attention, that’s a problem. If it happens again and there are witnesses, there may be need for punishment—or maybe not. Accidents happen. But this feud has already seen violence. If someone dies from all this hatred and anger, who will be to blame? You, Mister Horst? Or you, Mister Wellim? If someone dies, I rather think it would be my fault.” 
 
    They both look up sharply. I nod. 
 
    “I am an [Emperor]. This is my domain. Shouldn’t the blame fall to me? If things get worse—only they won’t get worse. Because we will sort this out. One of you made a mistake, or neither of you did. Either way, it’s a matter between you two, not two villages. We are working together here, all of us. We are all part of this—this nation. And I expect you to remember that.” 
 
    A beat. For a second I open my eyes again and hold their gazes. Then I close my eyes. It’s hard not to blink. I should probably exercise my eyelids, but what’s the point? 
 
    “You’re not children. If you want to hold a grudge, hold it. If you know you’re right, watch the other man until he makes a mistake again and point it out for all to see. But the feuding ends now, as does the gossiping and sabotaging each other. You don’t have to like one another. In fact, if you want to start a fight, now would be a good time. I’ll turn my head if you don’t want me to watch.” 
 
    I smile at that and turn my head sideways. I can sense the two men looking at each other. Then one of them clears his throat. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later I walk out of the throne room as Horst and Wellim walk out. They’re not holding hands, but they’re talking to each other like people, even managing to smile. I find Prost waiting for me. 
 
    “I think we’ve come to an understanding, Mister Prost.” 
 
    “Good, Emperor Laken. Whose fault was it?” 
 
    “Rot in the timber, perhaps. A bad nail. Bad lighting. I think we’ll stop building at night. It’s efficient, but both Mister Horst and Wellim agree that night work leads to mistakes.” 
 
    “Very good, Your Majesty.” 
 
    Prost eyes the two men walking off. He turns his head to me, and I sense a knowingness in his gaze. 
 
    “Did they brawl?” 
 
    “Not as such. They might throw a punch at each other while working, but I expect that will only be if one drops a piece of timber on the other man’s toe. They’re not friends, but they’re quite reasonable people when they get down to it.” 
 
    My [Steward] nods, and I nod too. 
 
    “Only, you knew that, didn’t you Mister Prost? All of the times you broke the fights up and told them to work it out—or hinted to me that I should intervene—was to get me to do what I just did, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “Why would you say that, Emperor Laken?” 
 
    Prost bashfully looks the other way. I smile. 
 
    “A [Farmer] probably learns more than one or two tricks over the course of his life. A father likewise. Tell me, why didn’t you deal with it yourself?” 
 
    “I couldn’t do it, Your Majesty. Both men, well, they’re proud men and not keen to listen to a new [Steward]. An [Emperor], on the other hand…” 
 
    “Young as I am?” 
 
    “You saved their villages and drove the Goblins off. I don’t think either of them thought of your age while you were sitting on that throne, sire.” 
 
    I shake my head. 
 
    “All I did was ask them to settle things like adults, Mister Prost. It could have backfired or not worked at all. I didn’t know if what I was doing was the right thing. I just guessed.” 
 
    “But it did work, Your Majesty?” 
 
    I nod. Prost smiles. 
 
    “Then it was the right thing to do.” 
 
    “Yes, but what if it’s the wrong thing next time?” 
 
    He just shrugs at me. Prost speculatively looks across the village as the sun begins to set in the sky. 
 
    “Maybe it wouldn’t work any other day, and maybe it won’t work again. But it did work this time and that means what you did was the right thing, even if you didn’t know it was the right thing you were doing. And most of all, because it was you, Emperor Laken who did it, it was the right thing to do. Because [Emperors] don’t make mistakes.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because they’re [Emperors], sire.” 
 
    “What if I made a mistake?” 
 
    “Then I’d suppose you weren’t acting much like an [Emperor] in that moment, sire. Or maybe it wasn’t your fault because things went wrong for no reason. Maybe it couldn’t be helped, and it would’ve happened that way anyways. But [Emperors] don’t make mistakes because they know what they’re doing. Otherwise, why would they be [Emperors]?” 
 
    I frown as I mull over his convoluted statement. 
 
    “That’s circular logic, Mister Prost.” 
 
    He pauses and then shrugs again. 
 
    “It may be circular, but I rather like it, sire. And it works. ” 
 
    I laugh. 
 
    “Good enough. Now, how’s Lady Rie doing?” 
 
    “Chomping at the bit, begging your pardon, sire. But she’s doing a good job, and now that there’s no need to worry about food—or a building—she’s got us figuring out seating arrangements and the like.” 
 
    “Much more manageable?” 
 
    “Much.” 
 
    We walk together, and for the first time, I realize that Prost might not be in awe of Lady Rie as much as I was. 
 
    “I feel rather foolish, Mister Prost.” 
 
    “Do you, Your Majesty? I think you did a good job today. It was a hard decision.” 
 
    “But one I should have made, not anyone else. We wasted a lot of coin and time dancing to Lady Magnolia’s tune.” 
 
    “I expect the drapes and other things will make the great hall that much better anyways. And silverware’s good for entertaining folk, sire. It’s an investment for the future.” 
 
    “Were you always so optimistic, Prost?” 
 
    “No, Your Majesty. Not as smart, either. But I’ve changed a lot over the last few weeks. Done a lot of thinking ever since a young man pulled my son out of the snow.” 
 
    “Huh. Well, I hope I won’t make this particular mistake again. Mister Prost?” 
 
    “Emperor?” 
 
    “Let’s get to it.” 
 
    He smiles. 
 
    “Yes, sire.” 
 
    We walk back to work. Work being whatever I care to focus on. Lady Rie has her ideas, and I’m inclined to follow them. When I don’t have anything better in mind. 
 
    It’s a silly lesson I learned today. Relearned, rather. I don’t know what I’m doing. I feel like that all the time. But I do know something more important: no one else knows what they’re doing, either. And so I’ve got to make the decisions, even if I’m wrong. Even if they’re the wrong ones. 
 
    Because I’m an [Emperor]. 
 
    Hm. I feel like I finally understand. All the little pieces are coming together. If I add all the fragments up, that nonsense dream I’ve been having, then—I have an idea. Or rather, I had an idea. I’m just a few days ahead of myself. 
 
      
 
    Day 95 
 
      
 
    “Shut up! Hey! Hey, remember to tell them to bring lots of sweets!” 
 
    “And pudding!” 
 
      
 
    Aha! I wake up with a smile. So that’s what it was all about! I stretch, walk out of my cottage after spending a leisurely breakfast with Durene and find Prost in good spirits. 
 
    “Emperor, we’ve got two more houses built, and I reckon we can get another field sown today if we push it.” 
 
    “Excellent, Mister Prost! Any trouble from Mister Horst and Mister Wellim?” 
 
    “Not that I know of, sire. They’ve been working well. Not on the same team, but they go to each other’s sites and shout insults at each other. In a good way.” 
 
    “As opposed to a bad way?” 
 
    “It’s more like competition than it is anger, Your Majesty.” 
 
    “I’ll take that, then. Lady Rie?” 
 
    She bows her head, slightly…sullenly? She’s still not happy about my changes, but she’s working within my design, and she’s stopped touching my arm. 
 
    “We have the clearing set up. I’ve taken the liberty of setting a few braziers up. I think [Light] spells would be more appropriate given the warmer weather, though.” 
 
    I nod. 
 
    “Good, we might actually do this. Now, I know we’re expecting the nobles to bring food, but have a few of our [Cooks] see me within the hour. I want some of Riverfarm’s and the local dishes on display, and a lot of sweet foods.” 
 
    I turn to Prost as Wiskeria rides into the village, her [Hunters] carrying a dead buck between them. I wonder if a [Witch] has any party tricks? What am I saying? I wonder if she’ll agree to perform a few. I’d rather like to see her turn someone into a frog. 
 
    “I’ll also need some dry corn for an experiment, Mister Prost—we’ll make popcorn and a few other dishes from home. How good are your sausages, by any chance? Do we have any fresh pork sausages, or could we make some?” 
 
    “Sausages, sire? Let me find you a selection…” 
 
    Back to work. Only this time it feels right. Uncertain, but right. 
 
      
 
    Day 96 
 
      
 
    “And pudding! Sweets and pudding, okay? Remember!” 
 
    “Quick, let’s go! Before—” 
 
      
 
    Yes, yes. I rise and feel a hum of anticipation in the village. Lady Rie’s pacing nervously before I have a chance to meet with her. 
 
    “I’m just not sure we have enough entertainment, Emperor Laken, I don’t know how long you expect us to be occupied with trebuchets, but at some point we will be out of diversions!” 
 
    I smile at her, noticing for the first time how stressed she sounds. I wonder how much strain she’s been feeling? I feel great, incidentally. 
 
    “We’ll make do, Lady Rie. Mingling and conversation will suffice if we have nothing else at the time.” 
 
    “Conversation? If you say so, Your Majesty. And will you tell me at last what the other seats are for? You aren’t intending to seat more of the villagers with the nobility, are you? Your Mossbear, perhaps?” 
 
    Apparently, Lady Rie also gets sarcastic when she’s peeved. I like that—it’s more honest of her. 
 
    “Trust, Lady Rie. We may have some unexpected guests. Or not. Now, let’s go over my actual conversation topics one more time. Tell me about trade goods coming from the south. You say it’s rare for Drakes to sell their goods past Liscor? What items are in high demand around here, and what role did Riverfarm and the local villages fulfill up till this point?” 
 
    She sighs but proceeds to lecture me at length. I wish I could take notes, but my stupid phone is completely dead. I hope I can get it fixed soon. Didn’t Ryoka say that a [Repair] spell charges it up? How come no one in my entire empire can cast the spell? 
 
    I wonder how you recruit mages? Reel them in with promises of free room and board? Spellbook on a fishing line? Maybe Wiskeria knows some people. Heck, maybe she’s part of a coven. 
 
    One day left. And as I sleep, it all falls into place. 
 
      
 
    Day 97 
 
      
 
    “Is it time yet?” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “I think we’re early. We shouldn’t be here!” 
 
    “We’ll get in trouble!” 
 
    “Let’s go, hurry!” 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    “Shh! We’re not supposed to be heard!” 
 
    “Shut up! Hey! Hey, remember to tell them to bring lots of sweets!” 
 
    “And pudding!” 
 
    “And pudding! Sweets and pudding, okay? Remember!” 
 
    “Quick, let’s go! Before—” 
 
      
 
    This is what I dreamt, over a week ago. The voices stir and echo around me, not quite here, but not quite in my mind either. They’re…like real memories, if that makes sense. Memory that becomes reality as you remember it? There’s just one thing missing from the conversation, one little clue. 
 
    Today as I wake up, I feel the village come alive. I eat breakfast with Durene, smiling at her as she paces around nervously. 
 
    “Are you sure it’ll be okay, Laken? What if they get angry? Maybe I should wear a helmet! Or a hat!” 
 
    “I hate hats. Durene, it’ll be fine. Besides, your suit looks quite nice.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t know! You can’t see!” 
 
    I laugh. Durene’s been dressed for today, against Lady Rie’s objections. She decided a dress did not suit her and instead wore a suit—at my suggestion. If women can wear pants and suits, why not Durene? And apparently she cuts a rather bold figure with the cloth my [Tailors] had labored over. 
 
    “It’ll go well with my clothing, Durene. I’ve got enough cloth for a dress. We can say we switched roles for the banquet.” 
 
    “Laken!” 
 
    I’m not wearing a dress but robes that are quite long and showy. All the better to give me some additional gravitas, according to Lady Rie. She tried to get me to wear lace, and I refused. This was the best compromise we could come up with. I’d rather walk around naked than wear a suit with more lace than fabric. 
 
    “Looks like Lady Rie’s already pacing outside of the cottage. Prost’s here too. I thought the nobility were supposed to arrive this evening?” 
 
    “Maybe they’re early?” 
 
    “Not as far as I know. Pass me a fried potato, will you Durene? No, Frostwing, that’s not for you. Stop pooping so loudly, please? I’m trying to eat.” 
 
    This is how it goes. I go outside, tell a joke, and only Durene giggles. Gamel’s too uptight with his suit, Prost is distracted tugging at his, and Lady Rie’s far too high strung. Wiskeria just doesn’t like my sense of humor. 
 
    No one arrives in the morning, although we had prepared for a few early guests. Apparently I’m so intimidating the entire group of nobles is arriving together. Or maybe that’s due to the presence of Magnolia’s servant, Sacra, and the famous Lady Bethal Walchaís. I sense a rather large caravan of people headed this way just after breakfast, and Beniar’s riders report the nobles are coming in a train. 
 
    “A rather large group. They may arrive an hour late. I don’t think they were expecting to carry quite so much on the trip here.” 
 
    Lady Rie stares accusingly at me. I just smile. 
 
    “And their escort?” 
 
    “Light for a group of nobles travelling. I counted sixty armed guards.” 
 
    “So two per noble? A bit less? That is trusting. If they’re staying the night, they can sleep in the houses for the nobles or outside. It shouldn’t rain today.” 
 
    “I doubt they’ll stay the night. And I’m surprised Lady Bethal isn’t travelling by magical carriage. Apparently Magnolia Reinhart lends it to all her closest friends. I wonder if it’s broken?” 
 
    “Magical carriages? Hold on, explain that to me? Someone?” 
 
    The day wears on. I try not to let my nerves get the better of me. I have a plan. It’s not a good one, and it’s based on guesswork and a dream I had. But it’s all I’ve got. As evening wears into dusk, the first nobles ride into Riverfarm, a group of laughing young [Lords] and [Ladies] and their retainers. They freeze the instant they see me. 
 
    “Lord Andres, Lady Cimeca, Lord Pattin, welcome to Riverfarm!” 
 
    Lady Rie calls out more names as the mounted nobility draw back, staring at me in alarm and awe. I smile and gently let Frostwing flap her wings. Beneath me, my mount shifts and growls, making the nobles’ horses back away skittishly. 
 
    That’s right, I’m riding Bismarck, my Mossbear. If you’ve got a Mossbear and you don’t ride it to meet people, what kind of [Emperor] are you? Durene stands by my side, practically vibrating with nerves. I try not to show anyone that my legs are trembling as they hug Bismarck’s sides. 
 
    A flurry. A torrent of bodies. Rich men and women dressed in finery, armored warriors—I can only rely on Wiskeria and Durene’s whispered explanations. Their voices sound like any other, perhaps a touch more refined and breathy—the nobles ride up to me on their horses while I let Bismarck snuffle at them. And then I hear a voice I recognize. 
 
    “Emperor Laken, I bring you greetings on behalf of Lady Magnolia Reinhart, who apologizes for the inconvenience of this small gathering.” 
 
    “Odveig. Or would you prefer to be called Sacra?” 
 
    “Either is fine.” 
 
    I turn my head to the [Maid] standing and facing me without a trace of fear. I can sense Wiskeria tensing beside me, but Sacra pays her no notice as she bows and introduces the last of my guests. I smell a floral perfume and hear a light voice. 
 
    “My, is that a Mossbear? Thomast, look! How exciting! Do you think I could ride it?” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Emperor Laken, may I present Lady Bethal Walchaís and Sir Thomast?” 
 
    The man and woman step forwards. I get nothing from my image of them in my head. Lady Bethal is wearing a dress and Thomast some kind of doublet. They’re attired much like the others I suppose—my [Emperor] senses don’t extend to color or detail well. But the two do have a kind of…presence in my mind. 
 
    Lady Bethal feels like a rose, or a bush covered in thorns. As if I could walk into her and be stung. It’s an aura about her, and Sir Thomast—just seems too poised. He stands as if he could leap into action at any moment, and there’s a grace about his movements that makes me think he knows how to handle the rapier at his side. Both bow to me, and Lady Bethal’s first words after her greeting are about Bismarck. 
 
    “Is he tamed, Your Majesty? I had heard there was an [Emperor] who commanded the hearts of both beasts and men, but until Magnolia told me about you, I was quite under the impression that it was all rumor! Oh, but do forgive me—I do forget myself. Thomast, why don’t you ever stop me?” 
 
    The [Chevalier] says nothing. I get the feeling he’s staring at me, not at Durene, for all Bethal is now gushing over Durene’s suit and greeting Lady Rie. From the way Rie goes stiff and quiet, I get the feeling that Lady Bethal’s spiky aura isn’t for show. 
 
    Big players. Large fish in small ponds, or however the saying goes. Bethal strikes me as a shark, though. The nobles wait for me as I finish greeting Lady Bethal. They’ve already spotted the clearing filled with food that their servants are busily unloading, and I think their mood is—intrigued. Some of them appear dismayed from the way they shift and lean closer to talk to each other, but I’ve made an impression. 
 
    So here’s how it ends. I raise my hand and make a small speech in the silence as every eye falls to me. As the light fades, I quell the butterflies in my chest. Is this the right thing to do? Is this the right thing to say? I’m an [Emperor]. It better be. 
 
    “[Lords] and [Ladies] of Izril, I greet you. I am Laken Godart.” 
 
    They stir as I don’t give myself any titles. I could have proclaimed myself ruler of the Unseen Empire, or any number of things, but I’m here to make friends, not scare them. I go on. 
 
    “I am aware that you are here at Lady Magnolia Reinhart’s request. I was unaware of this gathering until she arranged it in my honor, and I am grateful for her aid in doing so. For your enjoyment, my people have created a small setting in which we may mingle and talk. I look forwards to meeting each one of you in person. But before that—” 
 
    My heart skips a beat in my chest. Here it is. 
 
    “—But before that, I believe there are a few more guests I have yet to invite.” 
 
    Murmurs. I see heads turning and Thomast tense ever so slightly beside his wife. I ignore the confused nobility and tilt my head back. 
 
    “I greet the nobility of this land before me. I offer them the warmth of my hearths and the bounty of my lands. I would be remiss if I did not extend the same invitation to my own vassals.” 
 
    I look up towards the sky. Please be there. Please don’t be a dream. 
 
    “My lords and ladies of the court? I invite you to share this banquet at your discretion. My lands are open to all those of my empire on this day. Come, if thou would.” 
 
    I offer a hand up towards the heavens. And wait. There’s only silence. After a moment, a long moment in which I curse and wonder what the hell I should do next, I lower my hand. The silence around me is broken by a low voice muttering out of the group of nobles. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    I hear a titter and someone shushing the speaker. I turn, keeping my face calm, not letting blood rush to my cheeks. It was a long shot. A perhaps. And I am an [Emperor]. So I keep up the charade, as I turn to look at my [Steward]. 
 
    “Mister Prost? We may have visitors this night. Keep a place at the tables open should guests arrive. Now, I believe we are ready to be seated?” 
 
    “Of course, Your Majesty.” 
 
    Prost breaks the silence by gesturing. The young men and women of my empire, dressed in fine clothing, step forwards and quite elegantly lead the nobles to the tables. I dismount Bismarck and do the same, pointedly standing. It’s going to be a standing dinner, a time to chat. Less formal, which means less risk of me making a mistake. I turn my head to the buffet and try to remember my lines. Thank Magnolia for her hospitality again? No, wait, maybe I should talk about the Goblins— 
 
    I freeze as I hear a giggle. It’s a soft sound, but it cuts through the quiet murmuring like a bell ringing in a snowstorm. The sound is bright and cheerful and makes every head turn in confusion. I feel my heart beating faster. 
 
    The giggling stops abruptly. But the air is suddenly warmer, and the sky brighter. The clearing illuminated by braziers and mage light warms, and it feels as though everything is lit by a subtle glow. I feel the wind blow strong for a second and smell wet earth, flowers, the smell of nectar, growing grass— 
 
    Spring. 
 
    Oh, that’s what I was missing. I hear the voices overhead, crystal clear at last. Unearthly voices, voices that rustle and leap with life, the voices made of magic. 
 
      
 
    “Is it time yet?” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “I think we’re early. We shouldn’t be here!” 
 
    “We’ll get in trouble!” 
 
    “Let’s go, hurry!” 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    “Shh! We’re not supposed to be heard!” 
 
    “Shut up! Hey! Hey, remember to tell them to bring lots of sweets!” 
 
    “And pudding!” 
 
    “And pudding! Sweets and pudding, okay? Remember!” 
 
    “Quick, let’s go! Before—” 
 
      
 
    A clamor of quick voices, arguing, talking rapidly and urgently. And then an authoritative voice, singing out above them all. 
 
      
 
    “Too late! It’s time!” 
 
      
 
    I hear laughter. And I look up and smile. The skies open. The nobles gape. Durene looks up and gasps. Lady Rie nearly swallows her tongue. I just laugh as the wind blows, and they step downwards, step out of the forests, dance into the meadow. Of course, why would they be cold and frozen in the spring? I sense one of them as they wink and blow me a kiss. They bow, mockingly, and I shake my head. 
 
    “Took you long enough.” 
 
      
 
    “Same to you!” 
 
      
 
    And then my banquet really begins as they descend, bringing spring and chaos in their wake. The tricksters, the harbingers of spring and snow. The beings of myth and magic. The Fair Folk. 
 
    The fae. 

  

 
   
    5.11 E 
 
      
 
    “What a pathetic little province. Aunt, are you sure an [Emperor] lives here of all places?” 
 
    Lord Rael of Veniford twisted in his saddle to speak to the older lady riding next to him. He stared down the dirt road, at the shabby signpost at the crossroads and the houses in the distance. He could see small shapes working as the evening light turned the world orange. Peasants building more houses, by the looks of it. He wrinkled his nose in distaste. 
 
    The woman riding next to him gave Rael a sharp look. Like him, she was dressed in fine riding clothes, attired as befit her station. Her dress was impeccable, but it stung Lord Rael’s pride that it was the same dress she’d owned a year ago. His family, the Venifords, could not afford to dress in the latest fashions, so they repaired their clothing rather than replace them at year’s end. Rael was acutely aware of the stitching down the left side of his pant leg—practically unnoticeable, unless you cared for good cloth. 
 
    And it was presumable that everyone in the small procession cared about such matters. They were all members of the nobility of Izril. The Human nobility, that was. Rael wouldn’t have ridden with a Drake—if they did know how to ride at all—for any amount of money. He was a [Lord], an owner of a large province of land bordering Invrisil. Unfortunately, said land was not nearly as profitable as, say, Lady Magnolia Reinhart’s holdings, and their family had fallen on harder times since his birth. 
 
    If the Venifords had one treasure, it was their matriarch and Rael’s aunt, Lady Bevia Veniford. She was an old warhammer of a woman in Rael’s opinion. She’d survived two husbands and both Antinium Wars, and she was a high-level [Lady], adept at social graces. Her ties had brought income to Veniford in the form of trade and so on, but it made Rael angry thinking of how his aunt lowered herself to make deals with [Merchants]. 
 
    He had been raised to be proud of his class by his father, Lord Willam Veniford, until his demise during a hunting session at the horn of an angry Corusdeer. It was just another item in the litany of Veniford’s woes. And this—being forced to attend a social gathering in the middle of nowhere at Lady Magnolia Reinhart’s request—was just another injustice Rael intended to correct when he assumed control of the family. Unfortunately, his indignation did not seem to impress his aunt. She leaned over and quietly spoke in a cutting tone. 
 
    “You will keep your remarks to yourself, Rael. We are in the lands of Emperor Laken, and while we are here, you will behave properly, or I will put you over my saddle and spank you myself.” 
 
    Rael jerked, and his cheeks flamed. His head swiveled quickly, but none of the other riders were close enough to have heard. He glared at his aunt. 
 
    “This is beneath us! We are nobility—why is there no escort? And look at that village! It can’t hold more than a thousand peasants!” 
 
    “It can. Riverfarm has expanded of late. And they are putting up new houses quite quickly. I had heard they were in the middle of rebuilding not a week ago, with barely more than half a dozen homes standing. There must be four times as many houses. Quite impressive of this young [Emperor].” 
 
    Lady Bevia straightened in her saddle, giving the town an appraising look. Rael fumed, trying to see what she did in this rundown countryside. Bevia shook her head slightly as she regarded her nephew with disapproval. 
 
    “You have too much of your father in you, Rael. Look beyond appearances. Lady Reinhart herself has taken the time to organize this gathering—at a time when the Goblin Lord is marching through her lands! This [Emperor] is the first of his kind to appear on Izril in over a thousand years.” 
 
    “He might not be a true [Emperor]. Why would one appear here?” 
 
    Rael muttered sulkily as he brushed at his hair. It was wet, conditioned with an [Alchemist]’s tonic he’d bought at half-price while in Invrisil a month ago. It felt too slick—perhaps the mixture was going bad? He cursed to himself as he impatiently adjusted his posture on his mare. He should have been riding a stallion at the head of this band of nobles! 
 
    Laughter came from the fore of their procession. Rael scowled at the young [Lords] and [Ladies] pressing their mounts ahead. Not everyone invited to the gathering was as old and tiresome as his aunt. A number of young nobles had come with their families. Rael itched to join them, but he was worried about his hair. And the stitches on his pant leg. He tried to tell himself that no one would care. 
 
    Bevia eyed Rael as she drew her mount around a fresh pile of horse dung dropped by a rider in front. She cast her eyes back to the wagons filled with foods following their group at a good pace. 
 
    “I do not believe Magnolia Reinhart would make mistakes. Nor do I believe Lady Rie Valerund would pledge her loyalty to a charlatan. This Laken Godart is an [Emperor], I have no doubt. So if he appears before us in rags, you will bow and address him with respect.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t be surprised.” 
 
    Rael grumbled. Bevia sighed through her nose. 
 
    “Rael, you are beginning to test my patience. I brought you on this outing because Lady Magnolia requested I bring you, and I agreed against my better judgment.” 
 
    “Lady Magnolia asked for me specifically?” 
 
    Rael’s heart jumped in his chest. Bevia shook her head. 
 
    “She had a list. Do not let it get to your head. Now, if you wish to ride with the younger men and women, do not let me stop you. But remember—respect. Hold your tongue, Rael.” 
 
    She raised a finger. Rael nodded absently. Magnolia Reinhart knew his name! He kicked his mare forwards eagerly, riding past the other older nobles. 
 
    “Rael! It’s about time! What, were you going to hang back with your aunt until we got to the village?” 
 
    A young man called out as Rael trotted his mount forwards. Lord Andres of Lelk turned his stallion and rode back as Rael slowed. A group of six young nobles turned to him and Rael recognized all of them. Three were young men and three young women. They were all local nobles, none from exceptionally large houses. Of the six, Lord Andres probably had the wealthiest lands, although Lady Cimeca of House Tellis probably had more holdings. 
 
    Rael would have been placed at the lower rung in terms of both wealth and size of his lands, right above Lord Pattin of Vaunt. Rael was glad to see him and smiled arrogantly at Pattin. The young [Lordling] was heir to a small city and a few villages that produced cheese and little else. 
 
    “I decided to keep my aunt company. She’s getting on in years, and I didn’t want to abandon her until I was certain she could do without me, Andres. Cimeca, you look well.” 
 
    Andres laughed as the young woman with red hair turned her head to look back at him. Rael’s heart skipped a beat as Cimeca politely smiled his way. He urged his mare forwards, and he was soon part of the group. The young nobles laughed as their older counterparts hung back, talking quietly. Soon, Rael was repeating his comments about the landscape to the laughing crowd, heedless of his aunt’s warnings. 
 
    “Aye, it’s a poor province. Riverfarm and the surrounding area earn a pittance compared to lands managed by proper [Lords]. I heard all of this was once Valerund land until the family lost all of its members during the Second Antinium War.” 
 
    Andres nodded around the countryside, shaking his head at evidence of unused cropland long abandoned. Rael nodded, but Lord Pattin cut in. 
 
    “First Antinium War, actually, Andres.” 
 
    “What? The Antinium didn’t invade our lands during the First Antinium War! Pattin, are you sure?” 
 
    Haviet Meliope turned her head, her emerald earrings sparkling as she looked at Pattin. She was dressed well, although she was no beauty in Rael’s eyes. Still, her clothing was a far cry from Pattin’s worn riding clothes and sad mare. Pattin nodded, undeterred by her skepticism and his poor fortunes. He twisted a ring on his finger as he talked absently. 
 
    “We were never invaded, it’s true, but Lord Quail Valerund was one of the first to pledge his forces to Lady Magnolia when she led our armies to fight the Antinium at Liscor. He perished in the battle—one of the only nobles who fell. He was Lady Rie’s grandfather, and a powerful [Lord]—he was succeeded by his daughter and her husband, of course, but the loss of such a high-level [Lord] hurt the family, and they never quite recovered. Then, of course, the Second Antinium War happened, and they lost control of almost all the rest of their lands along with their garrisons. That was why Riverfarm and the surrounding areas are so poor—” 
 
    “Argh, enough talk of history!” 
 
    Rael burst out, annoyed by Pattin’s lecturing tone. He spurred his mare, and his horse trotted forwards a few steps as Rael raised his voice. 
 
    “No one cares why this place is so poor, Pattin. But why an [Emperor] of all people would deign to live here is beyond me. I wouldn’t let a Drake [Lord] live here—if they’d ever come out of hiding behind their Walled Cities, that is!” 
 
    He smirked as one of the young women laughed and Andres chuckled. However, Haviet smiled nastily at Rael. She and he had hated each other ever since he’d made an ill-advised comment about her appearance to a few of his male friends a year back. She’d heard and never forgiven him for it. 
 
    “I wouldn’t speak so loudly, Rael. If your aunt Bevia hears of it, she’ll put you over the saddle right here and now.” 
 
    Rael turned beet red as Andres, Pattin, and Oswalt howled with laughter. The other ladies laughed too. He glared at her. 
 
    “How did—” 
 
    “Haviet just learned the [Long Ear] Skill, Rael. Haven’t you heard?” 
 
    Andres grinned as the others kept chuckling. Haviet smiled at Rael, and he glared at her. He was a low-level [Lord], as was she and the rest of their company. He didn’t know their exact levels, but they couldn’t be much higher than he was, a Level 13 [Lord] and Level 4 [Warrior]. He glared at Haviet and came up with the most cutting response he could. 
 
    “[Long Ears], eh? Well, it can’t hurt Haviet’s looks even if she started looking like a half-Elf. Who knows? It might even be an improvement!” 
 
    His words made Haviet flush beet red and provoked another laugh from Oswalt and an unwilling one from Andres. Pattin didn’t laugh though, giving Rael a troubled glance. Rael cared not one whit for his opinion. Cimeca gave him a frosty look, however, which wasn’t part of his plan. 
 
    “I think any Skill is to be commended, Lord Rael. Besides which, Emperor Laken Godart has invited us into his domain and that merits a certain degree of respect from all of us.” 
 
    She swept her gaze past Andres and Oswalt who immediately stopped laughing and cleared their throats awkwardly. Rael turned his head away, face flushed with anger and shame. After a pause in which all seven nobles trotted forwards, it was Oswalt who spoke. 
 
    “I say, there are a number of nobles I don’t quite recognize. I know all of our families, but who’s the woman riding with that man in the doublet with the rapier behind us? Is he her bodyguard, or is she single?” 
 
    He nodded covertly, and everyone turned in their saddle to look. Ellia Cantras, third daughter of the Cantras family, known for their beekeeping, peach orchards, and small population of [Mages], glared at Oswalt. She and he had been in an unofficial relationship for two years until it came out that Oswalt had been cheating on her with local peasant girls and visiting brothels. 
 
    “That’s Lady Bethal Walchaís, Oswalt. And if you have half a brain, you’ll keep away from her if you don’t want her husband to run you through. Sir Thomast is a [Chevalier] and ten times better with a rapier than anyone here.” 
 
    All the young men turned to stare at Sir Thomast. Andres whistled. 
 
    “That’s him? I thought he’d be bigger! And that’s Lady Bethal? I heard she’s a firebrand.” 
 
    “In bed or out of it?” 
 
    Haviet and Ellia rolled their eyes at Oswalt’s joke. Cimeca frowned. 
 
    “Don’t offend her, whatever you do, Oswalt. And don’t touch her without her consent.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because you could lose your hand.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Rael stared at Cimeca. She hesitated and lowered her voice. The other nobles moved their horses closer to hear. 
 
    “She’s got a Skill that makes anyone who raises a hand against her suffer. She learned it during the Second Antinium War. The rumor is that she provoked Lord Elmha at a ball six years ago, and he slapped her. Apparently, he tore half the flesh off his hand and that was before Lady Bethal demanded he duel her husband for the insult. Lord Elmha took three cuts to his right shoulder and apparently hasn’t been able to move his arm or hand since.” 
 
    Andres shuddered, and Rael found himself glancing backward in alarm. That was Lady Bethal? He knew she was a very influential [Lady] with a powerful estate, but that? Lady Bethal was laughing as she turned in her saddle to talk to Bevia, who’d ridden up behind them. 
 
    “You’re quite lucky, Rael.” 
 
    Pattin was the first to break the thoughtful silence. Rael jumped and stared at him. 
 
    “How?” 
 
    The impoverished young lord gestured to his aunt. 
 
    “Lady Bevia is quite good at making deals. She’s made connections with everyone in this party except Lady Bethal, and if anyone might negotiate a favorable deal with this Emperor, it’s her. I don’t expect Vaunt to come away with much, but if Laken Godart is offering anything, I’m sure Lady Bevia will secure a piece of it.” 
 
    Andres sighed. 
 
    “If he has anything to offer. I still don’t know why Magnolia Reinhart herself went to the trouble of arranging the meeting. I’m just here for the outing, but I’ll be damned if I know why my father sent both me and my elder sister all the way here at her request. Why would she want to help him?” 
 
    Oswalt snorted. 
 
    “Why not? He’s an [Emperor], and she’s the highest-level [Lady] in the realm.” 
 
    “That’s not a good reason! She’s hardly pledged herself to him. And this isn’t exactly helpful—it could be a ploy to embarrass him, my mother says.” 
 
    Haviet leaned forwards. Andres rolled his eyes. 
 
    “With a social gathering?” 
 
    “If his village really is poor—” 
 
    “I thought he owned the lands around here? Anyone know if he owns the local cities?” 
 
    “I don’t know much. Only that he calls himself ruler of the Unseen Empire.” 
 
    “Unseen?” 
 
    “He’s blind.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Rael turned to stare at Haviet. She nodded. 
 
    “Hadn’t you heard? He’s blind, but apparently he sees everything. Somehow. Don’t ask me, but apparently his army has slain every Goblin, [Bandit], and monster in the area for the last few months! The roads are completely safe, which is why my father wants a trade deal with him.” 
 
    Andres leaned forwards conspiratorially. 
 
    “I also hear he commands beasts. He’s got a half-Giant for a bodyguard and a [Witch] for a [General].” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes, and—get this—he’s also able to protect his people from harm. He can magically sense when they’re in danger.” 
 
    “That has to be false. Unless there’s really a Skill like that?” 
 
    “I’m just reporting on what’s said! But apparently there’s a rumor that when he first appeared, he went to Invrisil and bought supplies for his village with gems and gold! People say he’s an exile from Chandrar—” 
 
    “I heard it was Terandria!” 
 
    “Terandria? Are you mad? They don’t have [Emperors] there. Unless he’s of some old lineage.” 
 
    “Hey, what’s that? Someone’s coming this way!” 
 
    The noisy gossip broke off as Lady Ellia pointed. Rael looked ahead and saw a group of mounted warriors galloping towards them. He stared in fascination as they slowed, and then jerked in surprise as the mounted [Guards] and [Warriors] escorting the party moved forwards, protectively encircling the young nobles. Rael gripped at his new longsword, irritated. He wanted to declare that he could handle himself, but he never got the chance. 
 
    Cimeca stared as the lead rider approached the group. The head of the [Guards] rode forwards to meet them, and they conversed. The rider nodded and then kicked his mount forwards. Rael stared at him in appreciation. He was wearing heavy mail armor, and his horse was covered in scale barding. He looked like a seasoned veteran, and the [Guard Captain] was clearly wary of him. 
 
    “My Lords and Ladies of Izril, I am Beniar, a [Cataphract] and [Captain] in service to His Majesty, Laken Godart. I have been tasked with escorting you safely through his lands. I bear you my liege’s compliments and his gratitude for your long journey.” 
 
    Beniar bowed in his saddle to the older nobles and then flashed the young women a smile that made Haviet and Ellia blush and fan at their faces. Rael saw Cimeca’s cheeks were slightly red as well and scowled at Beniar. There was a pause as the nobles conferred, then Bevia raised her voice. 
 
    “Sir Beniar, we are grateful for your escort. We eagerly await meeting His Majesty soon. Tell me, are we close to Riverfarm?” 
 
    “Indeed, my lady. We are less than an hour’s ride away.” 
 
    Beniar bowed again, and the procession, heartened by the news, began moving again. Beniar and his escort fell in line with the nobles and their guards. Soon he was the center of attention as nobles—not just the young women—surrounded him. Rael had to grudgingly admit that Beniar was a good emissary. Not only was he a former Silver-rank adventurer, but he was a [Cataphract], a class unknown to everyone in the group. Rael tried not to be impressed as Beniar described fighting for Laken Godart against Hobgoblins. 
 
    “You said the village is just up ahead? Can we ride to it safely? I’d bet my mount could give yours a run for its money with or without armor!” 
 
    Andres looked eager to race his horse against Beniar. The former adventurer only smiled politely. 
 
    “It is up ahead. I’m afraid I must stay with the procession, but if you wish to go ahead, feel free. My Emperor has assured me the roads are clear.” 
 
    “And does that mean they are?” 
 
    Rael challenged Beniar and was infuriated when the other young man chuckled in reply. 
 
    “If Emperor Laken says the roads are safe, then they undoubtedly are, Lord Rael. Nothing moves in or enters his domain without his knowledge.” 
 
    There was an impressed pause as everyone considered Beniar’s words. Rael considered scoffing, but he didn’t quite dare. Andres laughed at last. 
 
    “Good enough for me! Anyone coming? Pattin? Andres? Cimeca?” 
 
    “I’ll go.” 
 
    “And I!” 
 
    The young nobles hurriedly chimed in, all save for Emile and Haviet who were asking Beniar about a scar on his cheek. The five nobles raced ahead, laughing, and Rael spurred his mare hard, trying to catch Andres’ stallion. He lost, much to his disgust. Though he managed to make his mare beat Oswalt, he was outdone by Andres, Cimeca, and to his absolute disgust, Pattin. The poor lord might have had an old horse, but she was quick, and he rode flawlessly in the saddle, nearly catching Andres as they raced into the village. 
 
    “Good sport!” 
 
    Oswalt laughed, not at all put out by his loss. Rael stared dismissively around the village. Now that he was up close, he could see the houses under construction and the milling people at work. It looked just as pathetic as he’d thought! Still, he held his tongue and turned his panting mount as he heard a woman’s voice calling out. 
 
    “Lord Andres, Lady Cimeca, Lord Pattin, welcome to Riverfarm!” 
 
    A [Lady] was standing in the center of the street, dressed as if she were ready to go to a ball. The laughing young nobles straightened and tried to wipe sweat off their foreheads as Lady Rie Valerund swept forwards. She was a beautiful woman, and Rael couldn’t keep his eyes off her neckline. That was, until he saw the giant bear walking down the street. 
 
    “Mossbear!” 
 
    Pattin cried out in alarm, and Andres and Oswalt paled. Rael fumbled for his sword, but before anyone could act, they realized the bear had a saddle. And someone was riding it. 
 
    “Please do not be alarmed. My young Lords and Ladies of Izril, may I present His Majesty, Emperor Laken Godart.” 
 
    Lady Rie bowed slightly as the bear stepped forwards. Rael gaped. There was a young man riding the bear! He was only a few years older than Rael, and his eyes were closed. He turned his head to the nobles as their horses shied away, smiling. 
 
    “Good evening. I am Laken Godart, Emperor of Riverfarm. I thank you for coming all this way. Please, be at ease. Bismarck is not dangerous.” 
 
    He gently patted the green bear’s head, and it made a whuffing sound. Rael’s heart raced. He stared at the [Emperor] as the young man turned his head unerringly to look straight at him. His eyes were closed, but somehow he knew where Rael was! 
 
    “Lady Rie, will you introduce me?” 
 
    “Of course. This is Rael Veniford. His lands are a good bit southeast of Invrisil, and he is the sole male heir of his family. Lord Rael, may I presume Lady Bevia is riding with you?” 
 
    “Aunt? Ah, yes—she’s on her way here. Greetings, Your Majesty.” 
 
    Fumbling, Rael bowed in his saddle and saw the [Emperor] nod in return. He felt off-guard and unsure what to do but was relieved to see his companions were little better off. Lady Rie smiled. 
 
    “You are no doubt exhausted from the trip. Please, allow our [Handlers] to care for your mounts. We have refreshments ready, and I am sure you would enjoy touring Riverfarm on foot while we wait for the rest of the nobles to arrive.” 
 
    She whisked the young nobles away as Laken Godart remained seated on his bear, patiently awaiting the arrival of the other nobles. Soon, Rael found himself greeting Laken Godart all over again as the other nobles arrived. He was relieved to see they were equally dumbfounded to be greeted by the [Emperor] riding a bear, but they concealed their surprise well. His aunt only blinked once before gracefully bowing in her saddle. 
 
    “Emperor Laken, I am Lady Bevia Veniford. I am delighted to make your acquaintance. You do live up to the rumors, Your Majesty.” 
 
    “Oh? There are rumors about me?” 
 
    Laken Godart smiled as if he was unaware of the speculation and gossip that had followed his every move for the last two months. Lady Bevia smiled. 
 
    “Merely a handful, Your Majesty. And please, allow me to be the first to apologize for intruding on you at this busy time. I understand Riverfarm is undergoing extensive construction and Lady Reinhart’s gathering was something of a surprise.” 
 
    “Ah, well, I am told Lady Magnolia Reinhart enjoys such surprises. And it would hardly do for an [Emperor] to refuse an audience, would it not? I am delighted by your presence, Lady Bevia. I only trust that my hospitality shall not disappoint.” 
 
    “I cannot imagine that it would.” 
 
    Bevia nudged Rael, and he bowed, stammering another greeting. They withdrew as another noble drew forwards to greet the Emperor. As they moved away, Bevia whispered. 
 
    “Unexpected.” 
 
    “What is?” 
 
    Rael looked at her uncertainly. His aunt blinked, and he realized the comment must not have been aimed at him. 
 
    “That was a true [Emperor], Rael. He has poise—and a sense for drama! Greeting us on a bear of all things. And he called this an audience? Lady Magnolia was right to draw attention to him.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Bevia squinted at Rael as if to tell whether he was trying to be deliberately obtuse. 
 
    “Because it will benefit her to be the one to introduce Emperor Laken to Izril’s high society, of course! And because he is a true [Emperor]. Leaving him alone would be dangerous and risky. Acknowledging him is a safe maneuver.” 
 
    “But she hasn’t come herself. Isn’t that a slight?” 
 
    “She sent Lady Bethal, a close friend, and her maid.” 
 
    Bevia pointed back to where a maid was standing politely on the outskirts. She was attracting glances from the local peasants, who’d probably never seen anyone wearing a maid’s uniform before. Rael shook his head. 
 
    “A maid?” 
 
    “Her spy. Don’t try and woo her. Keep up, and try not to fall over yourself bowing next time!” 
 
    Soon, all the nobles were dismounted and led to a small clearing out in the open. Rael wrinkled his nose at the outdoor setting, but he had to admit that the banquet was certainly impressive. Each noble had brought a variety of foods, and as such, the tables were heaped with delights. Bevia nodded appreciatively. 
 
    “And without spending a copper coin he has us host ourselves. Clever.” 
 
    Rael stared at the [Emperor] as he slowly walked forwards to the head of the table. He needed no guide despite walking without opening his eyes. He was flanked by a giant half-Troll…female, in a suit, and Lady Rie on his other side. Rael wrinkled his nose as he eyed the half-Troll. 
 
    “Clever or not, he’s made us come all the way here. And he only controls this village, Aunt. This is the least he should do for nobles of Izril.” 
 
    He’d gotten over his shock of meeting Laken Godart on the bear and was determined to treat this outsider with more scorn than the other nobles fawning over him. Bevia gave him an irritated glance, and Rael saw Cimeca look over. He smiled to himself as he realized the other nobles around him were giving him speculative looks. Cimeca leaned over, keeping her voice low. 
 
    “You’re not impressed, Rael?” 
 
    “What, by the bear? That was a trick. What else has this [Emperor] got besides a monster for a pet? We are still [Lords] and [Ladies] when all is said and done. We come from powerful houses—this [Emperor] is wise to greet us as equals. He must win our respect.” 
 
    Rael saw a few other nobles nodding in agreement, older men and women. He puffed up with pride as Bevia stared at him. 
 
    “Be quiet.” 
 
    She nodded to Laken Godart. The young man waited for silence and began to speak. 
 
    “[Lords] and [Ladies] of Izril, I greet you. I am Laken Godart.” 
 
    Rael sensed a stir among the crowd. He nodded to himself. The [Emperor] wasn’t using his title. He was being humble. He shot his aunt a triumphant look, but her focus wasn’t on him. Laken Godart continued. 
 
    “I am aware that you are here at Lady Magnolia Reinhart’s request. I was unaware of this gathering until she arranged it in my honor, and I am grateful for her aid in doing so. For your enjoyment, my people have created a small setting in which we may mingle and talk. I look forwards to meeting each one of you in person. But before that—” 
 
    He paused for a second, and Rael frowned. He was already hungry. What did he want, an official greeting? Entertainment? 
 
    “—But before that, I believe there are a few more guests I have yet to invite.” 
 
    There was murmuring. Rael frowned. Someone else was coming to the gathering? Who? It had better not be the staring peasants. He leaned over. 
 
    “Aunt, who is he talking about?” 
 
    “Quiet!” 
 
    “I greet the nobility of this land before me. I offer them the warmth of my hearths and the bounty of my lands. I would be remiss if I did not extend the same invitation to my own vassals.” 
 
    Laken Godart looked up towards the darkening sky, his eyes still closed. He gestured as if inviting someone from above. 
 
    “My lords and ladies of the court? I invite you to share this banquet at your discretion. My lands are open to all those of my empire on this day. Come, if thou would.” 
 
    For a few seconds there was stunned silence. Rael looked around and then couldn’t help it. He laughed. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    Bevia’s head whipped around. She glared at her nephew, but Rael was busy watching Cimeca and the other young nobles. He saw her giggle, covering the motion, and heard chuckles around him. Bevia’s fingers dug into his arm, and Rael suppressed a yelp. His aunt gave him a look that deflated Rael’s good spirits. It promised trouble. 
 
    The [Emperor] seemed not to have noticed Rael’s comment. He looked towards an older man standing to one side, dressed in a suit. 
 
    “Mister Prost? We may have visitors this night. Keep a place at the tables open should guests arrive. Now, I believe we are ready to be seated?” 
 
    “Of course, Your Majesty.” 
 
    The man bowed and began leading nobles to the tables. Rael was about to walk forwards and find himself a seat away from his angry aunt when he paused. He heard something. A laugh from high above. It was faint, but unmistakable. It cut through the voices, the sound of wind, the chirping of insects—a giggling laughter. You couldn’t not hear it. It was as if it was the one true sound in the world and everything else Rael had heard over his lifetime was fake noise. He looked up in bewilderment and felt a breeze blow. 
 
    It was fresh and warm, filled with life. It stirred his hair and heart. Rael inhaled and caught a scent in the air, like morning dew, like the fresh air of forests, like spring. He heard more laughter and looked around. The breeze blew. The forest around the meadow stirred. And then he saw a glow of green, a figure dancing among the trees. By his side, Cimeca gasped, and Rael heard someone inhale sharply. 
 
    A woman stepped out of the forests, laughing. She was dressed in wild green and red clothing, and her skin was tinted green. Her eyes danced, and the air brightened around her. She walked forwards, spinning, her steps light on the ground. Rael stared at her. She was the most incredible thing he had ever seen in his life. It wasn’t her appearance that caught him like a fish on the hook, but her otherworldly nature, the depths of her eyes, the way she moved. 
 
    And then the forest rustled. The air opened. Green figures began descending, walking out of the darkness, dancing down like birds from above. Wild folk, dressed in wild clothing with eyes that shone. Proud folk, that put the assembled company of nobles from Izril to shame. Fair folk, the fairest and most beautiful folk Rael had ever seen. 
 
    Fae folk. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    This is how they came. I stand, stunned, as the fae come out of the skies and shadows of dusk. They weren’t so large before! And these fae are full of life and motion, bearing the aspect, the very essence of spring itself. The Frost Faeries I knew were small winged creatures full of mischief and laughter. 
 
    At least the laughter is the same here. The fae come forwards, laughing, showing off. Yes, that’s what they’re doing. Showing off. Each one is the center of attention, a one-person performance that demands all the attention in the world. They dance into the meadow, shining stars that glow in my mind’s eye. 
 
    The fae. 
 
    Dancing and laughing, appearing out of the air like spirits. Called by my voice. The fae descend on my gathering, brightening the dusk with their presence. They walk or run or leap about, dressed in wild clothing that’s both rich and free. Their garments shimmer with beauty, almost as much as the fae themselves. 
 
    Or so I imagine. I, Laken Godart, can’t see. But I can listen. I heard the nobles and people of Riverfarm around me gasp with the beauty of the fae. I can only sense them as shapes in my mind for all their voices are like magic to my ears. But there is a difference. And what I sense is that difference without the allure of their physical forms. 
 
    The fae are tall. Thin and lithe, their bodies are different than Human ones. Their arms and legs are actually a bit too long for normal. And their faces are more angular than Human ones. I can’t sense what their eyes look like, but I can tell their ears are pointed. Each fae is different, but I sense some with wings. 
 
    Insect’s wings. Perhaps I’m the only one who notices them at first. The others are spellbound. I am too, to be honest. But I can’t see the fae, so their effect is muted on me. The fae come out of the forest, at least thirty of them. Perhaps more. I can’t tell—they don’t seem to stand still in my mind. But they stop on the opposite side of the banquet table, laughing, and then fall silent as one speaks. 
 
      
 
    “So you call us, Emperor of Men! You invite us to your feast, you who gave us the titles of your empire. Do you offer us the hospitality of your lands? Do you open your doors to us?” 
 
      
 
    I start, surprised to be addressed. The magic of the moment breaks, and I remember who I am. Laken Godart, [Emperor]. And I have a job to do. I have to remember. I planned for this. I wasn’t sure they would come, but now they’re here. So I choose my words carefully. 
 
    The fae. The fair folk from my world. Not all legends about them are wonderful. In fact, the further back you go, the more sinister they appear. I remember reading of Wechselkind or Changelings, children replaced by faeries. So I answer carefully. 
 
    “I offer you the hospitality of this banquet, lords and ladies of my realm. Food I offer you, and company within this meadow. Feast and revel to your heart’s content here, but nowhere else I ask of you.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, a wise host!” 
 
      
 
    The speaker laughs at me. Which of the fae is it? I can’t tell. None of them step forwards. And the voice isn’t distinctly male or female. Neither are the fae. 
 
    Strange. I could have sworn the Frost Faeries were female, all of them. But these fae—I can’t tell exactly, but some give me the impression of masculinity. Others are clearly feminine—but the lines are blurred. I can’t tell what they are, only that they’re here. The fae mill about. 
 
      
 
    “There is iron here! Cold metal in the tables! Does he give offense, this leader of men?” 
 
    “In the tables, the nails! Is it a slight or oversight?” 
 
    “Not much iron. And we are outdoors. Food is offered. A feast in our honor! We have not seen such in millennia. Sisters, brothers, do we accept?” 
 
    “Within the meadow, aye! For a night, aye! Such are the terms!” 
 
    “Then we accept! The deal is struck!” 
 
      
 
    They speak all at once, in a rush. And then they move all at once, making the Humans in the meadow start. The fae descend on the table and snatch up the filled glasses and plates, filling their plates, beginning to eat without so much as waiting for anyone else. They call out to my diners. 
 
      
 
    “So then, mortals! Join us!” 
 
    “Yes, come and revel! Come, sit.” 
 
    “Join us!” 
 
      
 
    Every eye is on me. By my side Lady Rie is trembling. I hear Durene’s voice. 
 
    “Laken, who are they?” 
 
    “The nobles of my court.” 
 
    I turn from Durene and address the stunned nobility. 
 
    “[Lords] and [Ladies] of Izril, I present to you my guests. Those you see here are the nobles of my court. The fair folk.” 
 
    “The fair folk?” 
 
    One of the [Ladies] speaks. Bevia, the older noblewoman. She stares at the fae and at me. 
 
    “I have never heard of their kind, Emperor Laken. These guests of yours, are they Human or—or something else? Please tell me. From what land do they hail?” 
 
    To her credit, Lady Bevia’s voice barely trembles although I know she must be as shaken as I am to be in the presence of the fae. At her words, a few of the shining folk laugh and call out. 
 
      
 
    “Avalon, mortal woman! That land beyond lands! The eternal realm!” 
 
    “Shh! They don’t know where that is!” 
 
    “Hark, the Emperor speaks! Let him explain!” 
 
      
 
    I nod. How can I explain them? 
 
    “As they say Lady Bevia. They come from lands far distant. And they are not Human. They are the fair folk. They have come here in honor of the banquet you have brought with you. They will dine with you. But before we sit, I have a few words of caution.” 
 
    I hold up my hand and speak loudly, over the laughter in the table in front of me. I can see the nobles staring at the fae, entranced. But this has to be said. Caution hums in my veins now that the first moment of wonder is gone. Remember the legends. 
 
    “I caution you. The fair folk are neither enemies nor friends. Make them no promises, and speak no untruths to them. Stay within the meadow, and if they ask you to leave with them, politely refuse. They are nobles, but they are not mine. I was honored to give them titles. But they do not answer to me.” 
 
    I hear laughter from the fae. 
 
      
 
    “Well said!” 
 
    “The Emperor understands!” 
 
    “No man, no gods! No ruler save for ourselves!” 
 
      
 
    They cheer and raise glasses, already drinking their third refill, some of them. I gesture towards the table. 
 
    “Please sit or stand and eat at your leisure. Tonight is a night for talk and entertainment. We will have a magical display, and I believe, a demonstration later. But for now, enjoy yourselves.” 
 
    It’s abrupt, and not that refined, but it’s all I can do. Lady Rie isn’t helping—she’s staring like the rest. I have to nudge her before she starts and begins ordering people about. 
 
    “Mister Prost, let us break out more wine for our—our guests. And please, let us find a seat for you, Lady Bevia. Lady Bethal, will you sit or stand? Emperor Laken, may I offer you a seat?” 
 
    I shake my head. Bethal hurries off, and Durene steps over to me. I sense her bending down as the confused nobles hesitantly approach the table with the merry diners. It feels like a dream. 
 
    “Laken? I didn’t understand that.” 
 
    “I’d be surprised if you did. Durene, remember the Frost Faeries?” 
 
    “Them? I remember. What about them?” 
 
    “These are the Frost Faeries. Or some version of them.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s something from my world, Durene. There are…legends about them.” 
 
    “What legends?” 
 
    Lady Rie is coming up behind me. I turn. 
 
    “Lady Rie?” 
 
    “Emperor Laken, the nobles are dining with your other guests. Hesitantly. Would you explain to me exactly what they are?” 
 
    There’s a note of panic and fear in her voice. I understand. The fae are brilliant, magical—clearly otherworldly. They entrance just by existing, and unlike the limited magic I’ve experienced in this world, there is something off about them. 
 
    They touch this world lightly. I shiver. Awe and wonder can easily become terror at the unknown. I turn to Lady Rie and realize I haven’t prepared her at all for the fae. I didn’t know if they’d come. It felt like a long shot. But now they’re here. I sense Prost approaching, and Wiskeria. 
 
    “I should explain. All of you—step over here.” 
 
    We move back a few steps so we’re still in the meadow. The sunlight is fading, and I can tell the illumination in the meadow comes mainly from the magelights and braziers now. We stand near one, and I speak as clearly as I can to Durene, Prost, Rie, and Wiskeria. 
 
    “Those are fae. Fair folk. I don’t know if there are legends about them where you all come from, but in my homeland, we have tales of them. They are…well, I suppose the best word for them is spirits.” 
 
    “Ghosts?” 
 
    Lady Rie’s voice trembles. I smile, hearing the fae’s unearthly laughter. 
 
    “Not quite. They’re more like magical beings. Very powerful, very mysterious. They’re spirits of nature. They play pranks on mortals, they live deep in forests and in mounds. It’s said there are portals to their world scattered in ours.” 
 
    “Dead gods. This sounds like a children’s tale! And they’re real?” 
 
    “Reality is stranger than fiction, Lady Rie. Much stranger, apparently. But what you need to know is that the fair folk have rules. After a fashion. They obey bargains, and they don’t lie—but they twist the truth. If you don’t try to deceive them and don’t try to make deals or follow them, they’re harmless. Probably. And don’t threaten them either.” 
 
    “How would you hurt one of them? Hypothetically speaking.” 
 
    Wiskeria turns her head to stare at the fae. I hesitate. 
 
    “Cold iron. That means pure iron. Or horseshoes. I think they don’t like bells either. I don’t know—I’m not an expert on the folklore. But they’re masters of illusion. If they offer you gold—don’t take it. It’s probably just flowers.” 
 
    “Flowers?” 
 
    Lady Rie’s voice is high-pitched. I can sense the nobles looking at us uncertainly. I turn to her. 
 
    “Lady Rie, please calm down.” 
 
    “You didn’t tell me anything about this! Where did you meet these—these fair folk? Am I to believe they’ve been hiding here all this time? What do they mean, calling us ‘mortals’? Are they?” 
 
    “Lady Rie, calm down.” 
 
    She quiets. I take a deep breath and then another for good measure. 
 
    “I’m sorry I didn’t warn you. I didn’t know if they’d come. I didn’t expect this. But they are here. And the danger is…acceptable.” 
 
    “So long as we don’t make deals or follow them. What about the village?” 
 
    I turn my head to Wiskeria. 
 
    “They’re supposed to stay in the meadow. That’s the deal. But…it might be best if you keep an eye on the children, Mister Prost. And you, Wiskeria. Don’t ride patrols. Just make sure everything’s lit and keep an eye on everyone. If you see anything moving—tell me.” 
 
    “We can do that.” 
 
    To my relief, Prost sounds far more stable than Lady Rie. He turns to Wiskeria. 
 
    “I’ll head into the village and tell everyone not to stray. We’ve food set out, and we can make an early night of it.” 
 
    “I’ll tell everyone else. And find some horseshoes and iron weapons.” 
 
    They hurry out of the meadow. I look at Lady Rie. She’s breathing hard, but she does seem to have calmed down a bit. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Lady Rie. Are you feeling alright?” 
 
    “No. But I suppose this is what an [Emperor] does, isn’t it?” 
 
    She looks at me, and I half-smile. Lady Rie shakes her head. She turns back towards the nobility sitting and standing around the banquet table. 
 
    “We’ve been speaking too long. We are worrying our guests. Emperor Laken, I believe it is time to socialize. I can only hope that you know what you have summoned to this gathering, Your Majesty.” 
 
    “I wish I knew. Durene?” 
 
    I reach out and touch her. Durene stares at the fae. 
 
    “They’re beautiful. Frightening and beautiful.” 
 
    “I know. I can only hear them. But…I know. Do you want to go to the village?” 
 
    She pauses. One of her hands finds mine. 
 
    “No. I want to meet them. But stay by me?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    We walk forwards, following Lady Rie. And at some point I find myself dreaming, or something close to it. I hear a humming as I walk towards the fae. Their laughter engulfs me, and there’s a buzzing in the air, just below the surface. And I feel color. 
 
    Color. I have never seen color before in my life. I have no idea what it might be. But the fae represent more than just the idea of spring. They are spring incarnate, and when they speak, when I feel them moving about the meadow, I am struck by flashes of—of something that I can’t explain. 
 
    Vision. Is this what it’s like? The experience is disorienting. Frightening, even. But I think it’s a color. It can’t be anything else. It speaks to me, I, who know no color. They speak, and I hear green. 
 
    The fae laugh and eat merrily, talking amongst themselves while we mortals move like we’re underwater, watching, listening, talking more quietly. At first I’m overwhelmed, and then I find myself back in the world. And then I’m dreaming again. 
 
    The young nobles are clustered around the fae, trying to keep up, staring in awe at these wondrous guests. The fae are caught between genders, some of them. I know they’re the same Frost Faeries I met, but some are decidedly masculine. They flirt with both genders unashamedly, attracting the young nobles—and the young men and women on serving duty—around them like flies. I don’t focus on them for the moment and instead turn my attention to the older nobility. 
 
    The wiser ones are nervous as well as entranced. The rest are just awestruck. I sense Lady Bethal chatting to one of the fae while her husband, Thomast, keeps a wary hand near his rapier. Sacra sits far back, her eyes wide in her face. 
 
    “Your Majesty?” 
 
    A voice interrupts me as Durene stares at a male-ish fae laughing and eating a slice of roast beef with his fingers. I turn and sense Lady Bevia. 
 
    “Emperor Laken? I was wondering if I might have a word. I am Lady Bevia—we spoke briefly when we first met.” 
 
    “I recall. Greetings, Lady Bevia. Let us sit. There are some private tables. Durene? Would you care to join us with some food?” 
 
    “Oh! Right!” 
 
    I move back with Lady Bevia to one of the newly-made tables made for intimate diners. Each one is decorated with a fine tablecloth and candles—a necessary expense according to Lady Rie. She spent lavishly on the banquet even without the need for food. I don’t know if it was worth it, but I’m at least grateful for the silver cutlery. Would the fae have come if we had spoons and forks made of iron instead? 
 
    “I’m grateful that you accepted the presence of my other guests so readily, Lady Bevia. I do apologize for their sudden arrival, but my court is…fickle at best.” 
 
    “I see. I was unaware of the presence of so many nobles. Tell me, do they live on Izril? Are they part of your new empire, Your Majesty?” 
 
    Awestruck or not, Bevia’s voice is sharp as she sits, and Durene hurries over with plates heaped with food. She hovers around the table timidly. I cough and realize that Lady Bevia is eying Durene with some surprise. 
 
    “Lady Bevia? May I introduce my consort, Durene?” 
 
    Durene squeaks when she realizes I’m talking about her. I sense Bevia blink, but once again she reacts with nothing but grace. 
 
    “My word, I had no idea Your Majesty was married. Do forgive me. Lady Durene, was it?” 
 
    “Hello. I’m—I’m not a lady! I’m not married. Laken and I are just—” 
 
    Durene stammers as Bevia gets up. She actually retreats a step. I interject again. 
 
    “Durene saved my life when we first met, Lady Bevia. I was quite lost and helpless. Blind as I was, I met Durene and we quickly grew close.” 
 
    “I see. I am charmed to meet such a forthright young woman. Tell me, Miss Durene, are you the famed warrior I have heard so much about? I have heard of an imposing hero who slew a score of Hobs by himself in service to Emperor Laken, but the rumors neglected to mention your lovely appearance.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    I can sense Durene is blushing even if I can’t see it. Lady Bevia smiles, and I’m grateful for her extreme tact. 
 
    “I would be honored if you would sit with us.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay—I’ll just sit on the ground—” 
 
    Durene sits down awkwardly. I smile at her and pat her arm underneath the table. Then I turn back to Lady Bevia. 
 
    “I thank you, Lady Bevia. Where were we? Ah, yes. To answer your question—no. The fair folk do not live on Izril. Nor are they part of my empire in truth. My gift of titles was just that—a gift in exchange for a service they rendered to me. They owe me nothing, and in truth, I believe they would not come at my behest no matter the situation. This is a…special occasion.” 
 
    “A feast. I understand. Do pardon me if I admit to some relief. Your court is intimidating, to say the least.” 
 
    “I imagine so. But so are Izril’s nobility.” 
 
    I sense Bevia smiling. 
 
    “Ah, yes. This little gathering was organized by Lady Reinhart. I understand it was something of a surprise. I apologize if we have caused you any inconvenience.” 
 
    “Very little.” 
 
    I lie through my teeth and sense Bevia knows it. She delicately spears a sautéed mushroom on a fork and nibbles at it as Durene tries to eat as much meat as possible while appearing polite. The rich food is a treat to her and the villagers, I have no doubt. I can barely touch my plate for nerves. 
 
    “Ah, this food is quite well done if I might say so myself. I believe Lord Imral provided the mushrooms, and Lady Fel the beef Miss Durene is enjoying so much. Tell me, Emperor Laken, have you ever met Magnolia Reinhart in person?” 
 
    “No. I would like to at some point. However, I have interacted with her servants.” 
 
    “I see. Well, I would hate to color your impression of her before you two meet in person. She is an impressive [Lady], and a credit to my class. If difficult to work with on occasion.” 
 
    I raise my eyebrows. 
 
    “By all means, Lady Bevia. Color my impression as much as you would like—sight is hardly an issue when it comes to meeting new people for me.” 
 
    Bevia’s startled laughter makes a few heads turn, and Durene nearly drops her drink. 
 
    “Hah! You are quick, aren’t you, young man? Well, I don’t think I can say anything Lady Rie has not. However, I would ask that you think of her kindly. She has held together the squabbling nobility for far too long. This is her being kind, if you can imagine that. She was far more direct in her youth.” 
 
    “Really? And may I ask if you were more direct when you were younger, Lady Bevia?” 
 
    “Oh, slightly.” 
 
    She twinkles at me. I smile back and find the appetite to have a roll of mustard and beef. It’s actually quite good, and I find I have an appetite after all. 
 
    “Lady Bevia, I am an unsophisticated [Emperor] with little in the way of subterfuge.” 
 
    “I appreciate the lie, Your Majesty.” 
 
    “No, truly. I prefer straightforward conversation. That’s why I fell in love with Durene, after all.” 
 
    I hear a choking noise to my right and ignore it. 
 
    “You may well imagine this gathering was somewhat difficult to set up, but now that you are here, I would be delighted to talk openly and frankly about the possibility of friendship between my empire and yours.” 
 
    “Indeed? Well, well. It is refreshing to be straightforward. I did come here in hopes of making friendships, Your Majesty. However, I have some slight reservations…” 
 
    Lady Bevia delicately pats a cloth napkin to her lips. She pauses, and I sense her bite her lip ever so slightly. She might not know I can sense her movements. Or is she doing that on purpose? I remind myself to be careful—Bevia seems a lot more intelligent than her nephew. What’s his name? Rael? 
 
    After a pause, Lady Bevia cuts to the heart of the conversation I was expecting. 
 
    “Forging friendships is all very well, Emperor Laken, but I would imagine any noble would be concerned about your empire. Monarchy is an alien concept to Izril. We have done without [Kings] and [Emperors]. It is why our ancestors fled Terandria. To have an [Emperor] appear so suddenly would panic some of the nobility. They might fear you would annex their lands in time.” 
 
    “Quite understandable. What if I told you I had no intentions to govern more than Riverfarm? That other towns and cities came to me asking for protection?” 
 
    “I would not be surprised. The question is what would occur if a city under the domain of, say, Magnolia Reinhart were to ask you for similar protections?” 
 
    “I suppose I would decline. I have no intentions of taking land or making war, Lady Bevia. I realize that’s a poor reassurance.” 
 
    “Ah, from an [Emperor]? I would not doubt your word, Your Majesty. When a monarch speaks, I would assume it was true.” 
 
    “What if I could swear it was true? On a truth gem? That I have no intention of taking over your lands or any other? That I am willing to work peacefully in hand with the nobles of Izril?” 
 
    Bevia pauses. She narrows her eyes slightly. Then she smiles. 
 
    “Well now, I believe that I might assume a bit more if that were the case. Tell me Emperor, where were you raised? And may I offer you a stuffed egg? They are quite excellent and come from my [Chef]’s kitchens, by the way.” 
 
    “I should be delighted, Lady Bevia. Now, Lady Rie tells me your estates import a good deal of food crops. I don’t know if I can interest you, but I do expect to expand Riverfarm’s farms twenty-fold, and I was wondering if you were interested at all in produce…” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    My conversation with Lady Bevia is short. Short, for a wide-ranging discussion on everything from agriculture, to trade, to monster incursions and the need for security across Izril. We part after Durene’s finished her third plate, and I get up, feeling as though someone’s hit me with a few footballs in the face. For an old [Lady], Bevia is sharp. 
 
    “How did it go?” 
 
    Lady Rie appears at my side as Lady Bevia moves back to a small cluster of nobles, laughing lightly. I nod and lower my voice. One of the things Lady Rie warned me about was the Skills of [Ladies] and sometimes [Lords]. They can listen to a conversation across a noisy banquet hall if not guarded against. Still, all that I’m saying should be fine to hear. 
 
    “Good. You were right—she sought me out straight away. Do you think she’ll relay my words to the others?” 
 
    “Without a doubt. Lady Bevia could be considered an emissary of sorts. The others will probably approach you after considering what she tells them.” 
 
    “I’ll meet them as they come, then. How are the fae doing?” 
 
    I sense the laughing folk at my tables. By now, the fae have eaten a good portion of the food the nobles brought—and they brought enough for four times our number! At this point they’re drinking and talking with the nobles. Most of the older ones continue to stay back, but the young ones are completely engaged. 
 
    I sense some of them clustered around a young man with a cup in one hand. Laughing, they surround the young [Lord], laying hands on his body, touching him, flitting away. They provoke him and lead the young man on like a game, and I sense his face flush. He reaches for a female fae, and she spins away, laughing. The young man pursues her and nearly lunges until he’s caught by another young man. The second [Lord] says something to the drunk one, and I hear a loud, slurred voice. 
 
    “Keep off, Pattin! No one wants your opinion. Damn you and your poor house!” 
 
    His voice is a bit too loud. Not that the fae care. They ooh and laugh as the young [Lord] named Pattin flushes. He replies as I slowly move closer, on the pretext of asking Gamel if he’s got enough wine to go around. 
 
    “They outrank you, Lord Rael. It’s not seemly to pursue them like that.” 
 
    “Rank? We’re all [Lords] here, you daft idiot!” 
 
    The young lord Rael shakes Pattin’s grip off. I remember him now. He’s the one who laughed after I invited the fae. He doesn’t strike me as hugely bright. Pattin, on the other hand, interests me. Lady Rie appears like a fae herself and whispers in my ear. 
 
    “Do you want me to stop them?” 
 
    “No, let them talk. Remind me where Lord Pattin comes from?” 
 
    “Vaunt. A small city with a few villages. Very small holding, but they make excellent cheese. Unfortunately, they can’t produce a large amount owing to sickness among their cattle six years back. They have yet to replenish their herds and have fallen on hard times. Young Lord Pattin is considered a very intelligent [Lord] though, and I believe that when he replaces his father, Vaunt will prosper.” 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    I sense Rael staggering forwards until he’s intercepted by his aunt. I can’t hear what she whispers to him, but it sobers him up fast. She bows to the fae lady that Rael was pursuing. 
 
    “I do apologize for my nephew’s rudeness. May I inquire as to your name, Lady…?” 
 
    The fae woman draws herself up, and I don’t have to see the mischief in her eyes. I can hear it in her voice. 
 
      
 
    “I am a Baron, foolish mortal! Kneel before me!” 
 
      
 
    “A Baron? Do you mean a Baroness?” 
 
    Bevia sounds startled. The fae woman laughs at her. 
 
      
 
    “Why would I be a Baroness? I asked to be Baron and so I am! Will ye not kneel?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m afraid [Ladies] do not kneel to [Barons].” 
 
      
 
    “Truly? Pity!” 
 
      
 
    The fae woman loses interest instantly. She dances away, and I hear her begin to bother someone else. The fae call out to me as I pass by their table. 
 
      
 
    “Come sit, Emperor!” 
 
    “Drink with us!” 
 
    “Eat with us!” 
 
    “Dance! Dance with our kind! Come!” 
 
      
 
    I decline as best I can as they whirl around me, laughing, snatching at my robe. Durene moves forwards protectively. 
 
    “Hey, keep away! You can’t just—” 
 
      
 
    “Ooh, the half-child is angry!” 
 
    “Come, daughter of Trolls! Dance with us!” 
 
    “Walk the woodlands with us!” 
 
    “Eat and drink, half-child! It has been too long since we have eaten with your kind!” 
 
      
 
    “Wait, what? I’m not—I should—hey, Laken!” 
 
    Durene yelps as the fae press drinks and food into her hands. I turn back, but Durene’s objections are quickly muted as the fae cheer her on. She sits with them and begins a drinking contest with one fae. I don’t think she’s in danger, so I move on. 
 
    “Emperor Laken? A pleasure to meet you. I am Lord Tourant—” 
 
    “Your Majesty? Might I have a word? I am, humbly, Lady Fel of—” 
 
    “Do you have a moment, sire? I was hoping to have a quick conversation about—” 
 
    The nobles of Izril converge on me, the one person they understand in the sea of strange folk around them. I fend off invitations to sit as best I can and greet everyone I can remember by name. But I move on, breaking out into the edge of the gathering as the fae begin luring more and more [Lords] and [Ladies] to sit and dine with them. They eat and drink with the nobles, talking quietly, listening to the Humans, and laughing. 
 
    I don’t know what’s said but I have a feeling those who sit with the fae would tell them anything and everything. Ah, well. I walk on, until I’m standing by a brazier that’s gone out, on the far side of the meadow. I stand there and concentrate. It was just a dim feeling before, but now that I’m closer, I’m certain. 
 
    There’s someone here. I have another guest, one I’ve overlooked. She stands at the far end of the meadow with another silent figure. Another fae. Only these two are different from all the rest. They’re nearly invisible to my [Emperor] senses—more like vague shapes than anything specific. I don’t know if they’re visible to anyone else. I walk forwards slowly. 
 
    It’s colder here. The heat of the other braziers doesn’t reach this far. And as I move forwards I sense one of my guests is eating something. The other is quite, quite still. 
 
    And armed. My hazy impression of the two changes. One is female, standing alone, greedily devouring a plate full of food. The other is silent. A tall, armored warrior standing by the side of the fae woman. He—and it is definitely a he—makes no move as I approach, but I can tell he watches me. So does she. And as I draw closer, she speaks. 
 
      
 
    “Emperor of the Unseen. I was not invited to your banquet. I am not one of your court, nor do I wish to be. Yet my kin come, and I was permitted to join them. Will ye cast me out or give me the hospitality of your hearth?” 
 
      
 
    I start as I hear her voice. Blue! The word springs to mind along with the color. This fae is different from her kin. The air around her is cold, and I feel like her body is different from the other fae. This fae seems surly, almost annoyed at being spotted. 
 
    She stands out from the rest of her lively kin. They shine with life and laughter, the embodiment of spring itself. But she stands alone, dour and silent, eating while the silent warrior stands to one side. Watching her. 
 
    “I would be only too glad to offer you the hospitality of the banquet. But not of my hearth. What lies in the meadow—” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, yes. Well then, I shall eat and drink. ‘Twould be uncharitable if I did not offer you my gratitude. So. There.” 
 
      
 
    I wait until I realize that was it. I cough. 
 
    “May I ask why you’re standing here alone? And why I didn’t notice you before? Who is your companion?” 
 
      
 
    “Yon silent statue? Take no notice. He is here for me, not you.” 
 
      
 
    There’s a grimace in the fae woman’s voice. She picks up an egg and eats it carefully. Again, that’s surprising—her kin eat and drink with reckless abandon, but this fae is deliberate, mannered. I wonder— 
 
      
 
    “We’ve met before.” 
 
      
 
    “We have?” 
 
      
 
    “Briefly. You might not recall. You met many of my sisters and gave them titles they rejoice over. But I met you alone. In the city.” 
 
      
 
    Memory strikes me. I gasp. 
 
    “You’re Ivolethe!” 
 
    The fae woman nods. 
 
      
 
    “Aye.” 
 
      
 
    “But I thought—where’s Ryoka? And why are you still blue? Is this your true form?” 
 
    Ivolethe pauses. 
 
      
 
    “True? Form? What would you like me to say? As for where Ryoka Griffin is—you would know better than I. I have not seen her since my punishment began. This is the first time I have come to this world since. I know naught.” 
 
      
 
    “Punishment?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Punishment. I am forbidden from returning to this world. Yon guardian is proof of my King’s ire with me. He is here to ensure I do not flee.” 
 
      
 
    Ivolethe flicked a bit of food at the silent warrior standing behind her. He doesn’t move. But I don’t see the specks of food land on his armor. I observe Ivolethe, unsure of what to say. 
 
    “Can I ask why you were punished?” 
 
      
 
    “You can.” 
 
      
 
    I pause. 
 
    “Will you tell me?” 
 
    She grins for the first time. 
 
      
 
    “Nae.” 
 
      
 
    I’m starting to remember her more now. Ivolethe pauses as she drinks from a wine glass she was not holding a second ago. 
 
      
 
    “‘Tis not my decision to withhold the truth. You need not know what happened, save that I broke the rules of my kind. I interfered with what would be and for that, was punished.” 
 
      
 
    “By exile from this world?” 
 
      
 
    “Aye. A harsh punishment. I may go where I please, do what I please. But of this world I am banned from returning save for this one moment.” 
 
      
 
    “That doesn’t seem harsh.” 
 
    Ivolethe’s glare is palpable on my skin, like a blast of winter air. 
 
      
 
    “You think so? Here is where my friend lives, mortal. Here she lives and here she will die. I am banned from entering this world until her death. Understand? That is my punishment. To know my friend lives and to not see her triumphs and failures. To live until she is gone and chase memories. That is pain! That is how I suffer!” 
 
      
 
    Her voice rises. I feel the air chill further, and for a second, a cold wind blows through the meadow, cutting off conversation and turning heads. Then the chill fades. Someone laughs, and the moment is lost. The warm magic of the spring fae overwhelms Ivolethe’s cold fury. I stand with her, silent. 
 
    “I don’t know what to say. I’m sorry.” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry. Hah!” 
 
      
 
    Bitterly, Ivolethe drinks deeply. Then she shakes her head. 
 
      
 
    “Save your tears, mortal. ‘Twas a fitting punishment by my King. How else would you punish the fae? Our hearts are hurt only by those we give them to. I broke the rules and so, I suffer. No more, no less.” 
 
      
 
    “Is there anything I can do?” 
 
    She looks at me blankly then grins. 
 
      
 
    “Do? What arrogance of mortals! There is nothing to do, Laken Godart. Nothing you could say would change the fae. Do not mistake your influence.” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    She stares at me. Then hesitates. 
 
      
 
    “Well, there is something.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” 
 
      
 
    “Could you—could you tell Ryoka Griffin that I live? That I did not die when my form was broken? Tell her I am punished, nothing more. And—” 
 
      
 
    For the first time the armored warrior stirs behind Ivolethe. She breaks off sharply and huffs. I warily face the armored figure. His armor is dark in my mind. His figure hazy. I don’t know what he is—another kind of the fae?—only that he scares me. Ivolethe says nothing for a moment. 
 
      
 
    “Naught else. Tell her that if you meet her again, Laken Godart.” 
 
      
 
    “If I meet her? Do you know if I will?” 
 
    Ivolethe shakes her head. 
 
      
 
    “I see perhapses and maybes and what could be. I see the lines of if and when. But the future changes. If you meet her, Laken Godart. Remember me.” 
 
      
 
    “I will.” 
 
      
 
    “Good. Then we have little else to discuss. Yon food is quite good. I would tell you to eat as much of it as possible, before my kin devour the rest.” 
 
      
 
    Ivolethe returns to eating from her plate. I inhale, surprised by the sudden change in conversation. The frost fae regards me. 
 
      
 
    “What?” 
 
      
 
    “I have a thousand questions.” 
 
      
 
    “Do ye? I have a thousand answers: no. I am not permitted to speak. Go back to your dream, mortal child. Enjoy the presence of my kind, for thou shalt soon wake from the dream. And be wary, lest it become nightmare.” 
 
      
 
    Ivolethe glares at me. She gestures to the spring fae again, and I turn my head. 
 
    “Nightmare?” 
 
    I start as I sense Ivolethe baring her teeth behind me. They’re pointed. She grins at me. 
 
      
 
    “Aye. Or did you really think you could invite the fae to dine with you without dangers?” 
 
      
 
    I turn back to her. Then I hear the buzzing begin. The night has taken over the meadow, and the braziers are burning low. I see shadows shifting across the table. And then I see the fae shapes beginning to move. 
 
    They creep across the ground, laughing, dragging the Human nobles into shadows, eating, growing more and more excited as they drink further. The fae enter a frenzy as the pitch of their laughter changes. They seem to grow as the shadows deepen. I see Oswalt, enthralled, follow three giggling fae into a shadow. He disappears. 
 
    “Oh no.” 
 
      
 
    “Indeed.” 
 
      
 
    Ivolethe grins at me as my heart begins to race. I see Durene surrounded by fae, Lady Rie speaking in a trance to one who smiles at her. I can’t tell how many there are, only that they’re moving faster, and…humming. 
 
    There’s a buzzing, a thrum in the air. It was a distant sound when I first met the fae. Now it’s growing louder, like the thundering of insect wings. Where did Oswalt go? Where’s Gamel? 
 
    “Ivolethe, what are your kin doing?” 
 
      
 
    “What we always do. You know the legends, don’t you? You summoned the Spring Court, Laken Godart. What did you think they would do?” 
 
      
 
    I turn to her, desperately. 
 
    “What do I do?” 
 
    She tilts her head towards me. 
 
      
 
    “Have you any bells?” 
 
      
 
    “Bells? I don’t know!” 
 
    She nods. 
 
      
 
    “Then I would find out. Quickly.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Rael knew he was dreaming. He didn’t care. He reached out to one of the beautiful women as the buzzing grew louder. She laughed and let him try to touch her breasts, her face, her arms, always ducking back or stepping just out of reach. He followed her, grateful that Pattin wasn’t anywhere to stop him. But some part of Rael wanted Pattin to stop him. 
 
    The fae woman was beckoning to him, telling him to follow her where the lights weren’t so bright in the meadow. Rael stumbled after her. He saw movement in the shadows. Frenzied, urgent, violent. He didn’t know if it was what he thought or— 
 
    There was a humming in his ears. Rael stared at the fae woman. She was beautiful. He couldn’t say how or why she was beautiful, only that she was. More beautiful than Cimeca could ever be. Rael was dimly aware of grabbing for the laughing woman’s hands, of telling her something. 
 
    Everything. 
 
    There was something wrong. He was drawing further away from the meadow and he recalled that being unwise. But he couldn’t stop. The fae woman’s face seemed to change the further she got from the light. Her features melted until her eyes were dark. They looked almost insectile. But she was still beautiful. Staggering, Rael saw other young men and women following him. He saw Cimeca leaning into a handsome man—or was it a woman?—and heard the distant buzzing grow louder. 
 
      
 
    “Come. Touch me. You want to.” 
 
      
 
    The woman taunted him. Rael reached out and touched her. She felt— 
 
    Quick as a flash, the woman tilted her head down and bit. Rael cried out in pain and pulled his hand back. Part of the flesh on his forearm was missing. The fae woman laughed as blood dripped from her mouth. She beckoned him. 
 
      
 
    “Come. Join me. Just a bit further.” 
 
      
 
    She shifted her dress. Rael stared. His body flushed, and he took a step after her. Just a few more steps and they’d be out of the meadow. He saw someone lying on the ground just a little bit away, being dragged onwards. Oswalt? Rael heard buzzing in his ears— 
 
    And then he heard a bell ringing. It was faint, but the hum faltered as it rang, clear and piercing through the night. Rael stopped stumbling forwards and looked around. The fae woman looked up. 
 
    Again the bell rang. And again. It was chiming loudly. It was a hand bell, and the humming sounded as if it might overwhelm the noise. Then another bell chimed, and another. 
 
    The humming faded, grew less urgent. The flush in Rael’s body continued, but he could think around the tightness of his pants. He became aware of the blood leaking from his arm and stared at the fae woman. 
 
    “You bit me.” 
 
    She shrugged. The frenzied light in her eyes had dimmed. The bells continued to ring, and Rael turned to see the [Emperor] ringing a bell with a number of his servants. They spread out around the meadow, and the dim braziers and faded [Light] spells brightened. The world came back into focus. Rael backed away from the fae woman as she smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Leaving? You will never know what waits beyond yon boundary.” 
 
      
 
    She indicated a space just past the meadow. Rael stared and smelled spring, the scent of pollen in the air. And blood. He backed away. He would never forget the sight of the fae woman stepping back and the urgency in his blood. And the fear. He turned and ran back towards the banquet as the bells continued to ring. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    I ring the bell as loudly as I can in my hands. The sound it makes is loud and high—it’s a sheep bell, designed to be heard by shepherding dogs. I ring it again and see Gamel ringing a cowbell. He looks disoriented, but as the sounds of the bells carry, the confusion fades. 
 
    The humming from the fae dies down. I see the excitement fade from the spring fae around me, and the Humans in the meadow start and shake their heads as if waking from a dream. Those who left the banquet table, the young men and women mainly, stumble back. Not all of them are the same as the ones who left. 
 
    I sense Rael returning, covering his arm. One of the young women’s clothing is mussed. Another has a sprained wrist. But the worst is Oswalt. Three of the fae were standing around him. I sense him get up, make an incoherent sound, and stumble away. 
 
    Bloody. As he approaches, I hear Rie gasp. I keep my voice steady. 
 
    “Gamel, get a healing potion.” 
 
    Oswalt is in one piece. He’s alive. But he’s covered in blood. His arms, his neck, and places hidden by his tunic are dark with blood. He’s been bitten or…scratched. Part of his ear is missing. 
 
    “Oswalt!” 
 
    A [Lady] runs over to him, pale-faced. His mother. She pushes a fae woman back, and the fae retreats, laughing softly. I sense the fae draw back, and the buzzing grows softer as the bells continue to ring. 
 
      
 
    “Well done.” 
 
      
 
    A voice speaks in my ear. I whirl and sense Ivolethe standing in front of me. Her silent warrior guardian is right behind her. She nods to Oswalt as Gamel rushes over with a healing potion. 
 
      
 
    “Almost too slow. But not quite. Yon fool will live, although he will remember.” 
 
      
 
    She grins at me, and I shudder. The memory of the fae creeping about, pulling their victims out of the meadow— 
 
    “What would have happened if he’d left the meadow?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, he would have been outside the laws of hospitality. Perhaps he would have gone for a trip and come back older. Or perhaps he would have woken up naked a few miles yonder. Or perhaps…” 
 
      
 
    Ivolethe shrugged. There are a thousand things her shrugs hints at. I turn my head away. 
 
    “This was a mistake. I thought your kind would obey the rules of hospitality!” 
 
    Ivolethe’s eyes glint. 
 
      
 
    “And why would you think that would make you safe? The summer court is not like the winter. You were lucky that you only invited my kin, not…others.” 
 
      
 
    “And are we safe now? What if others come?” 
 
    The frost fae considers my question. She nods. 
 
      
 
    “I would draw a circle of salt around your village or, at the very least, the houses. Put an iron horseshoe on each door if ye must. But do not fear; those of us who would play mischief are fewer now than we were.” 
 
      
 
    “Not reassuring.” 
 
      
 
    “Is it? You know the myths. You invited us anyways. Will you complain and say you weren’t warned?” 
 
      
 
    “No, but they might.” 
 
    A voice interrupts my argument with Ivolethe. I sense Lady Rie come forwards. She seems pale, but unaffected by her experience. Of course—those who weren’t lured away by the fae were merely charmed. Durene is shaking her head and saying she feels like throwing up, but the nobles wise enough to stay put are just shaken. It’s their outrage that bothers me. 
 
    “How dare you! You’d assault a [Lord] of Izril?” 
 
    A man is shouting. Oswalt’s father, I think. He has a sword in hand as he faces one of the female fae. She laughs in his face, and I see two [Lords] trying to hold Lord Tourant back. 
 
      
 
    “Did ye fear for your son? You were warned, mortal man! What passes is not your choice but his!” 
 
      
 
    She points at the silent Oswalt. His wounds are healed, and save for the tip of his ear, he’s fine. But he’s pale and shaking. Lord Tourant trembles with fury as he steps towards the fae woman. 
 
    “If you were not a woman, I would cut you down—” 
 
    He raises his blade, and the fae woman leaps forwards. Before he can react, she grabs the steel blade—with her bare hands. There’s a cry of shock, and Lord Tourant nearly drops his blade. The fae laughs as her hand bleeds crimson onto the blade. She holds it, her blood coating the metal, without pain or fear. 
 
      
 
    “Steel? Hah! If you’d duel us, bring cold iron and star metal! Bring blades forged of magic and legend! And if you thrust, do it with your heart in your hands, for we’ll pluck it out if you miss!” 
 
    “Yes, come!” 
 
    “Come and dance the dance of blades!” 
 
    “Bare your sword, lordling of men! Shed blood and life like wine on this night!” 
 
    “Come.” 
 
      
 
    More of the fae spring forwards and surround Lord Tourant. The excitement in them isn’t completely suppressed by the bells. Tourant backs up as the fae woman offers the bloody blade to him, hilt-first. He hesitates, and then another [Lord] curses and reaches for his sword. 
 
    “Damn these outsiders. Tourant! Let’s teach them a lesson!” 
 
    He nearly has his sword unsheathed when a voice rises. 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    Both men turn. I sense Lady Bethal striding forwards. Her eyes are ablaze with passion, and she seems—her dress is very rumpled. I don’t think a fae did it either, because Sir Thomast follows her, adjusting his doublet. Lady Bethal interposes herself between the two lords and the fae. 
 
    “You were warned, Lord Tourant. As was your son. Emperor Godart told you the perils of following them. I won’t see you or anyone else dead over this quarrel, and Thomast assures me it would not be our mysterious guests who perish should it come to blows.” 
 
    Lord Tourant pales, but his face is still red with anger over his son. He points to the stricken Oswalt with a trembling finger. 
 
    “He was bewitched! That was magic!” 
 
    Lady Bethal folds her arms. 
 
    “If it was, it was no magic I’ve encountered. It was passion. Quite enjoyable passion, but passion nonetheless. You controlled yourself, as did your wife. If young Oswalt had the sense not to chase skirts, he would not have injured himself. As it is, he has lost part of an ear—hardly a disfiguring mark. Indeed, a lost ear due to passion is quite attractive to some.” 
 
    Sir Tourant stares at Lady Bethal. He hesitates. 
 
    “My son—” 
 
    “Sit down, Lord Tourant. You are in Emperor Godart’s presence.” 
 
    Lady Bethal turns, and all the nobles seem to start and recall I’m here. The man next to Tourant hesitates. 
 
    “With respect, Lady Bethal, this is hardly a matter for you to—” 
 
    “Sit down, Lord Melbore.” 
 
    “I—” 
 
    “Sit.” 
 
    He nearly sits down, right then and there. The two men back down and sit at the banquet table. Lady Bethal turns. She smiles widely at me. 
 
    “That was a most enjoyable interlude, Emperor Laken. May I ask if you have more delights planned for the night? Your strange guests are most entertaining.” 
 
    I hear laughter from the fae. One steps forwards and kisses Bethal on the cheek. 
 
      
 
    “Yon mortal could be one of us!” 
 
    “Almost!” 
 
    “A pity she loves only one! Lucky mortal man!” 
 
    “Unlucky mortal man! Hah!” 
 
      
 
    Slowly, the mood returns to something like normal. The fae resume feasting and laughing, but this time the nobles sit across from them at their own table. I find Lady Rie again. 
 
    “How bad do you think this was?” 
 
    She purses her lips. 
 
    “Honestly? I have no idea. Your fair folk certainly frightened the nobles, but whether they’ll hold a grudge against you is different. But watch yourself—she’s going to speak with you next.” 
 
    She nods, and before I can turn around, I feel thorns. I turn, and Lady Bethal is right in front of me with her silent husband. 
 
    “Ah, Emperor Godart! We didn’t have a chance to talk. May I have the privilege of a few short words?” 
 
    “Of course, Lady Bethal. Are you thirsty? Gamel, could you fetch us some drinks?” 
 
    The cups of wine are practically all empty, but Gamel hurries off, promising to find some. Lady Bethal laughs lightly as she watches him go. 
 
    “Most impressive how many devoted servants you have, Emperor Laken. Am I correct in understanding that young man is a [Knight]?” 
 
    “You are, Lady Bethal.” 
 
    “Fascinating. You know, I have a small order of [Knights] whom I fund. They are quite energetic. And decent fighters, although of course not as adept as my Thomast. You’ve met him. Say hello, Thomast.” 
 
    She waves her husband forwards. He bows slightly and murmurs a word, but, I note, keeps his attention firmly focused on Ivolethe. No—not her, the warrior standing behind her. I’m impressed he can even see the two fae—they’re being ignored by practically everyone else in the meadow. Wait—I think Bethal and Bevia can see them too. 
 
    “I’m honored by your presence, Lady Bethal. I understand you’re a close friend of Magnolia Reinhart?” 
 
    “Close? Well yes, we did grow up as friends, and I do occasionally help her out with small matters. But you know, Magnolia does have her obsessions. And while I understand her, it does grow tiresome worrying about everything, doesn’t it? I prefer to simply act and face the consequences later.” 
 
    “Hm. I can admire that way of thinking. I fear that I take the opposite approach. Acting without caution is slightly dangerous when you can’t see.” 
 
    Bethal laughs. 
 
    “Oh, forgive me! It must be different. I am simply referring to…well, let’s just say I enjoyed myself immensely tonight. I came here expecting to simply eat and dine and chat, which is frankly dull, but this was well worth the trip! I won’t forget tonight. You know, your visitors are enchanting. Who did you say they were? Fair folk? They certainly have wonderful complexions! Do you know if I could visit them?” 
 
    I try to fend off her questions, smiling politely, and feel Gamel heading towards us at speed. He has a wineglass in each hand, and I’m not ashamed to admit that I plan to use him as a conversation topic to steer Bethal away from questions about the fae. He’s nearly upon us and I sense him offering a cup to me when a hand shoots out and knocks the cup away. 
 
      
 
    “Stop!” 
 
      
 
    One of the spring fae shouts, his voice drowning out all sound. He seems enraged, and Gamel staggers back, surprised. I whirl as the fae leaps forwards and snatches the cup from Gamel’s hand. Several of the Human [Lords] leap to their feet with a hand of their weapons, but the fae are faster. The one with the cup raises it above his head and shouts. 
 
      
 
    “Treachery! A poisoned cup!” 
 
      
 
    The other fae shout in outrage. Their good spirits change to fury in a moment. 
 
      
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Who dares break the law of hospitality?” 
 
    “Who offers violence?” 
 
    “Find them! Hound them! Tear them apart!” 
 
      
 
    They begin shouting all at once, their beautiful faces suddenly twisted with rage. I hear buzzing again, loud and furious. Gamel backs away, and the nobles of Izril freeze in fear as the fae turn, their faces masks of anger. A buzzing fills the air, a loud, low drone that makes the tableware rumble and the air shake. I raise a hand and shout. 
 
    “Stop!” 
 
    The fae halt. They turn towards me. I look at the cup the fae is holding. 
 
    “Are you sure it’s poisoned?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes! ‘Twas not yon servant who poisoned it, but death runs through this cup! A treachery, a breach of sacred hospitality!” 
 
      
 
    I don’t doubt the fae. I turn to Gamel. He’s pale as every eye fixes on him. 
 
    “Gamel, what happened to the cup?” 
 
    He trembles, spreading his hands, his face white. 
 
    “Your Majesty, I swear I put down both cups for a moment to find an untapped keg of wine. When I turned back—it must have been then! Only, I don’t know who might have touched it!” 
 
    He points to a place where the wine cups were standing. I try and sense whether there are clues or any sign of who might be there. But the nobles all could have gotten up and walked over, and no one’s left a handy bracelet on the ground or an incriminating sock. I shake my head. 
 
    “So you have no idea who might have put poison in the drink?” 
 
    “None, sire.” 
 
    “And it is poisoned? For transparency, let us test it. Good folk, please.” 
 
    Lady Rie walks forwards, her face pale. She takes the wine glass from the fae and places something in it. A fork. I have no idea why she’s doing that until I recall—all the silverware is made of silver. 
 
    After a moment Lady Rie takes the fork out. I can’t tell if there’s a difference, but the nobles all gasp as one, so I suspect the silver’s changed somehow. Apparently, it reacts to many poisons. Rie nods slowly. 
 
    “Someone was trying to kill Emperor Laken. Someone in this gathering.” 
 
    The meadow goes silent. All the nobles face each other, solemn. My people surround me protectively, as if that could save me from the invisible assassin. One of the [Lords], Tourant, speaks hoarsely. 
 
    “Surely you don’t suspect us, Lady Rie? We never touched the cup!” 
 
    “Indeed, how could it be us? What about a servant?” 
 
    “Anyone could have touched the cup! Why, it could be these strange folk—” 
 
    The [Lady] who speaks breaks off as the fae closest to her hiss in outrage. 
 
      
 
    “You dare question our honor?” 
 
    “Kill her!” 
 
      
 
    The buzzing begins again, loud and fierce. The nobles shrink in their seats, and once again I raise my voice. 
 
    “Peace, fair folk! Please, peace!” 
 
    They subside, looking at me. I take a few deep breaths. Poison. I never sensed it. And it was coming to me? Why now? Was it—where’s Sacra? I speak as calmly as I can, sensing for her. She’s…wait, she’s in the village. Because she’s not a noble, that’s right! But could she have…? I try to focus, speaking to the crowd in the meadow as calmly as I can. 
 
    “Peace. I understand and appreciate your outrage, fair folk. However, no harm was done. This is a time of feasting, and I would not besmirch the honor of my guests with accusations without fact. I ask you to sit and eat, lords and ladies of the fae.” 
 
    They hesitate. At last, one of them shrugs. 
 
      
 
    “So long as hospitality is not broken entirely and the host agrees, we abide. But a second breach and we will hunt. Honor demands it!” 
 
      
 
    I nod. 
 
    “I would expect nothing less.” 
 
    Satisfied, the fae sit. Soon, they begin laughing as if nothing’s happened, but the nobles of Izril are well and truly frightened. They stare at me, grateful to be saved from the wrath of the fae. I sense Ivolethe moving through the crowd. She plucks the offending cup of poison and sniffs at it. 
 
      
 
    “You have enemies, Laken Godart. Take care you survive to meet Ryoka Griffin.” 
 
      
 
    She takes the half-full cup from the serving tray and downs the liquid inside before I can stop her. Bethal gasps audibly, but Ivolethe just laughs. 
 
      
 
    “Fear not, mortals. ‘Twas not the danger to us that offended my kin, but the insult to hospitality. There are few poisons in any world that we fear.” 
 
      
 
    She tosses the cup down and turns away. Bethal breathes out slowly. 
 
    “I see. Well I, for one, am glad of that. Emperor Laken, I am appalled at this assault on your life—at your own gathering, no less! Please rest assured that I will investigate this matter personally. And please be assured that Magnolia was not responsible for this heinous attack.” 
 
    I’m breathing hard. Durene is right behind me, and I know her fists are clenched, ready to hit something. 
 
    “You seem very sure of that, Lady Bethal.” 
 
    She doesn’t move, and her voice is steady. 
 
    “I am. Magnolia does not employ poisons. She is far more direct. If she wanted you dead without a shadow of a doubt, well, I realize that is hardly a comfort, but there it is. She intended this gathering as a way to test you, Emperor Godart.” 
 
    “And did I pass her test?” 
 
    I snap and sense Thomast shift ever so slightly. Lady Bethal nods slowly. 
 
    “I would say you did. Please do not mistake Magnolia’s actions for hostility. She must be sure of her friends and enemies. I would elaborate, but I think Sacra is tasked with explaining the rest of Magnolia’s thoughts.” 
 
    “I will see her directly then. Lady Bethal, I apologize for the abruptness, but—” 
 
    “I understand completely.” 
 
    Lady Bethal smiles, bows slightly, and retreats. I turn. Ivolethe is standing behind me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
      
 
    “It seems this banquet is at an end. The food is nearly eaten, and the wine is almost gone at any rate. I believe my kin are leaving.” 
 
      
 
    Sure enough, the fae are gathering. I hesitate as they laugh and call out farewells to the nobles of Izril. Only Bethal waves and calls in return. 
 
    “Are they offended by the poison?” 
 
    Ivolethe grins her pointed grin. 
 
      
 
    “Only in your name. In truth, I think they rather liked it. A banquet is not complete without bloodshed and intrigue, after all. I thank you on their behalf since they will not, arrogant fools that they be.” 
 
      
 
    “So you’re going? Just like that?” 
 
    She nods. I have a thousand things to ask her, but I sense the warrior behind her and know I won’t get an answer to any of them. 
 
    “There’s so much I need to know. Will your kind return if I host another banquet?” 
 
      
 
    “Most likely not. This was special, Laken Godart. You know that. If it happened twice, would it be as special? Nae, do not look for wonders twice in the same place. We are not permitted to interfere in this world.” 
 
      
 
    I frown at Ivolethe. 
 
    “But you did. That was poison meant for me.” 
 
      
 
    “Aye. But we were allowed to come here.” 
 
      
 
    I pause. 
 
    “That makes no sense.” 
 
    She laughs. 
 
      
 
    “You are like Ryoka. Foolish. Don’t you see? The rules we have against interfering are not rules set in stone or engraved on the world’s heart. They are just rules. Made by our King. He thinks we should not interfere, so we do not, out of respect to him. But there is no reason why we cannot.” 
 
      
 
    “But then why is he…?” 
 
    Ivolethe shakes her head. 
 
      
 
    “Caution, Laken Godart. Caution and memory. Our King does not wish our deaths. He fears that to interfere would mean the end of one of us, and that is a cost far too high.” 
 
      
 
    “He fears for you so much?” 
 
    The winter fae nods. Her voice grows tired, older, even as her spring cousins laugh and dance about, making the most of their last moments on earth. 
 
      
 
    “If one of our kind should perish every thousand years, it would be far too many, emperor of men. We are old.” 
 
      
 
    “How old?” 
 
    I feel a frozen finger jab me in the throat and flinch. 
 
      
 
    “Must you mortals ask a question of everything? Old, fool! When your kind was learning to build with stone and wood, we were already ancient. In ages past, we danced with gods and demons and made war and peace across worlds.” 
 
      
 
    She pauses. 
 
      
 
    “Once, our courts were filled with the fae, and we filled the forests with laughter. We are fewer now. Far fewer.” 
 
      
 
    “But you are immortals. Aren’t you?” 
 
    She just sighs. 
 
      
 
    “All things die, Laken Godart. All things. So our King forbids us to do more than spread winter on this world. And that is a boon based out of obligation. But he let us attend this banquet because it was special.” 
 
      
 
    “Why? If you don’t mind me asking.” 
 
    She just sighs. 
 
      
 
    “For the memory of such things, I think. Our King desires not to interfere in this world’s doings, but he remembers. We all remember what was and what might be again, and we long for these gatherings. We love acknowledgement, and for that, the Faerie King would bend his own rules to allow us a few moments to dance and make merry. For this kindness, you were granted a wonder. If the world changes because of it, well, such is fate. And we enjoyed ourselves, so that’s all that matters.” 
 
      
 
    She smiles wickedly. I find myself smiling too, but it’s bittersweet. 
 
    “I wish—” 
 
    She cuts me off. I feel a kiss on my cheek, a sweet kiss like a snowflake, like frost. Ivolethe dances back from me, elegant, mischievous, as Durene gasps. 
 
      
 
    “Hah! If wishes were so easily granted! Take your gifts, Laken Godart. I do not think we will ever meet again.” 
 
      
 
    I rub at my cheek. 
 
    “Don’t you know?” 
 
    She shakes her head. 
 
      
 
    “If we knew everything, what would be the point of anything? Go well, Laken Godart.” 
 
      
 
    She laughs, a bright, cold sound, and bows. I bow back, and Ivolethe turns. In a moment, she and the strange warrior are gone. The other fae dance forwards. One steps forwards and bows to me, mockingly. 
 
      
 
    “‘Twas well done and cleverly played. You asked for naught but our presence, and the boon is granted. So we go.” 
 
      
 
    I bow again. 
 
    “That is all I wished for. You have already done me a grand favor, fair folk. I would say that I am in your debt, but I am told that is unwise.” 
 
      
 
    “True!” 
 
    “This Emperor is wiser than most!” 
 
    “No debts, no payment!” 
 
    “Well then, farewell, wise ruler! Remember us, mortals!” 
 
      
 
    They bow, laughing. All of them. I don’t expect it, but the unruly mob lowers their heads in unison. And then they shout as one as the nobles of Izril look on. 
 
      
 
    “To the Emperor of Eyes! To the Ruler of the Unseen! To the Protector of the Cottage!” 
 
      
 
    And as the last echo of their voice fades in the meadow they are gone. Gone, just like that, leaving only that most precious of things behind. A memory. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The night was filled with activity long after the fair folk left. The nobles of Izril were almost panicked by what they had seen and experienced. There was the issue of poison hanging in the air, and the fear of suspicion. For the [Emperor] and his people, there was the issue of Magnolia Reinhart’s maid to attend to. 
 
    She would have an audience on the morrow—for tonight, the [Emperor] insisted on drawing a circle of salt around the village, a tricky task, but a necessary one. The nobles found themselves sleeping in newly-built houses, and if they grumbled about the poor treatment, they found their beds were as soft as any they had experienced in their homes. 
 
    Only two people stayed up long after the banquet. Tired though they were, Bethal and Thomast walked just outside the village, ignoring Laken’s warnings. Bethal was chattering into an amulet at her neck, talking animatedly though there was no one but Thomast to hear. And she was not talking to him. 
 
    “Oh, Magnolia, I had a wonderful time. The food was quite good—rustic, you know? Of course, there were a few delicacies, but I enjoyed the ambiance. We had an open-air dinner and the most intriguing guests. You know, I don’t think I’ve ever enjoyed myself so thoroughly. Well, maybe the time we were at Lord Faltifant’s, you remember—well, I was getting to that!” 
 
    She huffed as she listened to the voice speaking on the other end. 
 
    “Yes, it was quite surprising. All very well done—I enjoyed the décor, for all it was outside. You know, the setting was really—yes, he passed! Splendidly, too! He had these strange guests as well, Magnolia. I don’t know what they were! I said I don’t know—no, not which species! I’m not even sure they were real! But they were quite engaging! Would you like me to tell you about them? Really? Well, listen!” 
 
    She began speaking rapidly as Thomast scanned their quiet surroundings for any movement. Bethal finished and added a few remarks to the silent amulet. 
 
    “Thomast says he couldn’t kill one of the warriors there. No, not a chance. It was one of the strange visitors, the members of Emperor Godart’s court. No, Thomast says he’d lose, but you know how modest he is—wait, talk to him? I can relay—he’s my husband, Magnolia. I know you know! But I—” 
 
    She paused and turned to Thomast. 
 
    “She wants to talk to you.” 
 
    The Chevalier accepted the amulet, continuing to scan the landscape. He spoke quietly and matter-of-factly. 
 
    “I’m not sure what I saw. But whatever it was, that warrior wasn’t Human or any species I’ve seen. And I’m sure it—he—could have killed me in a duel. I don’t think I could have hurt him with my blade. But perhaps—does the phrase ‘cold iron’ mean anything to you?” 
 
    He listened, and then, after a moment, lowered the amulet and handed it to Bethal. He whispered to her as he passed the jewel back. 
 
    “She’s shouting obscenities.” 
 
    Bethal covered the amulet and made a face. 
 
    “That actually meant something to her? What does she know?” 
 
    Thomast shrugged. Bethal raised the amulet and adopted a cheery tone. 
 
    “My, that’s an earful, Magnolia! Do you know what—? No? Okay, but I will ask you later—come on, Magnolia, I met them! They were quite alluring in a primal sort of way. You would have—what do you mean, the poison? Oh, right! Yes, the poison. Quite dreadful, but those strange visitors discovered it straight away. Quite luckily too! No, I have no idea who could have done it. But it’s a short list, isn’t it? I doubt one of Laken’s servants would have—you have to go? But I had hardly finished describing the food! Oh, very well. Treat that Emperor Godart as a friend, do you hear me, Magnolia? A friend! Yes, that’s my suggestion! I’m not being swayed! Fine!” 
 
    She lowered the amulet and made a face. Bethal dropped her cheery tone as she turned to Thomast. 
 
    “She’s going to look into it. But I really doubt she’ll find proof, Thomast. Sacra’s not exactly adept at this sort of investigation.” 
 
    Thomast nodded. He looked at his wife as she massaged her throat. The Chevalier considered his words and spoke at last. 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell her the poison was meant for you?” 
 
    “I didn’t want to worry her. And she should treat it as an attempt on Laken Godart’s life, not wonder if he’s a threat. My impression was that he was an ally of sorts, not someone Magnolia needs as an enemy.” 
 
    Thomast nodded. 
 
    “I felt the same way. But that doesn’t change the fact that someone tried to kill you, Bethal.” 
 
    “My rings would have protected me. Probably. Thomast, we need allies, and Laken Godart didn’t plant the poison. If he had, those angry folk would have said so, I have no doubt. We’ll think of who it could be. But let’s leave Magnolia out of this.” 
 
    “She sounded tired.” 
 
    Bethal nodded slowly. 
 
    “She’s tired. She’s being nice. Trying to keep the continent together as always. If only she had some help.” 
 
    “Do you think this [Emperor] is the help she needs?” 
 
    “Possibly. I don’t think he’ll make things worse. On the whole, I’d trust him over her enemies. The Circle of Thorns has spies everywhere. Perhaps it was one of them who planted the poison. Or perhaps I just have enemies.” 
 
    Bethal sighed. She stood with Thomast as the night drew on. The events of the last few hours swirled around them. Fae and magic. Poison and plotting. Bethal looked up. 
 
    “Thomast?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Did you enjoy the banquet?” 
 
    He thought about this. The banquet had caused a stir. Laken Godart had either terrified or impressed the nobles of Izril. He’d saved himself from being assassinated by Magnolia Reinhart—Bethal and Thomast had been sent to kill him in a duel of honor if they deemed him too dangerous. All in all, Laken had proved himself an adept [Emperor], if a young one. He had mysterious forces at his command, loyal servants, and that most important of qualities—luck. 
 
    The banquet had been a wonder, a moment of strange magic in a time of strife. Thomast nodded to himself as he recalled the fae. 
 
    “I hated it.” 
 
    Bethal kicked him in the shins. 
 
    “Spoilsport.” 

  

 
   
    5.12 
 
      
 
    The rain fell. The pounding drops soaked into the already saturated soil of Liscor, pooling into lakes and ponds in the valleys, relentless. The rains covered the grass and chased the living indoors. And brought the waterlogged corpses of the Face-Eater Moths to the surface. 
 
    From the walls of Liscor, the Floodplains could be seen stretching to the base of the gargantuan mountains in the distance. In every direction, the ground was filled with pale white corpses of moths, some bloodied yellow, others scorched or torn to pieces. The moths were dead. Most of them. Some still moved weakly, dragging their wings across the ground. But they were no threat anymore. 
 
    Liscor had won. The walls were still littered with dead bodies. And yet, the cost had taken its toll on the city. They had paid in blood to hold the walls. 
 
    Not that you would know it to stare at the walls today. As Watch Captain Zevara wearily greeted the rising sun, she saw only Face-Eater Moth corpses being hammered by the rain. Liscor’s dead had already been recovered and cremated, buried, or otherwise laid to rest. Otherwise they would have had to deal with the undead this morning as well. 
 
    “Report.” 
 
    She turned her head, feeling her body protest the motion. Zevara had barely put her head down for more than an hour since the battle on the walls yesterday—just long enough to level up twice. She hadn’t gained a Skill, though. That was a sour plum that made her resent her long watch through the night. But when she stared at the Antinium sitting next to her she reconsidered voicing her bad mood. 
 
    Klbkch was sitting next to the battlements, letting the rain wash his body clean. The Antinium’s head was bowed, his carapace cut and still covered with fluids from battle. He looked tired. In Zevara’s experience, if an Antinium looked tired, it meant they were exhausted beyond belief. He didn’t seem to have heard Zevara’s statement. She wondered if he was asleep. She hesitated. But duty was duty. 
 
    “Senior Guardsman Klbkch.” 
 
    He started and nearly unsheathed the twin swords at his side. He had been asleep! Zevara wondered how intense the battle in the Hive had been for Klbkch the Slayer to have passed out during his duty. He stirred, realized he had been sitting, and leapt up. 
 
    “Watch Captain, my apologies—” 
 
    “Sit back down. You need rest.” 
 
    Zevara yawned. Klbkch hesitated and then leaned on the battlements next to her. It still felt strange at times to have an Antinium—much less the infamous Slayer—under her command. But at the moment Zevara just saw another [Guardsman]. One of her best, in fact. 
 
    “Klbkch, report.” 
 
    “Walls are secure. The Face-Eater Moths have been driven off. The Hive is still recovering, but we estimate damages will be repaired within two days at most. We have Painted Soldiers on standby should more threats emerge. As per your request, I have allowed my subordinate, Pawn, to relieve your [Guardsmen] by posting his Soldiers on the walls. He has not reported any incidents as of yet.” 
 
    “Good. Did I—did I ask you that before?” 
 
    “I believe so.” 
 
    “Ancestors.” 
 
    Zevara closed her eyes briefly. She turned her head and stared down the right wall, where Antinium Soldiers were indeed standing to attention. The rain battered their dark shells but failed to wash away the bright colors on their bodies. She wanted to ask Klbkch exactly what the strange patterns meant, but he had been evasive every time she asked. She eyed the lone Worker walking from Soldier to Soldier, pausing to talk to them. 
 
    “That’s your subordinate? Pawn? I thought the Antinium—” 
 
    She yawned hugely. 
 
    “—thought they didn’t have names. Isn’t he supposed to go crazy?” 
 
    “That is a misconception. Aberrations arise in most cases revolving around an Antinium’s name. But Pawn is an Individual, capable of thought and action.” 
 
    “That’s new?” 
 
    Klbkch nodded. Zevara yawned again. 
 
    “Dead gods, the Walled Cities won’t like that.” 
 
    She realized she’d said that out loud, and her heart leapt in her chest. But Klbkch only nodded. 
 
    “I believe they will not. But include in your report that they are few in number at the moment. And we are committed to honoring our agreement with Liscor. The Painted Soldiers are a new unit dedicated to this effort.” 
 
    The Watch Captain turned to Klbkch. He knew she was reporting to the other cities? Wait, of course he knew. He wasn’t an idiot. But hearing him address her secret duties out loud was— 
 
    “The Painted Soldiers? Is that a formal designation? Some new creation of the Antinium?” 
 
    Maybe he was tired enough to reveal something by accident too. Klbkch shook his head. 
 
    “It is an informal phrase. The Soldiers are functionally no different from other Soldiers. Their unique appearance is meant to foster trust.” 
 
    “Well, it certainly makes them stand out.” 
 
    Zevara shook her head, eying the Soldiers. It was very rare to see Antinium in Liscor in any numbers. Normally, having them on the walls would be the cause for alarm. At the moment though, Zevara imagined that Liscor’s citizens slept soundly knowing they were there. They certainly allowed her to give her guardsmen a night’s rest. 
 
    “I’m grateful, Klbkch. Just tell me one thing—your Soldiers won’t panic because of the rain, will they? Or the heights?” 
 
    Klbkch had been nodding off. He jerked upright. 
 
    “The water? I do not believe so, Watch Captain. The heights are no obstacle to the Antinium, and the rain is only rain. Once the Floodplains fill to capacity, the Soldiers may experience…uneasiness. Until then, they should be unhindered.” 
 
    Uneasiness? What did that mean? Zevara clenched her jaws to avoid yawning again. 
 
    “Right then. Well…how much do you trust your man—Antinium—Pawn?” 
 
    “Pawn?” 
 
    Klbkch hesitated for the first time. Zevara noticed it, although she was too tired to wonder why. He nodded slowly. 
 
    “Pawn is…quite capable. He will lead the Painted Soldiers into battle competently, if that is your question.” 
 
    “Could he hold the walls?” 
 
    “By himself? Against most threats, yes.” 
 
    “And he’ll alert you if any danger threatens the city?” 
 
    “That is correct.” 
 
    “Well then.” 
 
    Zevara was swaying on her feet. She looked around, lowered her voice, and then slowly lowered herself below the line of the battlements. Klbkch stared at her. 
 
    “I am still on duty. Wake me if something happens or when the other [Guardsmen] start reporting. Until then, I’m taking a nap. You’re welcome to do the same.” 
 
    She leaned back and felt her head loll against the hard stone almost immediately. Klbkch stared at her. Then he saluted. 
 
    “Excellent orders, Watch Captain.” 
 
    He sat back down. Within moments both he and Zevara were asleep. The rain fell onwards, covering the landscape. Liscor slumbered. It had won, but no one was celebrating. They were all asleep. The day after the battle was quiet. Liscor’s heroes slept. 
 
    This is how they woke. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Pawn was still awake the day after the battle. He walked the walls, past unmoving Antinium Soldiers standing in the rain. More still patrolled the streets below. Pawn would visit them soon, though his body cried out for rest. But the Painted Soldiers had been fighting nonstop all day yesterday. How could he lie down before them? 
 
    And he had a duty. The incense censer was heavy in his hands, and the rain pouring down threatened to extinguish the embers within. He protectively covered the top of the censer with two of his hands as the other one swung the censer, wafting incense as he passed down the wall. 
 
    It was barely noticeable, what with the smell of dead moths and rain all around. But it was noticeable and that was what mattered. The Soldiers stood as he passed behind them, speaking quietly. 
 
    “We remember Blue Circles, who leapt from the walls to bring down an enemy four times his size.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    The mandibles of the Soldiers standing on the wall snapped together. It was a faint sound, but every Soldier on the wall made the same motion. All at once. All four walls of Liscor echoed with the sound as Pawn paused a moment. He spoke again. 
 
    “We remember Jilted Lines, who fell while holding the southern wall against the moths.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    The sound was one. Pawn’s head was bowed. The rain washed over his carapace, unrelenting. He saw a Soldier standing in front of him, bleeding faintly from one leg. Pawn rested a hand on his arm and muttered a prayer. Perhaps it didn’t help. Perhaps it did nothing. But the Soldier stood taller as Pawn passed. The Worker spoke on. 
 
    “We remember Leaves of Trees, who was crushed by a giant moth as it landed.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    The Soldiers stood, proud, wounded, sentinels watching for movement. If a moth so much as twitched, they rushed over to stomp it to death. They stood on the walls, listening to Pawn as he passed on round after round. Even when they could not hear him, when Pawn was on a distant wall, their mandibles still snapped together. 
 
    Click. 
 
    They listed the dead by heart, each one of them. Again and again, as Pawn prayed they would find a better place beyond. The Soldiers stood quietly as the sun rose and the skies brightened. But the rain poured on, on the dead, the wounded, and the living. 
 
    Click. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Olesm thought he heard a strange clicking sound as he wearily got to his feet. He shook his head, rubbed at his earholes, and blearily looked out his window. The rising sun made his eyes open wide, and he shot out of bed. 
 
    “I’m late!” 
 
    He was supposed to report to duty on the walls every day at—Olesm flailed around his room wildly until his sleepy panic was replaced by memory. Oh! Liscor, the battle, the moths—Zevara had told him to rest until he was ready to replace her. Wearily, Olesm rubbed his face. He could have slept another day, but he knew Zevara was on duty until he relieved her. 
 
    The Drake hurried to toss some clothes on his body, avoiding the dirty rags he’d tossed in one corner of his room. He hurried out of his small apartment and onto the streets. The streets, filled with dead moths. They littered the ground like so much trash. So many. The Drake still couldn’t believe that Liscor had fought them off. If he closed his eyes, he could remember the laughing moths coming up the walls, the sounds of screams, the boom of the enchantments going off— 
 
    For a few seconds, the Drake’s pulse raced and he reached for the sword at his side. Then he remembered. They were dead. The moths were dead. The rain had chased them off. Olesm stared at the sodden bodies and shuddered as he saw something move underneath a moth’s wing. 
 
    “Dead gods, what…?” 
 
    He carefully approached the wing and nearly leapt out of his scales as a tiny moth scurried out from beneath the wing of a larger, dead moth. He cursed and stomped at it, and then yelped in horror as he saw several larvae oozing out of the same place. 
 
    “Ancestors!” 
 
    Olesm wasn’t willing to stomp on them with his boots, so he drew his sword and speared the larvae. They oozed as he cut them, and the Drake backed up, shuddering as he stared at the other moth bodies. 
 
    “Are they infesting the other corpses? Damn it, we’ll have to burn the lot!” 
 
    “That was my thought. Although it’ll be a trick getting the bodies flaming in this deluge. Young Swifttail, it’s good to see you up!” 
 
    Olesm whirled. He saw a Drake in gleaming armor marching towards him, followed by several Drakes on patrol. Wall Lord Ilvriss looked tireless despite not having slept for over a day. He nodded to Olesm as the Drake stared at him. His escorts were certainly showing signs of fatigue. 
 
    “Wall Lord! I didn’t expect to see you up!” 
 
    Olesm hadn’t expected to see anyone up at this hour. Wall Lord Ilvriss just smiled, turning his handsome face to regard the moth corpses with disgust. 
 
    “Did you think I’d be asleep, young Swifttail? Far from it! Remember, Liscor’s citizens are already waking, though her defenders are catching up on rest. I’m patrolling to show everyone there’s nothing to fear. Although these damned moths do worry me, even in death!” 
 
    He glared at the body and larvae that Olesm had killed. Ilvriss nodded at a Drake standing behind him. 
 
    “Burn it.” 
 
    The Drake [Mage] raised her hands and wearily shot a jet of fire at the corpse. It didn’t want to burn, but the sustained flames eventually cooked the moth. Olesm saw a few wiggling shapes trying to escape the burning moth and shuddered. Ilvriss nodded in satisfaction, and the mage lowered her claws, panting. The moth’s corpse hadn’t been incinerated, but the heat had probably cooked anything inside of it. 
 
    “Good work. We’ll have to come up with a more effective solution soon. Consider the issue, Swifttail—I’d appreciate your thoughts.” 
 
    “You are too kind, Wall Lord.” 
 
    Olesm bowed. He hadn’t actually wanted to meet Ilvriss, certainly not this early in the day. He liked the Wall Lord—well, sort of—and Ilvriss liked him. And Olesm certainly respected the Drake. He’d seen Ilvriss cutting down Face-Eater Moths left and right during the battle without pausing to so much as rest. But the Drake was a bit much to deal with. 
 
    “Well, I, ah, I’m honored that you’re working so hard for the good of the city, Wall Lord Ilvriss. It truly is inspiring. I was intending to go and relieve Watch Captain Zevara of her duties.” 
 
    “Were you? I saw you off not six hours ago! Good soldier! That’s the kind of spirit we need!” 
 
    Ilvriss smiled approvingly. Then he looked Olesm up and down. 
 
    “You seem taller, young Swifttail. Tell me, did you level at all last night? I thought you must have!” 
 
    Olesm gulped. He really hadn’t wanted to get into it. Oh well, nothing for it. 
 
    “I did, Wall Lord. I, ah, gained two levels?” 
 
    “Two? Excellent! We’ll celebrate that later—ah, but I’ll hold off on drinking. Nevertheless, it deserves a party! Several of my men leveled as well. Did you gain any decent Skills by any chance?” 
 
    The young Drake hesitated. He shouldn’t say it. It would definitely make Ilvriss focus on him, and Olesm really did want to relieve Zevara. But he was bursting to say it. He fought silently for a moment and gave in. Ilvriss would find out sooner or later and he’d be hurt if Olesm didn’t tell him right now. Besides, Olesm really wanted to say it. 
 
    “As a matter of fact…I obtained my [Strategist] class from leveling up, Wall Lord. I’m now a Level 30 [Strategist]. I gained the army Skill – [Vigor of Champions] as well.” 
 
    Ilvriss had been nodding to some of his men, scanning the street. At Olesm’s words his head whipped around, and his eyes went wide. He stared and then was roaring and clapping Olesm on the back in the next moment. 
 
    “Strategist?” 
 
    His voice was so loud that Olesm saw Drakes and Gnolls opening their shutters to stare. Ilvriss shouted as his escorts crowded around Olesm, slapping him on the shoulders and making the young Drake wince. Ilvriss was ecstatic. 
 
    “A Level 30 [Strategist]? My dear young Swifttail, how did you not mention that right away? Ancestors! By the walls of my city, that’s a cause for celebration! Don’t be modest! A Level 30—most [Tacticians] take another 5 levels to reach that class! We have a prodigy here! And what Skill—” 
 
    “You’re too kind, no, it’s really not—” 
 
    “Nothing? Ancestors, Swifttail, there’s such a thing as being too modest! That Skill’s not anything to dismiss either! I’ve heard of [Vigor of Champions]. That’s a Skill any [General] would be proud to use! Come, use it on us!” 
 
    He gestured at his escort. Olesm hesitantly did so, visualizing Ilvriss and his men as part of his command. Instantly, he saw several of the weary Drakes straighten. Ilvriss clenched his fists experimentally. 
 
    “Incredible. The fatigue’s not gone, by any means, but I could fight another battle here and now! Young Swifttail, this is more than just a level up. This calls for—Weille, run to the Tailless Thief. Tell that [Innkeeper] to prepare a celebratory feast for young Swifttail! We’ll toast his new class! And invite his friends and family too! I’ll buy out the inn for the day!” 
 
    “That’s really not necessary, Wall Lord. Really—” 
 
    Olesm tried to back away, but Ilvriss wouldn’t hear of it. He had a hand on Olesm’s shoulder like a steel vice, and he was beaming widely as his tail wagged on the ground. 
 
    “Swifttail! Modesty has its place, but this is phenomenal news! I insist you come with me—and I should give you a gift to celebrate the occasion! Come, let’s go and—” 
 
    “Wall Lord!” 
 
    At last, Olesm managed to raise his voice enough to slow Ilvriss. The Drake blinked as Olesm tried to find an excuse to get out of an all-day party. 
 
    “I truly am grateful, Wall Lord Ilvriss. But though I’d be glad to celebrate with you—at another time—I feel I must replace Watch Captain Zevara on duty. She’s been awake all night, and I would be remiss if I abandoned my duties to celebrate!” 
 
    He bit his tongue as he finished, hoping Ilvriss wouldn’t take his words amiss. The Drake [Lord] stared at Olesm for a long moment, and then he nodded slowly. 
 
    “Well said, Drake. Well said!” 
 
    He clapped his hands together, and his escort, following his lead, applauded as well. Ilvriss kept nodding his head as he turned to his followers. 
 
    “You hear that? The model of a Drake! This young Drake—no, this [Strategist] is exactly what we need in Salazsar’s army! Not an hour after gaining a new class and he still thinks about his fellow Drake! By all means, relieve Watch Captain Zevara, young Swiftta—Olesm. She certainly deserves her rest. We’ll continue our patrol as well!” 
 
    He nodded authoritatively, and Olesm saw several of the Drakes behind him wince, clearly longing for their beds. But Ilvriss was animated, filled with energy from Olesm’s Skill. The young Drake coughed. 
 
    “Well, I’ll be going, Wall Lord. I’ll, ah, look forwards to seeing you later.” 
 
    “Certainly! We’ll postpone the celebration. Mind yourself on the walls though.” 
 
    Olesm paused. 
 
    “Is there danger, Wall Lord?” 
 
    Ilvriss grimaced. 
 
    “Possibly not. But the Antinium are currently holding the walls and patrolling the streets. Those damned colorful ones. They appear to be doing their job, but keep an eye on them and watch your tail.” 
 
    He glowered as if Antinium Soldiers doing a Drake’s job was a personal affront. Olesm nodded. He’d rather have the Painted Soldiers on duty while the City Watch caught up on their needed sleep, but he kept that to himself. 
 
    “I will. With your permission, Wall Lord—” 
 
    He backed away. The noise of his meeting with Ilvriss had stirred some of Liscor’s residents out of their beds. Drakes and Gnolls cautiously emerged from their houses, staring with revulsion at the moth corpses. Some waved to Olesm, and the Gnolls, having heard everything Ilvriss shouted and probably everything Olesm said, congratulated him on his new class. Olesm smiled, ducked his head, and tried not to wag his tail as he hurried towards the walls. 
 
    “Watch Captain Zevara? I’m relieving you. I’m terribly sorry, but I—oh!” 
 
    Klbkch and Zevara both started as Olesm came up the stairs. They got up fast, pretending they hadn’t been asleep. Olesm coughed as Zevara rubbed at her face. 
 
    “Olesm! We were just resting while Pawn—what time is it?” 
 
    “Just past dawn, Watch Captain.” 
 
    She scowled as she blinked blearily. 
 
    “So early? Go get more sleep. I can, uh, keep watch—” 
 
    “You should rest, Watch Captain! I can handle things—we only need an officer on duty. I don’t have to be on the walls all the time, just on call. The Antinium are holding the walls—let me relieve you.” 
 
    Zevara tried to protest, but she yawned hugely and gave up. 
 
    “Alright. Alright I’m—I’m going to sign off. Just until noon! I’ll be back up and relieve you then. Senior Guardsman Klbkch—you’re relieved as well. Get at least four hours of sleep.” 
 
    “Yes, Captain.” 
 
    The Antinium and Drake stumbled down the stairs, nearly slipping on the soaked stone. Olesm shook his head as they left and then looked around the walls. Antinium Soldiers on duty turned towards him and then swiftly away. They didn’t stop scanning the landscape. Olesm had no idea what to do with them, but he spotted a familiar figure doing the rounds. 
 
    Click. 
 
    There it was! That strange sound he’d woken up to! Olesm hurried towards Pawn as the Worker waved some kind of smoking object in front of him. 
 
    “Pawn!” 
 
    “Olesm?” 
 
    The Worker looked up. Olesm smiled in relief. He hadn’t been sure the Worker was Pawn—they all looked too alike—but Pawn was somehow familiar. Olesm gestured to Pawn and the Soldiers standing on guard. 
 
    “How are you? How are your Soldiers? What’s, ah, the clicking about?” 
 
    The Worker tilted his head as if confused. 
 
    “I am well, Olesm. My Soldiers are able for duty. Those present are only minimally wounded. We are conducting a mass for the departed.” 
 
    “The depart—oh.” 
 
    Olesm’s good spirits sank for a moment. He stared at the Antinium and remembered the Soldiers fighting on the walls with the guardsmen. Too many Gnolls and Drakes had fallen as the moths swarmed. Antinium too. True, Pawn’s Soldiers had come later in the battle and only a few hundred had entered the fray, but Olesm had heard Klbkch’s report. Moreover he had seen— 
 
    The Drake turned his head and stared down into one of Liscor’s main squares. He could see a bit above the roofs of the houses from this point. Not much, but enough to see the heads of fourteen giant Face-Eater Moths that the Antinium had carried out of their Hive. 
 
    When Watch Captain Zevara had angrily demanded why Klbkch hadn’t sent up every Soldier under his command he had offered the heads as proof of the Antinium’s battle underground. Just the thought of how many Antinium must have died to fight that many moths made Olesm shudder. 
 
    “Your Soldiers. Did they take many casualties?” 
 
    “Many? Not many. Not by Antinium standards. But more than none, which is too many.” 
 
    Pawn shook his head. Olesm stared at him. The Antinium Worker seemed different than Olesm remembered. Just as quiet, but more reserved. More…somber, perhaps. Olesm stared down into the streets where an Antinium patrol was marching. 
 
    “Your Soldiers saved a lot of lives, Pawn. The city is grateful.” 
 
    Indeed, the Soldiers on patrol weren’t getting nervous looks so much as amazed glances by the citizens who had heard of the Antinium’s underground battle. Pawn nodded slowly, as if that had never occurred to him. 
 
    “The city’s gratitude…is a good thing, I think. My Soldiers simply did what was ordered. What was needed.” 
 
    “Nevertheless. As Liscor’s [Strategist], I offer you my heartfelt thanks. Without you, we could not have held the walls.” 
 
    Olesm bowed slightly and felt a tingle in his chest. Liscor’s [Strategist]. He felt giddy at saying it out loud, and then guilty as he saw Pawn hunch his shoulders. 
 
    “Yes. I only wish fewer could have died.” 
 
    And what could Olesm say to that? Pawn was right, but he seemed focused on the dead. The Drake coughed and looked around for inspiration. With nothing coming to mind, he defaulted to what he knew. 
 
    “Well…I’m sure Liscor will offer you a formal sign of gratitude. And, uh, we’ll probably give the Hive a war gratuity for your fallen. I know that isn’t much, but I hope it will help your Soldiers’ uh…families? Friends? Comrades?” 
 
    He looked hopefully at Pawn. The Worker paused and one of his hands reached up to scratch at the top of his head. 
 
    “War gratuity? What is that?” 
 
    Olesm hesitated. He tried to explain. 
 
    “War gratuity’s, well, money paid to fallen soldiers for fighting. It goes to their families…uh…to their closest relatives…to…” 
 
    Pawn just looked blank. 
 
    “The Antinium have no such practice. If the city is offering coin for the sacrifice of Soldiers, I am sure the Hive will appreciate the money.” 
 
    “But it’s for the Soldiers. I mean, they deserve something for their efforts. Do they get a—a break or a reward for fighting?” 
 
    “A reward? We will rest after being relieved of duty.” 
 
    Pawn noted Olesm’s dismayed face and shrugged. 
 
    “A Soldier does not ask for benefits, Olesm. He exists to fight. There is no need to reward his duty.” 
 
    “But he should get—” 
 
    Olesm broke off. He stared at Pawn and shook his head. 
 
    “Never mind. You know what? Can you stay in charge for the moment? If there’s trouble, send a message to Wall Lord Ilvriss or Watch Captain Zevara. I’ll be back in less than twenty minutes!” 
 
    “We will stand watch. That is what Revalantor Klbkch has ordered.” 
 
    Pawn nodded, and Olesm hurried down the stairs. He knew he shouldn’t leave the city, but he had to. Maybe Pawn and his Soldiers wouldn’t receive any recognition besides gratitude from Liscor’s citizens. Maybe their Hive didn’t reward them for service or honor the fallen. But Olesm, as Liscor’s new [Strategist], could probably see to it that the Antinium got a hot meal while on duty. 
 
    He remembered something about them not being able to eat bread or wheat products. But, fortunately, he knew one [Innkeeper] that specialized in meals for Antinium. Olesm practically ran out of the gates as the Soldiers on watch obligingly opened it for him. He stared in dismay at the sea of corpses and the actual sea of water filling up the plains. It was already deep enough in parts that he had to splash ankle-deep through some parts as he tried to keep to the highest hills. 
 
    Tomorrow he’d probably have to swim to get to Erin’s inn! And that was only if he was suicidal—the moths’ corpses bobbed on the water, but they wouldn’t be there long. The rising waters meant more creatures would be appearing soon, and they ate anything in the waters. Olesm ran, slipping, the rain pelting his scales, and grinning wildly. He was a [Strategist]! He was a [Strategist]! 
 
    Then he fell into a giant valley filled with water. The Floodplains were flooding. Hence their name. And soon the city would well and truly be impossible to attack. As for the inn sitting on the hill, well, it might get a lot fewer customers. Because the waters were rising. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    It was raining. Erin stared at the droplets falling as she got up. The water was hypnotizing as it came down in droves. It was almost exciting to see it fall, to watch it cascade downwards and show off nature’s unrelenting power. It was also a bit too close for comfort, as Erin was currently watching it pour down through a hole in the side of her inn. 
 
    “I think that’s not a good thing, you know?” 
 
    She sat in the ruined common room of her inn and stared around. Her inn was wrecked. Dried moth blood was mixing with rainwater and dirt on the floors. Glass and broken wood littered the floor in places, and all of her windows were smashed in. If Erin turned her head, she’d be able to see a huge theatre stretching far behind her—filled with Face-Eater Moth corpses. They’d been piled up, pushed out of the main room to clear a path to move around. And that was just the ground floor. Erin knew her second and third floors were still filled with their dead bodies. 
 
    She was sitting on one of two remaining chairs, staring at the rain. Snoring filled her inn, despite the wreckage. It came from the basement. Of all the spots in Erin’s inn, the windowless kitchen and basement had been untouched. Bird and the Redfang Goblins had elected to sleep there. The others were in Octavia’s shop, or in Liscor. There was nowhere else they could rest as the rain poured in from the places where walls and windows should be. 
 
    “Holes in my inn. Holes in my inn. I have a holey inn. Which isn’t that funny.” 
 
    Erin blinked around at her inn. She didn’t actually feel that bad. She just felt grateful to be alive, really. After yesterday, she would have been grateful to be sitting out in the rain. Well, not grateful, but it would have beaten having her face eaten off by a horde of angry moths. 
 
    They’d won. Liscor had fought off the moths. But the cost—Erin glanced out of a hole in her inn. Well, the cost was just a bit problematic, that was all. 
 
    And yet, she was up. She was alive and—Erin’s stomach rumbled—hungry. And Erin had no doubt her guests would be just as hungry when they woke up. And they’d probably be happy, despite not having beds…or chairs…or rooms anymore. 
 
    Because they’d probably leveled up. Erin understood that leveling was like having a birthday. It was almost always a good thing and a cause for celebration. Okay, maybe not if you’d just become a Level 4 [Laborer], but a Level 43 [Foreman]? When people reached Level 20 or Level 30, they often hosted massive celebrations with tons of celebratory gifts. 
 
    She wondered who had leveled and what they’d gotten. Erin knew she’d leveled, but she was sort of ambivalent about it. She’d become a Level 35 [Magical Innkeeper]. But she’d gained no Skills. And when she stared around her wrecked inn, her desire to wildly celebrate sort of drained away. 
 
    “Woo. Yay.” 
 
    Erin waved her hands weakly as she peeked out one hole of a window. 
 
    “Darn it! They wrecked my outhouse! Both of them! How am I supposed to pee? Just squat over the hole and—wait, that would work. But it’s raining!” 
 
    She scowled around the inn and turned her head to the dead moth bodies. 
 
    “This is all your fault, you know.” 
 
    They didn’t reply. The moths were very dead, cut to shreds, pierced by magic, burned, crushed, and in one case, bitten to death. Bird had done the biting. Erin went over to kick the nearest dead moth. She had second thoughts when she stared into its open stomach. And she had third thoughts when something inside the moth wriggled and came out. 
 
    “Gah!” 
 
    The young woman screamed and leapt back as a yellow larva wormed its way out of the dead moth. It wriggled towards her on the floor, and Erin reflexively stomped. She wasn’t wearing shoes. After a horrified moment where she felt the squish and stared at her bare feet, Erin ran screaming outside. She began wiping her feet in the mud and grass and then realized something. 
 
    “Hey. Where’d the land go?” 
 
    Her inn stood on a hill. A very tall hill compared to the rest. It was one of a few tall hills around—the rest were shorter, and of course there were as many valleys as hills. Only, Erin couldn’t see the valleys or more than a few hilltops. Everything else was submerged in water. 
 
    It was only a few feet deep in places, or just barely covering the grass. But the water was rising. Erin saw the water rippling as the rain poured into it in every direction as she stared around her hilltop. In the distance, Liscor was surrounded by water. If it rose five feet higher, it would start flooding into the city. Erin’s inn was too high up for the water to conceivably flood—but soon almost everywhere else would be covered in water. 
 
    “Oh wow.” 
 
    Erin stared. Then she felt something wriggle on the bottom of her foot and freaked out again. She dragged the sole of her foot across the ground, avoiding the other dead moths lying around her inn. There were so many! Some were floating in the water around the inn, and she could see hundreds more sunken beneath the water. 
 
    “Oh my god! How the heck am I going to get to Liscor now? And what do I do about food? And guests? And there are infested moths in my inn! What’s left of it!” 
 
    Erin clutched at her head, staring at her dilapidated inn. The second and third floors were mainly intact—if you ignored the smashed-in windows and moth bodies piled inside—but Bird’s watch tower was nothing but smithereens. The entire place needed reconstruction. 
 
    “Antinium reconstruction! They can totally build it! Yeah! All I have to do is ask Bird to—” 
 
    The [Innkeeper] turned. A thought struck her as she stared at the watery landscape. She opened her mouth. 
 
    “Wait a second. Antinium…can’t swim.” 
 
    She looked at the water. She looked at Liscor. She looked at her inn. Erin cursed. Then she saw a Drake swimming in the water. Erin hesitated. It was still early morning, and she could barely see in the rain. But she thought the Drake looked familiar. 
 
    “Is that Olesm?” 
 
    “Erin! Erin! I have incredible news I have—oh.” 
 
    The Drake was swimming through the water over a valley to get to the inn. He stumbled out of the water, completely drenched, and ran up to her inn. He stopped when he saw the ruined building. 
 
    “Oh. Your inn.” 
 
    “Hey Olesm. How’s it going?” 
 
    Erin smiled at him. The Drake looked at her cheerful expression and then at her inn, shock on his face. 
 
    “Erin I—I’m glad to see you’re okay. But—” 
 
    “I’m glad to see you’re okay, too! Yeah, my inn’s sort of busted up. But that’s nothing some wood and nails won’t fix! If I can get someone to fix it cheap. It, uh, got smashed when the moths attacked. But I’m so happy you weren’t hurt! I saw the fighting on the walls, and I was so worried! I was trying to get help from Pallass, but those jerks didn’t do anything until the last minute! And then Pisces made it rain, can you believe that? He saved the day and—” 
 
    Olesm was just standing and staring at her inn. He looked heartbroken. Erin stopped talking. She walked over and gave Olesm a hug. The Drake started. 
 
    “Hey. Are you okay?” 
 
    He gaped at her. Then he realized what she was doing and hugged her back, fiercely. 
 
    “I’m so glad you’re okay! And I’m fine—in fact, I’m better than fine! I levelled up and gained a new class! But your inn. Erin—” 
 
    She laughed and hugged him harder. For some reason, Olesm’s concern over her inn had banished hers. Seeing him put things in perspective for her. 
 
    “The inn? Don’t worry! It’s fixable. And everyone inside is safe. All I need to do is—all I need to do is get my friends to help out a bit. I can deal with my inn. But I’m glad you’re safe.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    The Drake seemed startled. Erin just smiled. Her inn was gone, but the people were safe. Not like last time. This time it had gone right. Well, mostly right. She thought about Liscor, and her heart skipped a beat. 
 
    “How’s Krshia? Selys? Zevara? Klbkch? Relc? Ilvriss?” 
 
    “All—all okay. I think. There weren’t many casualties inside the city, and I heard it was mainly the adventurers who went out to fight. Everyone who stayed inside was fine, and Miss Krshia actually led some Gnolls in shooting down moths—I know Selys is okay, and Wall Lord Ilvriss. I just saw Zevara.” 
 
    Erin sagged in relief. 
 
    “That’s great. Really. Wait—what about Pawn and Belgrade and Anand and—” 
 
    Olesm cut her off as she looked towards Liscor. 
 
    “Pawn’s okay! And according to Klbkch, the Antinium fought off the moths! They killed fourteen giant moths, Erin!” 
 
    “Fourteen!?” 
 
    “Yes! Their heads are lying in Liscor’s main square right now! Apparently, the moths invaded from an underground dungeon entrance—one the Antinium say just opened up—and started attacking! That’s why the Antinium didn’t reinforce us until later, and I became a [Strategist]!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Erin’s eyes widened, and she released Olesm. The Drake blushed. 
 
    “Sorry, that slipped out.” 
 
    “No, that’s amazing! Did you get any Skills? That’s so great, Olesm! Isn’t that your dream? You have to tell me about it. But—” 
 
    She hesitated and looked back towards her inn. Olesm gazed around at the dead moth corpses in wonder. 
 
    “What in the name of the Ancestors happened over here, Erin? I saw glimpses, but—you killed a giant moth here, and hundreds of the smaller ones!” 
 
    She waved a hand in denial. 
 
    “I didn’t. That was all the adventurers. We had [Guardsmen] from Celum, the Goblins, the Horns of Hammerad, the Silver Swords, the Halfseekers—oh! Jelaqua!” 
 
    She grabbed his arm. 
 
    “Moore and Seborn rushed Jelaqua into the city! Do you know if she’s okay?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I haven’t visited the Adventurer’s Guild, but I can check. Where’s everyone now? Did anyone…?” 
 
    The Drake was clearly relieved when Erin quickly shook her head. 
 
    “No one died. Jelaqua got hurt, and Moore, but we healed him up. The Silver Swords went into Liscor with Drassi after the battle, and the Horns of Hammerad stayed here. They’re sleeping in Octavia’s shop, and the Goblins are sleeping in the basement since everywhere else is a mess. Lyonette and Mrsha are in Octavia’s shop too.” 
 
    “That’s good. That’s good, but—what about your inn?” 
 
    “I’ll fix it.” 
 
    Erin raised her eyebrows as Olesm gave her a look of disbelief. She felt more confident after hearing about her friends. 
 
    “What? It’s doable! My walls are pretty intact—okay, there’s a hole in one wall, and my outhouses are gone, but the only real damage is around the windows. And Bird’s watch tower. If I can get a team of Antinium here…” 
 
    “They won’t leave the city, Erin. The Antinium don’t leave their Hive during this season ever. They can’t swim.” 
 
    Olesm looked like he hated to be the bearer of bad news. Erin gnawed on her lip. 
 
    “Okay. Well…I might be able to hire someone from Celum. Or Pallass. Eh, that takes too much mana. Look, I’ll figure it out. But why are you here? Is something wrong?” 
 
    The Drake started guiltily. 
 
    “Me? Oh no, no—I just, uh, well, I was hoping to get you to—nevermind.” 
 
    “What? Come on.” 
 
    “It’s, uh—well, Pawn and his Soldiers were deployed to the walls, and they’re standing guard. I was hoping to treat them to a meal, but…” 
 
    He gestured at the flooded landscape, at Erin’s ruined inn, and the dead moths. Erin looked around. Dead moths, inn, waters. It was a sight to bring despair to any [Innkeeper]. Any normal one, at any rate. Erin just raised an eyebrow. Thoughts swirled and coalesced into crazy ideas in her head. She had a good one right now, in fact. She smiled as Olesm stared at her. 
 
    “No problem! Do you want the food to go or have them come here on their break?” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The Horns of Hammerad woke up on the floor of Octavia’s shop almost at the same time. That was because when Ceria opened her eyes, she moved her leg and kicked Pisces in the side. He sat up, which pulled the blankets off of Ksmvr. The Antinium jerked, and Yvlon, who’d been sleeping under a table, sensed the movement and banged her head as she tried to get up. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    Everyone in Octavia’s shop woke up, including Octavia herself. The Horns of Hammerad sat up groggily, their bodies aching, their heads still filled with fog. They stared around, remembered what had happened yesterday, and then woke up. 
 
    “Tree rot! How long have we been out?” 
 
    Ceria leapt to her feet, staring around wildly, and then turned and beamed at Pisces. He blinked at her. 
 
    “We made it! We’re alive!” 
 
    “That was certainly my inference as well.” 
 
    He flinched as she jabbed him with an elbow. Yvlon got up, wincing as she rubbed at her back. She was still wearing her armor and covered in moth gore. 
 
    “Silver and steel, I’m aching all over! I haven’t slept in my armor since—Ksmvr, Ceria, Pisces, how are you?” 
 
    “We are alive. I believe this is the reason for Captain Ceria’s celebration. I am ecstatic to be alive as well.” 
 
    Ksmvr sat up as the other sleepers slowly got up. Lyonette stumbled upright as Mrsha sat up and yawned. Octavia pulled herself up from behind the counter. 
 
    “Whuzzat? Why’s everyone—oh.” 
 
    She glared at the adventurers as Ceria laughed with giddy relief. Mrsha ran over to them but recoiled as she smelled all four adventurers. They hadn’t bothered to wash last night, and had literally fallen asleep out of sheer exhaustion. Everyone had, but in the morning the stench was unbearable. 
 
    “Ugh! Anyone got soap and a bucket of water?” 
 
    Yvlon shook her head as she examined her armor and hair. Ceria realized she was covered in guts and sniffed at her arm and gagged. Pisces brushed at his pristine robes. He was barely dirty, save for sweat and a bit of blood on one cheek. The monster guts and blood had fallen right off the enchanted clothing Ceria had bought for him. By contrast, Ksmvr looked like the survivor of some kind of massacre. He had yellow bloodstains all over his body and shallow cuts on his carapace. 
 
    Octavia eyed her guests with dismay. She opened her mouth and pointed to the door to Liscor. 
 
    “Hey everyone, thanks for sleeping in my shop. I’d be happy to sell you all a cleansing potion and some water. Why don’t you all go to Erin’s inn and then come back when you’re clean? We can talk payment then.” 
 
    “Payment? What for?” 
 
    The adventurers turned to her in surprise. Octavia gave them a look. 
 
    “For sleeping in my shop. And oh, I don’t know, for using all of my potions yesterday?” 
 
    She glared and pointed. Ceria stared at the [Alchemist]’s shelves full of potions, or rather, what would have been shelves full of potions. There were barely more than two dozen potions remaining, and the rows of mana potions, healing potions, and so on were all missing. Ceria winced and heard Pisces whistle. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Octavia folded her arms. 
 
    “Oh indeed. My entire stock of potions is gone. And since I doubt Erin can pay for all of them, may I ask who’s going to pay? How much gold do you lot have on you right now?” 
 
    She had a dangerous look in her eyes. Ceria eyed the Stitch-Girl and looked around. 
 
    “I, uh, think we have some gold with us. Not much.” 
 
    “How much exactly?” 
 
    Ceria hesitated. The [Alchemist] was twitching slightly. She hadn’t made much of a fuss yesterday, not with Celum’s City Watch returning through her shop. Or maybe the Horns of Hammerad hadn’t heard. But now, with the absence of her entire supply clearly visible in the light of day, Octavia looked like she was about to snap. 
 
    “We’ll, uh, talk with Erin. Why don’t we step through and—” 
 
    “You lot used forty one healing potions, thirty five mana potions, every tripvine bag I have, all of my combat supplies, over six crates of stamina potions—” 
 
    Pisces yanked the door open as Octavia began to shout. He grabbed Ksmvr and pushed him through as Lyonette scooped Mrsha up. 
 
    “Through the door!” 
 
    The Horns of Hammerad rushed out of Octavia’s shop as the [Alchemist] shouted at their backs. Octavia’s voice followed them before Yvlon could slam the door shut. 
 
    “Tell Erin I want payment, or I’ll—” 
 
    The door cut the last of her words off. The Horns of Hammerad glanced at each other sheepishly, and then stared in shock. Lyonette, who’d followed them with Mrsha in her arms, froze. The Gnoll cub whimpered. 
 
    Erin’s inn lay in front of them, gutted by combat. The bodies of the moths lay where they had fallen. Shattered glass on the floors, splintered wood—the memory of what Erin’s inn had been jarred with the image in front of them. Ceria leaned against the door. 
 
    “Oh, tree rot.” 
 
    The half-Elf stared blankly at the desolation. She’d remembered seeing the inn destroyed, but that had been in the heat of battle. She hadn’t thought about what it would mean. But now— 
 
    “Oh no.” 
 
    Lyonette looked close to tears as she gazed around her home. Mrsha looked up at her with wide eyes, and at the moth corpses, the holes where windows should be. She gazed at Lyonette for reassurance, but the [Barmaid] had none to give. Pisces muttered an obscenity, and Yvlon echoed it with something worse. Ksmvr just clicked his mandibles together softly. 
 
    “It’s all gone.” 
 
    Ceria stared around, wondering how on earth Erin could fix this. She looked towards the kitchen and wondered if Erin was asleep. What could she say? Would Liscor pay to fix all this? No—could it be fixed? And the bodies— 
 
    “Hey guys! Good morning! Is everyone okay?” 
 
    Erin walked into her inn, beaming. She was drenched with rain and smiled at her friends. They stared at her. 
 
    “Erin.” 
 
    “Hey Ceria! Are you guys okay? Yvlon, how are your arms? Ksmvr, how are your three arms? Pisces, good job with the rain! Can you turn it off for a while? Lyonette, Mrsha, how are you two? How are you Mrsha, hungry?” 
 
    She went over to them, still smiling. The others looked at her, concerned. Ceria hesitated before putting a hand on Erin’s shoulder. 
 
    “Erin, are you okay? Your inn—” 
 
    “What, this? This isn’t a thing. Holes in the wall? What holes? Nothing a few boards and nails won’t fix! The important thing is you’re all okay. Hey, anyone want breakfast?” 
 
    Before she could be interrupted, Erin swept into the kitchen and came out with a plate full of strange wrapped objects drizzled with red sauce. The Horns of Hammerad stared at the steaming plate of hot food. Pisces and Mrsha’s stomachs rumbled as one. 
 
    “Enchiladas! Sort of. I made them as close to the real thing as I could, although the hot sauce tastes different. Here! I think I have one table that’s not destroyed or covered in dead moth.” 
 
    She ushered the bewildered adventurers, Lyonette, and Mrsha over to a table. In short order, Erin came back out with cups, milk, and utensils. Though Ceria was very confused, she began eating and realized she was famished. 
 
    “How did you make all this?” 
 
    Erin gave Yvlon a blank look as the woman tried to talk and inhale her food at the same time. 
 
    “What, this? I have [Field of Preservation], remember? All my food in the pantries is good! Heck, the dead moths are probably still preserved too. Which is sort of a problem because it turns out there are things living in them.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Every head turned to stare at the moths. Erin nodded. 
 
    “Olesm came by this morning! Swam here, actually. He told me there are larvae living in the moths! And small moths hiding too. We need to clear them out of the inn before they lay eggs. Pity—I was going to see if I could fry them.” 
 
    It felt like Ceria was half a step behind Erin’s train of thought. She saw rain falling through a hole in Erin’s wall as the [Innkeeper] beamed and refilled Mrsha’s mug. 
 
    “Fry them. Moths?” 
 
    “Yup! It was going to be this promotional thing, you know?” 
 
    Erin stepped back and raised her hands, pitching her voice like a food vendor. 
 
    “Breaded moth legs! Moth wings glazed with honey! Get your roasted moths here—first plate is free!” 
 
    She dropped her hands. 
 
    “But I don’t think people want to eat moth larvae, so that’s out. Anyways, I was hoping I could get you to help with some stuff after breakfast. Anyone want seconds?” 
 
    The Horns of Hammerad stared at her. Lyonette started to smile, and Mrsha sat up, tail wagging happily. Yvlon blinked at Erin and then pointed. 
 
    “There are holes in your inn, Erin. Aren’t you concerned?” 
 
    “What, those? Nah. They can be fixed.” 
 
    Pisces leaned forwards, looking amused. 
 
    “And the dead moth bodies?” 
 
    “Cleanable! Lyonette, we’re going to need a mop. Or maybe to buy some mops since I think they all got smashed. Can you go into Celum and get some?” 
 
    Lyonette opened her mouth. Ceria had to cut in. 
 
    “How are you going to fix all this, Erin? How in the world…?” 
 
    She waved her hands to take in all the mess. Erin just smiled at her. 
 
    “I’ll do it one step at a time, Ceria. It’s a lot, but hey, I’ve handled worse. Remember when my inn exploded? I’ve rebuilt before. And this time I know how to do it right. Speaking of which—hey, you lot, how’s it going?” 
 
    She turned and waved. The diners at her table jumped as Bird and the Redfang Goblins walked in. They were all wet, and as Erin waved at them, they waved back. Well, Bird and two of the Goblins did. Headscratcher and Rabbiteater waved, the other three Hobgoblins just nodded or grunted or, in Badarrow’s case, ignored Erin entirely. They moved towards the pile of moth corpses and, as Ceria watched, began hauling them towards the doors. 
 
    “Everyone good? I’ve got more food if you want it! Just let me know if you need to take a break! Headscratcher, you good? Badarrow? Badarrow? Okay fine, you’re good.” 
 
    Erin waved at them. Bird paused and waved back with one of his four arms. 
 
    “Look Erin, a baby bird-moth.” 
 
    He picked up a tiny Face-Eater Moth that had scuttled out from behind one of the moth corpses he’d lifted. Bird snatched it up and inspected it. The tiny moth shrieked and tried to bite his hand. He lifted it up and crunched it between his mandibles. 
 
    “Ew.” 
 
    Erin’s optimism wavered as Yvlon made a face and everyone else at the table save for Ksmvr and Ceria had to pause in eating. She pointed at Bird as he ate his snack. 
 
    “No eating moths where we can see, Bird. And no eating larvae either.” 
 
    “They are not birds. I will not eat them.” 
 
    The Antinium Worker nodded happily. He carried the moth out, and Erin turned to the others. 
 
    “I’ve got the Redfang Goblins dumping the moths outside. We’ve already tossed all the other moths in the water.” 
 
    “The water?” 
 
    Ceria had to go look and see. She gasped when she saw the flooded landscape. Yvlon whistled softly, and Ksmvr groaned. Pisces just shook his head. 
 
    “That will be problematic.” 
 
    “I heard this is what happens, but it’s another thing to see it in person.” 
 
    Yvlon shook her head, amazed at the rising water level. She stared at Liscor in the distance. 
 
    “It’ll be a tough trip to Liscor. We might have to swim part of the way—and I don’t want to try that in armor. Are there monsters in the water, do you think?” 
 
    “They emerge during the rainy season. Whether or not they will appear during the start of the season is unknown.” 
 
    Pisces spoke calmly, his eyes darting to the moth corpses being hurled into the water. The Redfang Goblins seemed cheerful enough, and they were still wearing their ‘Security’ armbands in the bad weather. They’d slept in the basement since their rooms were destroyed and seemed well-rested, as if yesterday’s fighting had been a normal day for them. 
 
    “I guess we can find a boat but—” 
 
    Ceria was turning to confer with the others when they noticed Ksmvr was shaking. The Antinium stood in the doorway of Erin’s inn, staring at the water and trembling violently. Yvlon looked worried. 
 
    “Ksmvr. What’s wrong?” 
 
    “The water. So much water. Water.” 
 
    The Antinium’s voice was a whisper. Pisces glanced at Ksmvr, and his brows rose. 
 
    “Ah. The Antinium cannot swim.” 
 
    “Oh. Oh. Oh no.” 
 
    Ceria and Yvlon exchanged glances. Ksmvr was shaking as he looked at the water around him. Ceria knew that the Antinium Hive was based underneath Liscor. She wondered if Ksmvr had ever seen so much water before, or if he had stayed in the Hive all his life. She gently pulled him back. 
 
    “We can stay in Celum, Ksmvr. You don’t have to go to Liscor. It’s alright.” 
 
    The Antinium jerked and turned to Ceria. To her surprise, Ksmvr shook his head violently. 
 
    “I cannot abandon my team! I will take a b—boat. I am not weak or insufficient to the challenge! Please, allow me to—” 
 
    He fumbled for words. Yvlon laid a hand on his shoulder, and he stopped himself. 
 
    “Ksmvr, it’s alright. If you can’t swim, it’s natural to be afraid. The Antinium must fear the water after the last Antinium Wars…” 
 
    “They do. It is terrible. So much of it. We—” 
 
    Ksmvr babbled as the Hobgoblins passed by. He stopped as Bird lugged another moth out of the inn and trundled down the hill. The Worker happily tossed the moth into the water right by the edge, ignoring the rain pelting him. He was singing another nonsense song. 
 
    “Water, rain, water, rain! Throwing birds in the water in the rain! If I fall I will drown! Water, rain, water, rain!” 
 
    He walked back up the hill and past the Horns of Hammerad, singing happily. Ceria stared at him and then at Ksmvr. 
 
    “Okay, most Antinium fear water. But it’s okay.” 
 
    “I would never disgrace myself—” 
 
    “Hey! Look at all that water, huh? That’d make getting the Antinium over here really tough, right?” 
 
    Erin cheerfully popped up, making the Horns of Hammerad jump. She smiled at Ksmvr. 
 
    “Hey Ksmvr, don’t worry about the water. I’ve got a plan! It involves fixing my inn and all I need is Pisces’ help!” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    The [Necromancer] looked startled and then blinked. 
 
    “Ah. Wait a moment. I understand completely.” 
 
    “You do? Well of course you do.” 
 
    Erin rolled her eyes as Ceria and Yvlon gave her uncomprehending looks. She nodded to Pisces. 
 
    “Think you can…?” 
 
    He smiled slyly. 
 
    “It would be a few minute’s work, provided I can gain access to Liscor and locate a suitable location.” 
 
    “What location?” 
 
    “For my door, of course!” 
 
    Erin grinned at Yvlon’s suspicious look towards Pisces. She pointed towards her inn, at the magical door. 
 
    “I have one to Pallass and Celum—and I can connect it to more places too, you know! Pisces, I have a few of those mana stones Typhenous ordered. Can you give it a look?” 
 
    “At once.” 
 
    Pisces rose, smiling with his self-importance. Erin winked at Ceria. 
 
    “Magic doors solve everything. Think I’ll have trouble getting the Antinium to work on my inn? Well, if they don’t have enough wood, I’ll get some from Celum. The only trick will be making sure someone isn’t waiting on the other side! I wonder if I can make the door switching from place to place automatic?” 
 
    The half-Elf shook her head. 
 
    “Erin, you amaze me. That’s a brilliant idea!” 
 
    Erin snorted. 
 
    “No, it’s not. It’s the same idea I’ve always had. I’m just doing the smart thing with it. Anyways, that means you can go to Liscor easily, Ksmvr. No boat, no risk of drowning!” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    The former Prognugator stopped shaking. He looked at Erin and then at the water. 
 
    “But I was willing to risk my life for the group.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you don’t have to.” 
 
    “But I should. I should ride a boat to demonstrate my willingness to—” 
 
    Yvlon put a hand on Ksmvr’s shoulder, and he stopped. The armored woman smiled at the Antinium. 
 
    “Ksmvr?” 
 
    “Yes, Comrade Yvlon?” 
 
    “Be quiet.” 
 
    The Antinium went still. Erin smiled at the Horns of Hammerad, and they grinned back. She leaned on her doorframe. 
 
    “So, anyone level up last night?” 
 
    Ceria, Yvlon, and Ksmvr all raised their hands. Erin grinned. 
 
    “Wow! Who got what?” 
 
    They looked at each other. Ceria opened her mouth, and then Octavia kicked the door open, slamming it into Pisces as he approached with a mana stone. She glared at Erin. 
 
    “Money!” 
 
    Erin turned to look at her. Octavia opened her mouth to shout and took in Erin’s destroyed inn. She stared at the Face-Eater Moths, the broken furniture and glass, and then at Erin. A flash of guilt crossed over the Stitch-Girl’s face. 
 
    “Okay, we’ll talk about it later.” 
 
    She guiltily went to close the door and saw Pisces glaring at her. He had a bloody nose. Octavia paused. 
 
    “I have a healing potion for that. Want one? It’s only…” 
 
    She hesitated. Pisces was giving her a death-glare as he pinched his nose to stop the bleeding. Octavia sighed. 
 
    “Let me get you a bottle.” 
 
    Erin stared at Octavia’s back. 
 
    “So she’s got a conscience. Who knew.” 
 
    She smiled. Ceria looked at Erin. 
 
    “Octavia was talking about how many potions we used. I’d like to repay her, but the cost…you don’t happen to know how to deal with that, do you, Erin?” 
 
    “…Nope.” 
 
    The [Innkeeper] drummed her fingers on the doorframe. Ceria sighed. Erin laughed a bit. 
 
    “One thing at a time, Ceria. One thing at a time. Now, tell me. Can you fix the holes in my walls? I really want the rain to stop pouring in. A bit of ice magic would probably keep it out long enough for me to do a patch. Yvlon, do you mind helping the others haul dead moths? If you don’t mind the ick. And Lyonette’s going to mop—once Mrsha has breakfast. Now, once Pisces opens the portal to Liscor…” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    It was evening by the time Senior Guardsman Klbkch found himself checking into Liscor’s City Watch barracks. He signed himself in, noting his irregular hour, and then mustered with the other [Guardsmen] on duty. Watch Captain Zevara was addressing a tired group of Gnolls and Drakes. She nodded to Klbkch as he entered the semi-circle. She looked tired, though she had slept for half the day. 
 
    A Drake looked over and grinned as he saw the Antinium. He nudged Klbkch. 
 
    “Hey Klb.” 
 
    “Relc.” 
 
    The Antinium nodded to his partner. Relc grinned as he flexed an arm, looking no worse for wear. 
 
    “You missed a heck of a fight up here. Tons of moths came out of the dungeon. Crazy fighting on the walls and explosions and huge monsters!” 
 
    “I am aware. The Face-Eater Moths attacked the Hive before the siege of Liscor. We were engaged with the enemy while you fought above. So I was thus, in fact, participating in the fight, albeit in my respective area.” 
 
    “Oh yeah? Well…we got like ten of the huge bastards. What do you think of that?” 
 
    “I believe we slew fourteen.” 
 
    “What? No way!” 
 
    “We presented their heads in Liscor’s central square earlier today. Did you completely miss their presence?” 
 
    “Um…no?” 
 
    “Attention!” 
 
    Both Antinium and Drake instantly stopped talking, and the other Gnolls and Drakes stopped their chatter as well. Watch Captain Zevara looked around. 
 
    “Senior Guardsman Klbkch, good to see you up and about. Do you have another report on your Hive?” 
 
    She and the other [Guardsmen] looked to Klbkch. He paused. 
 
    “No further news to report, Watch Captain. The moth attacks have ceased, and the Hive continues to repair. Casualties in the Hive were…substantial. However, we held our ground thanks to my subordinates’ efforts. We might have lost three times as many were it not for our fortifications. As it is, we stand fully ready to support Liscor in reconstruction if needed.” 
 
    “Thank you, Senior Guardsman. I doubt we’ll need the Antinium’s abilities for the most part. The walls held, and the damage to the city itself was minimal. But the rains are falling, and I want to be sure there are no leaks in the walls! The water’s rising fast, and this monster attack came at the wrong moment. Added to that, we’ve received word from Olesm, our new [Strategist]—” 
 
    Zevara paused to let the murmurs of surprise die down. 
 
    “—that all these moth corpses might be hiding larvae or smaller moths. Wall Lord Ilvriss has recommended to the Council and me that we collect the bodies and burn them with mass mage spells. Or dump them off the walls. Either way, that means we have a fun new activity to keep us busy!” 
 
    The [Guardsmen] groaned and began to mutter complaints. Zevara raised her voice. 
 
    “Stow it! This is a city-wide issue. If we don’t control the corpses, we’ll be swimming in those bastards soon enough. Tell them, Klbkch.” 
 
    She nodded to the Antinium. Once again all eyes swung to Klbkch. He nodded and clicked his mandibles together precisely before speaking. 
 
    “The assessment of [Strategist] Olesm and Wall Lord Ilvriss is correct. Insectile monsters survive eradication by allowing their young to infest new sites and lay thousands of offspring when they reach maturity. A city that fails to properly account for after-battle cleanup may find itself dealing with a permanent population of such insects in the future.” 
 
    The Drakes and Gnolls standing around him blanched. Watch Captain Zevara turned and gave the other guardsmen a weary nod. 
 
    “You heard him. Double shifts for all but the wounded, and we work night and day until the bodies are gone. We can’t clean the ones up outside the wall though, Klbkch. Will that be a problem?” 
 
    “No. The water will eradicate the young, as will the local wildlife.” 
 
    “Good. Then here’s what we’ll do. We have [Laborers] and other volunteers working already, but I want [Guardsmen] assisting and patrolling for moths down every street. Be vigilant! Not all the moths might be dead, and the last thing I need is for someone to get their tail bitten off. Here’s how we’ll patrol. Klbkch, Relc, you head down Ancestor’s Walk. Circle the city. Guardsmen Tkrn, Euriss, check Market Street. Guardsmen…” 
 
    The [Guardsmen] named began forming up in pairs or checking their gear. They were still grumbling, but that was the nature of all guardsmen, universally. Klbkch and Relc heard the others chattering as they walked towards the doors. 
 
    “Ancestors, I hate those things. First we kill the damn moths, now we have to carry them?” 
 
    “And in the rain of all things? Dead gods! Let’s just toss them off the walls, why bother cremating?” 
 
    “You fancy hauling a stinking carcass up all those stairs?” 
 
    “At least that way they’ll be eaten. Water’s rising. Soon we’ll have to lock the gates. Tonight, maybe.” 
 
    “The fish’ll be coming any day now. Once they swim up from whatever hole in the ground they live in. Or come down from the streams.” 
 
    “At least they’ll have plenty to eat. That means we pull in more of a harvest.” 
 
    “Yeah, but what they’re eating is bugs. You think of that? That means we’re eating bugs because we eat the fish.” 
 
    “They can’t be that bad. I heard that crazy Human girl shouting about selling cooked moths from the walls. Did you see her inn? Completely wrecked! There’s a sea of dead moths floating around the hill!” 
 
    “Cooked moths? You’d trust her cooking? She sells acid flies!” 
 
    “To be fair, they’re really good if you add honey.” 
 
    Klbkch and Relc exchanged a look. 
 
    “Interesting. Hey Klb, did you hear how Erin’s inn was?” 
 
    “I believe it survived the battle, though it was heavily damaged. She incurred no casualties.” 
 
    “Really? Wow. Hey, are you free from your stupid Hive duties tonight?” 
 
    “My ‘stupid Hive’ is well-attended in my absence, yes. Although I resent the implication.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. But do you think we could take a look?” 
 
    “I can’t swim. Or are you suggesting you carry me the entire way there?” 
 
    “Hah! You wish! I could totally do it, but nah. Guess what I saw on the way here?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Guess?” 
 
    “I refuse.” 
 
    “Come on…” 
 
    “You will tell me eventually.” 
 
    “Nuh uh.” 
 
    “Your childlike response only solidifies my certainty.” 
 
    “Okay, fine. Guess what I saw?” 
 
    “Again, I refuse to guess.” 
 
    “Oh, come on…” 
 
    The two [Guardsmen] walked out of the doors on patrol. Klbkch and Relc, the Senior Guardsman duo. They were a good pair, if odd. One was a precise, almost perfect example of a [Guardsman] who happened to be Antinium. The other was a war hero who slacked on his job and was tolerated for his ability and little else. 
 
    They lifted moth corpses, argued, and worked tirelessly for six hours until they stopped at a door set into a wall. It was plain, inconspicuous, and was definitely not supposed to be there, given that the wall in question was Liscor’s western wall. Klbkch opened the door and stepped through. 
 
    “Hello? Miss Erin—” 
 
    He raised his voice as he entered a dark inn. Boarded up windows leaked rain into the inn, and the fireplace and [Light] spells illuminated the rest of the inn. Klbkch and Relc blinked as they saw something scuttle across the floor and heard an angry voice. 
 
    “Argh! It’s another one! Mrsha, get me a boot! Not that boot, get me my bad boot!” 
 
    Erin and Mrsha chased the tiny moth across the floor. Erin raised the boot as the Gnoll handed it to her and threw it. The boot spun through the air and crushed the moth. Erin cheered and looked around. Her eyes widened as she spotted the two [Guardsmen]. 
 
    “Klbkch! Relc!” 
 
    “Hey! I thought this place was totally wrecked!” 
 
    Relc walked into the inn, laughing and looking around. Klbkch entered after him, and his mandibles opened wide with surprise. 
 
    “Ah. This is unexpected.” 
 
    Pawn looked up as he, Olesm, and the Horns of Hammerad ate at the one good table in the inn. They were the only ones sitting on chairs. But the floor, newly cleaned and washed, was covered with bodies. Painted Soldiers sat and ate from bowls filled with stew and sipped from special tankards designed to be held by their awkward grips. They looked up as Klbkch stared around. 
 
    “Hey, did you hear about the special dinner for the Soldiers? Come on in! I don’t have any more tables, but I’ve got plenty of food still!” 
 
    Erin ushered Relc and Klbkch into the room, beaming. She took the boot from Mrsha and made a face at the oozing carcass. 
 
    “Ew. Mrsha, can you wash this outside? Thanks!” 
 
    “Whoa. What’s with the huge room?” 
 
    Relc gaped at the giant common room, stunned by what he was seeing. Klbkch stared at the empty stage and wide room. He tilted his head thoughtfully. 
 
    “I detect the presence of a Skill.” 
 
    “Gee, you think? But what the heck is it?” 
 
    “Like it? It’s my [Grand Theatre]! It was filled with dead moths and stuff, but we’ve been working all day, and we’ve washed it clean! I also have the second and third floor cleared up! Well, mostly. I think Bird’s tossing moths off the roof right now.” 
 
    On cue, Relc and Klbkch heard a muffled thump outside and Bird’s voice. 
 
    “One moth goes splat, two moths go splat-splat. Three moths go splat-splat-splat.” 
 
    And then another voice which neither [Guardsman] recognized. 
 
    “Splat, splat, splat.” 
 
    “Ooh, Numbtongue’s singing! I bet he thinks we can’t hear him.” 
 
    Erin grinned up at the ceiling. Relc shook his head in amazement. 
 
    “What’s with the big room, Erin? I heard you had Goblins—which is totally fine by me!” 
 
    He raised his claws hurriedly as Erin turned back to them. 
 
    “Totally fine. I’m just here to eat. I’m not gonna cause trouble, okay? Klbkch and I stopped for a drink since we heard your inn got trashed. Looks better than I thought, actually. Right, Klb?” 
 
    “Indeed. My partner’s wild speculations are quite groundless. Erin, I am pleased that you are well.” 
 
    “Hey, I’m glad you’re well too, Klbkch. How were things in the Hive? Are Belgrade, Anand, and Garry…?” 
 
    “All unharmed.” 
 
    “I’m good too, Erin! I killed tons of moths! Hell, I held the wall pretty much on my own.” 
 
    Relc waved a claw excitedly. Erin laughed at him. 
 
    “I bet you did. Come on, take a seat and I’ll get you some food. Or rather—Ishkr? Can you get drinks and stew for Relc and Klbkch?” 
 
    A Gnoll came out of the kitchen. Relc chortled with glee as he saw the dark beverage in his glass mug. 
 
    “Alcohol? That’s good stuff there! When did this happen?” 
 
    “A lot’s been going on! Come on, sit. There’s a nice place by the fire.” 
 
    Erin sat with the two [Guardsmen]. She smiled broadly at them, and Relc grinned back as Klbkch raised his mandibles. For a few seconds they recalled another moment, a long while ago, where they had been in a similar situation. Then the inn had been run-down and old. Now it was filled with Antinium Soldiers, and they ate on the floor. But as Erin added a log to the fire, and Klbkch and Relc argued over who got the bigger bowl of stew, it felt like not much had changed. 
 
    “So, Klbkch.” 
 
    “Yes, Erin?” 
 
    The Antinium looked at her as Erin twiddled her thumbs together. Relc was inhaling his stew and washing every bite down with a gulp of ale, happy as could be. Erin looked somewhat nervously at Klbkch as she spoke. 
 
    “My inn’s wrecked. Klbkch, can I pay you to fix it? Bird says the Hive is probably a mess right now, so I can make do for now. But if you could spare a few Workers…” 
 
    She trailed off hopefully. Klbkch pondered her request as he ate stew and then nodded. 
 
    “The Hive is indeed recovering, but there is a finite number of Workers and Soldiers needed to remove the corpses. The tunnels can barely accommodate a single giant moth as it is. Your request will not impose a strain on the Hive’s resources. I will send a small team up shortly.” 
 
    “Oh, really? Wow, I’m so grateful!” 
 
    “I appreciate your gratitude. However we will have to charge a fee, and lumber will be an issue.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that! I can get some from Celum, and I have coin! Olesm gave me money for tonight, and I’ve got acting money coming in! Well, I’ll have more once I get the inn fixed up again.” 
 
    “Acting money?” 
 
    Relc and Klbkch exchanged a glance. Before they could inquire further, a sorry-looking Stitch-Girl sitting in a corner of the inn far from the fire raised her mug. 
 
    “That money had better come to me, Erin!” 
 
    Octavia’s eyes were bloodshot, and she looked despondent as she drank. Erin coughed. Relc gave Octavia a weird look. 
 
    “What’s her problem?” 
 
    “Octavia’s sort of upset. We, uh, used her potions up during the battle. And I can’t pay her back just yet. I haven’t seen the Silver Swords or Halfseekers yet, and I don’t know if they want to pay her back.” 
 
    “Sure, just leave me without any coin for all my hard work!” 
 
    Erin winced as Octavia came over to complain. She glared at Erin, Klbkch, and Relc, although she kept well back from the fireplace. 
 
    “My stock of potions is gone, and I’m ruined without some kind of reimbursement! Why, the cost of the ingredients alone is—” 
 
    “Miss Octavia, may I assume that all the potions lost were used in the defense of Liscor?” 
 
    Klbkch calmly interrupted the [Alchemist]. She paused. 
 
    “That’s right. And without me charging a single coin, by the way! I did my civic duty—to another city no less! And do I get a word of thanks? Nooo—” 
 
    The Antinium nodded. 
 
    “We will reimburse you the costs of your lost wares, Miss Octavia.” 
 
    “Say what?” 
 
    The Stitch-Girl broke off. Klbkch tapped his fingers against the side of the bowl, speaking clearly. 
 
    “Give me a full receipt of your lost items tomorrow morning. I will have you sign, under truth spell, and we will offer you a fair sum close to market value for your lost potions. Liscorian law states that services or items used in the defense of the city must be repaid at appropriate price to their respective owners. You may be able to claim some money yourself, Miss Solstice.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Erin brightened up. Klbkch nodded. 
 
    “Your inn was used as a staging ground for multiple adventuring parties and both Celum and Pallass’s City Watch. You may also be able to charge all three cities for use of your magical doorway in transportation, although the cities may claim fair use of a magical artifact in times of war. I will review the relevant information and inform you of whatever reimbursements I deem fitting.” 
 
    “All right! You heard that, Octavia? You get money, and I get money! Thanks, Klbkch!” 
 
    The [Innkeeper] smiled. Octavia looked stunned. Klbkch nodded towards her. 
 
    “Will that be satisfactory, Miss Octavia?” 
 
    “What? Um. Yes. Thank you. Thank you! Pleasure doing business with Liscor! And might I add that I hope my potions were of great service to the city? I would be more than happy to provide as many potions as necessary—” 
 
    Erin rolled her eyes and pushed Octavia back towards her seat. Relc watched her arguing with the Stitch-Girl and sighed. 
 
    “Reimbursements?” 
 
    Klbkch nodded. 
 
    “Part of Liscorian law. A staple of most Drake cities, in fact. You would be aware of this if you ever took the time to review the laws you enforce.” 
 
    “That’s what I’ve got you for, Klbkch old buddy. You do all the boring stuff.” 
 
    “That is sadly accurate.” 
 
    Relc laughed. The big Drake sat with Klbkch on the floor, drinking lightly. He looked older than Klbkch remembered. But then, they’d been partners for nearly seven years now. Relc looked into the fire. 
 
    “Hell of a week, huh, Klb?” 
 
    “Indeed, Relc.” 
 
    “Glad you made it out of there. When that scrawny Worker guy, Pawn, or whatever, came out of the Hive, I got worried, y’know?” 
 
    Klbkch paused with a spoon of stew raised. 
 
    “I…was not aware of that.” 
 
    “Hey, it’s not like I thought you were dead or anything. But you did die once.” 
 
    “That is true.” 
 
    The two sat in silence for a second as Erin circulated the room, offering more stew to the Soldiers who raised their bowls silently. 
 
    “Seems like this dungeon’s causing lots of trouble, huh?” 
 
    “To put it mildly.” 
 
    “And there’s an entrance that leads right up to your Hive, huh?” 
 
    “A recently discovered breach in our security, yes.” 
 
    Relc eyed Klbkch. 
 
    “Right, right. Just like how the dungeon suddenly appeared one day. The Antinium had no idea whatsoever. You guys just happened to know exactly where the entrance was.” 
 
    The Antinium was unmoved by Relc’s stare. He casually lifted his mug and drank. 
 
    “Your skepticism is wounding and hurtful.” 
 
    “Tell that to Captain Z.” 
 
    “She is aware of much of the Hive’s doings.” 
 
    “Yeah, and I bet you tell your Queen everything we’re doing too.” 
 
    “That is a fair assessment, but flawed in one respect.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “I don’t bother her with your trivial antics.” 
 
    The Drake glanced at his partner. Klbkch’s face didn’t change one iota as he drank. Relc grinned. 
 
    “Bastard.” 
 
    “Not precisely.” 
 
    “Glad you made it out safe. Glad Erin’s good. Even if she does have a weird inn.” 
 
    “Indeed.” 
 
    “Magic doors, huh?” 
 
    “They appear to be quite useful.” 
 
    “Well, here’s to that. And surviving another day. Moths are one thing, but Captain Z’s going to work us both to death. Glad you’re with me old buddy. And it’s a good thing the Soldiers are pulling the morning shift too, because I’m not rolling out of bed for dawn patrol!” 
 
    “You never do. I agree with your optimism, however.” 
 
    Relc grinned and lifted his drink. Klbkch raised his hand, and the Drake and Antinium gently chinked mugs. They drank, and then Erin came back. 
 
    “Sorry! The inn’s a mess, but all the bodies are out, and all I need is a few Workers to fix it all up! Plus, I’ve still got my customers! We’re actually doing really well if you ignore all the moths and water outside.” 
 
    “Really? You’ve got customers coming in later tonight?” 
 
    Somewhat skeptical, Relc eyed Erin. She grinned at him. 
 
    “Hey, I know the inn’s a mess, but the Players of Celum said they’re still willing to put on a show, and there’s plenty of people willing to stand, if it means seeing them! Once the Soldiers finish their meal, I’ll call them through and start making popcorn. You want to see a play?” 
 
    The two [Guardsmen] exchanged a glance. Relc frowned. Klbkch clicked his mandibles together. 
 
    “What is a ‘play’?” 
 
    “You mean you haven’t seen one yet?” 
 
    The two shook their heads. Erin’s smile grew wider. Relc and Klbkch looked at each other again. 
 
    Some things stayed the same. Other things changed. But there was always something new here. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The Wandering Inn glowed with light. Not far distant, Liscor was illuminated by light as well. The walls stood as the rain continued to fall. Neither monster attacks nor the rising waters could bring Liscor’s walls down. They were a symbol of comfort, of reassurance to all who knew them. They meant safety, security. 
 
    Home. 
 
    A group paused at the entrance to the Floodplains on a distant hilltop. The dark waters were still being churned by the rainfall. Those gathered on the hilltop took no notice. A Drake spoke curtly. 
 
    “We’ve come too late. The water’s risen. Have the company prepare for aquatic travel and pitch camp tonight. We’ll make for the city at dawn tomorrow. I want us in the city before the underwater monsters arrive.” 
 
    “Yes, Commander Grasstongue!” 
 
    The Drake nodded her head. She turned to another [Soldier] with markings on his armor that identified him as a magic-capable officer. 
 
    “Send word to Liscor’s High Command via [Message] spell. Liscor’s 4th Company has returned home and is prepared to reinforce the city. We will reconnoiter the area and stand ready to secure Liscor against any threats. Monster, Goblin, or Antinium.” 
 
    The [Soldier] saluted. The company of Drakes began to make camp, posting a vigilant watch, keeping their weapons dry, ready for battle at any time. They were part of Liscor’s army, a group of hardened elites known throughout Izril. They were Liscor’s sons and daughters, come to defend their home in Liscor’s hour of need against the threat of the Goblin Lord and the dungeon. 
 
    They had marched day and night and had forgone rest in any of the Drake cities they had passed to reach their destination sooner. They were a force to be reckoned with, despite their few numbers. 
 
    And they were late. Just by a day or two. But they didn’t know that. Liscor’s army camped as the rain fell onwards, the waters rising. And as they did, the fish came out. The animals and monsters who made the annual trip to Liscor began to swim up from dark recesses or crossed through mountain streams and rivers to reach this temporary haven of life. It was spring. And the exciting times were just getting started. 
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    The next day, Erin closed up her inn just after dawn. She waved farewell to the Players of Celum, who’d done two performances, and let the Soldiers march through to their Hive or to resume their watch from the battlements. The last of her guests that she said farewell to were Relc and Klbkch. 
 
    The two [Guardsmen] had enjoyed their night at Erin’s inn. They argued as they left, good naturedly. Relc had been blown away by the stage and had applauded both plays when he wasn’t asking if he could have a try. Klbkch, on the other hand, was actually a born critic, and had made a few observations on the quality of the [Actor] portraying Claudius in the second play. He reminded Erin of her English Literature teacher in that sense. 
 
    She closed the door to her inn tiredly, wishing she had a few more hours before the sun rose. Erin had to get up soon! Or maybe she could nap and let Lyonette take over? She was so tired she nearly ran into Apista as the Ashfire Bee floated past her, trying to get outdoors. 
 
    “And where do you think you’re going, huh?” 
 
    The bee buzzed around Erin as she shooed it back inside. Apista reluctantly floated back to the Faerie Flowers as Erin closed the door to Liscor. She’d never hear the end of it from Lyonette if she let Apista fly away. 
 
    As it happened, the Ashfire Bee had survived the entire battle with the Face-Eater Moths by hiding in the kitchen and devouring a jar of honey as large as she was. Erin had found her squeezed into the glass jar when she’d gone to open the cupboards. It had not been a nurturing experience, although it had relieved Lyonette, who’d been anxiously searching for her pet. 
 
    So much for bees. Erin yawned as she staggered back to her kitchen for bed. She could get a few hours’ nap. But she paused as she passed by a boarded up window. It was a bad patch job, and she could see outside. She stared through the crack into the wet landscape. The waters had nearly engulfed everything, but a few hilltops were visible. And as the skies lightened, Erin’s eyes caught a few odd details out in the Floodplains. 
 
    “Hey. What are all those Drakes doing swimming over there?” 
 
    Erin peered at the distant figures swimming towards Liscor from the south. She thought about it, shrugged, and went back to sleep. And the swimming Drakes approached the city. Their home. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The sun had yet to rise when the soldiers struck their camp. Armed Drakes and a few Gnolls rolled out of their tents, ate dry rations without a fire in silence, and were on the march within twenty minutes of waking. 
 
    Only they weren’t quite marching, as they traversed the waters between their hill and the city of Liscor in the distance. The [Soldiers] moved single-file as one of their [Scouts] moved ahead, venturing from hilltop to hilltop, and attempting to cross as little water as possible. Avoiding the water entirely was simply impossible; the waters had risen so that most valleys were flooded at least twenty feet deep. The [Soldiers] had to march with their heads barely above water or, if it came to it, swim to the next elevated ground. 
 
    It was a challenge, not least because the company of a hundred and twenty odd Drakes and Gnolls were all armed, and armored, and carrying their gear. All but the best swimmers sank like rocks and had to hold their breath as they crossed a valley on foot…underwater. However, the [Soldiers] had been trained to do just that, and they emerged from the water, gasping, but making little other noise besides that. 
 
    As they reached the top of a hill close to Liscor, a Drake mounted on a horse raised a clawed hand, and the [Soldiers] froze as one. 
 
    “Company, halt.” 
 
    She inspected the city only a few hilltops away from their position. Home, or at least, the place Liscor’s army called home. They were always on the move, so the city was a distant memory for most. Yet not even their commander could suppress a small stir of excitement in her chest as she regarded the city. 
 
    “Looks like Liscor’s not seen any battle with the Goblin Lord. Or if they have, there’s no damage to the walls. What’s that structure over there? Some kind of inn? Anyone recall that being here three years ago?” 
 
    She pointed to a distant building on a hill just west of Liscor. One of her subordinates peered at it. 
 
    “That’s a new building, Commander Grasstongue. I recall an old, abandoned inn two hills over—there. But it’s been destroyed by the looks of it.” 
 
    He pointed, and the Drake shifted her gaze towards the hilltop. She frowned. 
 
    “Hm. Well, the presence of an inn suggests the city hasn’t come under any kind of major attack. Or it would have been razed. Who’s the scale-cursed idiot who authorized a building outside of the city without any kind of fortifications, anyways? Captain Halliss, who’d we leave in charge of Liscor?” 
 
    “A [Tactician] by the name of Olesm Swifttail and Watch Captain Zevara Sunderscale, Commander.” 
 
    “Huh. We’ll have to question them about that inn. Any sign we’ve been spotted by Liscor’s City Watch?” 
 
    “None, Commander. The watch-lanterns are out on the walls as well. Unless the guard has night-vision, they’ve shirked their duties.” 
 
    The [Captain] saw his commander swish her tail restlessly. She growled. 
 
    “Poor security, especially with the Goblin Lord’s presence. No wonder the Council called for a detachment to return. What in the name of the Ancestors does this Watch Captain think she’s doing?” 
 
    “Watch Captain Zevara is well-thought of. High Command’s reports on her stated her trustworthiness and competence.” 
 
    A grunt. The Drake commander eyed the dark walls. 
 
    “Is that because she’s Oldblood? From where I’m sitting, it doesn’t look like she’s nearly as competent as the reports claim.” 
 
    The [Captain] was silent as the Drake considered Liscor. Beneath her, the horse fidgeted. It was wet and wanted to graze. The commander kept her mount in check as she came to a quick decision. 
 
    “Let’s test their sentries a bit. See how close we can get before they challenge us. If we get within two hundred feet of the city without them raising an alarm, I’ll have that Watch Captain’s head.” 
 
    She raised a hand, pointed, and drew a line across her face in the air. The [Soldiers] of Liscor’s army saw the movement and instantly checked their wet armor, cinching it and any loose items tight. Quietly, they crested the hill and began crossing to another hilltop some fifty feet away. 
 
    To the Drake commander’s extreme displeasure, the company of soldiers made it within one hundred feet of Liscor’s walls without so much as a peep of warning. She glared up at the dark battlements overhead. 
 
    “What in the name of the Ancestors…? If we were an enemy force, we could take the walls by surprise! Who’s up there?” 
 
    One of the Drakes wearing solid plate armor raised a claw as he stared up towards the walls. He had a spyglass in hand, and the brightening sky finally revealed the figures on the battlements. He swore loudly, breaking the silence. 
 
    “Commander! I see Antinium on the walls!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Every [Soldier] immediately reached for a weapon. Swearing, Commander Grasstongue leapt off her mount and stormed over to the second [Captain]. He offered her the spyglass, and she took one look before uttering an oath. 
 
    “There are Soldiers up there, hundreds of them! They must have taken the city!” 
 
    Shouts of outrage broke the dawn air. They were immediately silenced. The Drake commander turned to her officers, her expression dark. She reached for a spear—one of two she carried with her horse. 
 
    “Prepare to charge! Get me a [Light Bridge] spell now! We’re taking those walls and slaughtering every Antinium we see. There might be civilians left alive! Get ready for combat!” 
 
    The Drakes and Gnolls rushed into formation as the commander mounted her steed. Sensing the mood, her horse reared, and the [Commander] soothed her mount. The Antinium still hadn’t raised the alarm—if they could maintain their advantage for a few seconds longer, they might be able to mount a surprise attack. She gazed towards the walls, her heart beating with rage. Rage, and a bit of fear. She spoke under her breath. 
 
    “Hold on, old man. If you’re still alive in there—help’s on the way.” 
 
    Then a Drake [Mage] stepped forwards. Commander Grasstongue nodded at him, and he raised a staff. A shimmering walkway of light shot forth and struck the ground as it built itself towards the walls. In seconds, a [Light Bridge] spell had formed. Liscor’s 4th Company shouted in fury as their [Commander] pointed. 
 
    “Take back the city! Slaughter the Antinium bastards!” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The Antinium Soldiers were on guard detail. They’d taken over for Liscor’s [Guardsmen] in shifts—rotating out so that the Painted Soldiers could see one of the two plays being put on before returning back to man the walls. Or Soldier the walls. Antinium the walls? 
 
    Verbs weren’t important. But this duty was. Liscor’s Watch was in sore need of rest from the battle, so Zevara had readily agreed to let Pawn’s Soldiers hold the walls another day at least. This did mean that the Soldiers were running on four or less hours of sleep across two entire days of staying awake, but that was fine. They could operate for up to three days without rest entirely before they began to suffer complications. 
 
    And of course they’d spotted the Drakes heading towards the city nearly an hour ago. Yellow Splatters was on command duty with Purple Smile, since Pawn was watching the second play at The Wandering Inn, and he’d been staring at the Drakes splashing about with curiosity. He hadn’t thought to inquire about why they were trying to swim in armor—they were Drakes. Liscor was filled with Drakes. He was on the lookout for monsters, so his only interest in them was to wonder how they managed to swim at all. 
 
    It was only when he saw one of the Drakes raise a stave that his instincts told him they might be the enemy. When the stave projected a wide ramp of golden light towards the wall he was standing on, he was sure. The Drakes began lining up, shouting angrily, and he saw one on horseback point towards the walls. They were going to climb onto the walls via the ramp! 
 
    Yellow Splatters instantly changed his opinion of the Drake group. They weren’t friendly. If they were, they’d come through the gates. But the walls? This was a siege maneuver! Antinium used the same trick, although without magic, forming living ladders to climb walls. This magical ramp would let the Drakes charge onto the battlements, and they were all armed. 
 
    The [Sergeant] made an immediate call. The Drakes were enemies. Ergo, Liscor was under attack! All the Soldiers around him instantly raised their fists. Yellow Splatters turned his head—another Soldier was already running. The Soldier, painted with blue grass and yellow flowers, charged towards a large bronze bell. He didn’t bother fumbling with the bell hammer. He drew back all four fists and began punching the bell as hard as possible. 
 
    The bell tolled loudly with each punch. The ringing jarred the dawn air, echoing. The light bridge spell finally finished materializing, and the Drakes below looked up, alarmed. It had been less than two seconds since the Drake [Mage] had cast the spell! But that was the nature of the Antinium. Yellow Splatters’ analysis and decision had conveyed itself to the Soldiers around him, and like a single organism they had moved, ringing the alarm and racing to defend the site of attack. 
 
    Two seconds had passed, and the bell’s ringing had already reached every corner of Liscor. The Drakes were still assembling around their ramp made of light. The speed of reaction had caught them off guard—the Soldiers were already closing around the top of the ramp as Yellow Splatters charged into position with Purple Smile. 
 
    There the Antinium braced themselves, the Soldiers standing shoulder-to-shoulder in front of the light ramp. Without further orders they would repel the Drakes here. They waited for the first charge as the Drakes pointed. There was at least one [Mage] in the group, and they looked ready to rush up the ramp. The Painted Soldiers would hold until they were all dead, or the enemy retreated. 
 
    That was guard duty. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Watch Captain Zevara was asleep in her office. She’d passed out sometime during the night, after a full day of work. Technically she should have been in bed, but the Captain of the Watch had learned long ago how soft a wood desk could be—if you were tired enough, that was. And it was a hard-earned sleep, a sleep born of security. After all, she had eleven whole hours to sleep, thanks to the Antinium taking over the walls. That was the best gift Zevara could ever have asked for: more sleep. 
 
    Olesm would take the first shift in the morning, which meant Zevara could drool and sleep on her desk as long as she wanted. There were [Guardsmen] in the Watch’s barracks of course—there always were. But the sounds they made below couldn’t wake Zevara. She could sleep through anything. Fights, offending Drakes, Humans, and Gnolls being tossed into jail, laughter— 
 
    Clang. Clang. 
 
    Zevara’s eyes opened, and she jerked upright. She could sleep through anything, at any time. Except a call to alarm. She sat up, wiping the drool from the side of her face and prayed that she’d just been dreaming. It did happen. Sometimes she dreamed of an alarm— 
 
    Clang. Clang. Clang. Clang. 
 
    It was no dream. Zevara froze as she heard one of the bells on the southern wall tolling. The urgent alarm made Zevara’s pulse skyrocket. That was the call to alarm! There was no other bell that sounded like that in the city by law. And there were no horns but—of course not! The Antinium couldn’t blow horns! They were on the wall right now. That meant the Antinium had spotted something! 
 
    Had the moths come back? Had something else? Zevara didn’t remember charging out of her office or running down—she found herself running through the barracks, drawn sword in hand. [Guardsmen] turned to her in slow motion as Zevara ran, still blinking sleep out of her eyes. 
 
    “Get to the walls! I want every [Guardsman] in the city on the South Wall now!” 
 
    She screamed at the Drakes and Gnolls on duty as they scrambled for their gear. A dozen of the Watch charged out the door after Zevara, and she ran with the speed of panic towards the stairs leading to the battlements. 
 
    There were a hundred and sixty-eight steps leading up to the top of the battlements. Zevara took them two at a time, counting each step. She burst onto the ramparts and turned. 
 
    “Where—” 
 
    Then she saw light. Not the dawning sky, but bright, shimmering mage light, the kind that came from a spell. Zevara shielded her eyes and then took in the scene in one moment. 
 
    The Painted Soldiers stood in a mass in front of a ramp of light, a [Light Bridge] spell used to siege cities. Coming up the ramp was a small unit of Drakes, only a hundred or so strong. 
 
    “What in the name of the Ancestors?” 
 
    A Drake was riding a horse up a ramp made of light towards Liscor’s walls! She had a spear in hand, and she was being followed by the Drakes, four abreast, who were shouting as they charged a wall of Painted Soldiers. 
 
    Zevara wondered wildly if they were an attacking force from another city. But—Drakes didn’t attack Liscor! They had no enemies! Liscor was the border city that held the pass from Humans! And it was surrounded by water at the moment! Then her blood ran cold. 
 
    Was this an attack by Pallass? She listened to the Drakes shouting as she wavered. 
 
    “For Liscor!” 
 
    “Wipe the Ants out!” 
 
    Liscor? Zevara’s eyes widened. She stared at the armored Drakes, and then put everything together in a sudden rush. She ran towards the Antinium Soldiers, shouting desperately. 
 
    “Wait! Stop! Hold! I said, hold!” 
 
    Too late. Her voice was too weak, and she was too out of breath to shout properly. Zevara saw a few Soldiers twitch, but her real target, the charging Drakes, were too far away to hear, and too caught up in the moment. Zevara frantically ran towards the Antinium slipping, cursing, as a mild shower of rain pelted her. She had to stop them! If the Drakes killed an Antinium Soldier or the Antinium killed the Drakes, it might be war! 
 
    She wasn’t going to make it. Zevara knew that, and so she paused and shouted. 
 
    “Stop! Stop! These are friendlies! Stop!” 
 
    The Drake on horseback didn’t hear. The rain fell. Zevara watched the Antinium brace as one as the Drake leveled her spear at the Soldier with yellow splatters on his body in front. She closed her eyes and heard a voice bellow from behind her. 
 
    “Soldiers! [Rapid Retreat]! Clear the area now!” 
 
    It was a loud voice, louder than Zevara had ever heard Olesm yell before. One of the Soldiers turned. He had a purple smile drawn across his mandibles and face. He saw Olesm pointing, saw Zevara waving her hand, and raised a hand. Every Soldier looked at him and then moved. 
 
    The Antinium didn’t hesitate. They instantly turned and charged out of the way, moving with the speed of Olesm’s Skill. The charging Drake pulled up her spear, confused, as she found the battlements ahead of her empty. She wheeled her mount and faced the Soldiers on her left. 
 
    “Hold! Hold!” 
 
    Zevara had finally gotten her breath back. She dashed forwards and nearly slipped. She ran straight at the confused Drake as more [Soldiers] poured over the wall. Zevara could see Drake [Captains] in armor, followed by [Sergeants] and regular infantry, screaming wildly as they came over the ramparts and stopping in confusion. The Drake on horseback, their leader, stared incredulously at Zevara. 
 
    “What’s going on here?” 
 
    “Hold! I am Watch Captain Zevara! Tell your men to stand down!” 
 
    “Watch Captain? But—” 
 
    “Stand down!” 
 
    Zevara bellowed at the Drake. This [Commander] was young—younger than Zevara herself. She had light red scales, too bright to be called pink, and her spear tip crackled in the rain. Lightning enchantment. Zevara strode towards her. 
 
    “Commander, I am Watch Captain for Liscor! Why in the name of the Walled Cities did you decide to attack our walls?” 
 
    Confusion and anger flickered across the younger Drake’s face. She gestured with her spear at the Soldiers, who were staring silently at the [Soldiers]. 
 
    “I—we spotted the Antinium on the battlements. Why are they here?” 
 
    Zevara groaned internally. Liscor’s army had returned! Part of it. The hundred or so [Soldiers] couldn’t be more than a single company. They would have been a welcome sight about a month ago when the Goblin Lord was breathing down Liscor’s neck. As it was, they had chosen the worst moment to arrive. Which was typical. She should have expected it, honestly. 
 
    “I’ll explain everything in a moment. For now, have your men stand down. Antinium Soldiers—” 
 
    One stepped forwards instantly. Zevara recognized Yellow Splatters, who Klbkch had introduced her to. He was a [Sergeant], and the fact that he had a class like that was definitely going on her next report. Zevara turned to him almost sheepishly. 
 
    “These are friendly soldiers. Liscor’s army. I regret the confusion. Please take your…your men back to their stations. I’ll handle things here.” 
 
    The Antinium Soldier stared at Zevara silently and nodded. She had no idea what he thought, if he had any thoughts. The Soldiers instantly dispersed across the battlements. The soldiers glared after them. Zevara clearly heard one of them mutter. 
 
    “They’re working with the Ants? Ancestors, what the hell’s happened to the city?” 
 
    “Stow it!” 
 
    The [Commander] snapped angrily, and the soldiers straightened. They’d sheathed their weapons, but from the way their hands hovered near their hilts, they didn’t trust the Soldiers now staring out into the wet, drizzling landscape. Zevara shook her head. Then she turned as she heard more pounding of feet. 
 
    “Watch Captain! What—” 
 
    The [Guardsmen] coming to reinforce the walls stopped in confusion as they saw the unfamiliar [Soldiers] standing there. Zevara cursed internally. She turned to Olesm. 
 
    “Olesm, we need to call off the general alarm.” 
 
    “On it.” 
 
    The young Drake nodded. Zevara caught his arm. 
 
    “Excellent work, Olesm. You saved us there.” 
 
    She squeezed his arm. He smiled at her, looking only slightly shaken. 
 
    “Just doing my job, Zevara. I’ll have someone blow the all clear.” 
 
    He hurried off. Zevara watched him go and then turned to the [Guardsmen]. One of the Senior Guardsmen, a Gnoll in his mid-forties with black and grey fur, looked relieved. 
 
    “So we’re not under attack, Captain?” 
 
    “Nope. It was a false alarm. Almost false. I’ll issue a statement in an hour. Get everyone back off the walls—and back in bed if they’re up. This lot spotted the Antinium on the walls and thought the city was under attack.” 
 
    “Who would do—oh.” 
 
    The Gnoll stared at the Drakes, and his eyes widened. He sniffed and growled under his breath, then turned to the other members of the Watch beside him. He conveyed the news in the simplest of terms. 
 
    “The army’s back.” 
 
    Zevara heard half the [Guardsmen] behind him groan. She saw the soldiers shifting impatiently, and turned to the [Commander], who was looking more and more annoyed. 
 
    “Watch Captain, what’s the situation?” 
 
    She was asking for a report. Zevara nearly laughed. The Captain of the Watch looked around, at the Painted Soldiers, at the wet landscape and the moth bodies floating in the water, and at the inn visible from the battlements to the west. She wiped some water out of her face and stared up. 
 
    Drizzling, but not raining too heavily. That was good. Clear skies would be better for the event later today, but drizzling was clear skies at this time of year. She looked at the [Commander], all military discipline and efficiency, and gave her the most unprofessional shrug of her career. 
 
    “Where should I start?” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    An hour later, Zevara stared at the slight stain on her desk. She was pretty sure that was where she’d been drooling. She wondered if she should get a cloth and wipe it off—or if she could put her head down and get back to sleep. She certainly felt like it. Unfortunately, the visitor in her office was too important to ignore. She wasn’t sitting like Zevara was—she was pacing restlessly, her scales still damp from the rain. 
 
    “Did I hear you correctly, Watch Captain? The dungeon—Liscor’s dungeon, which was unearthed just four months ago—has been classified as a Gold-rank dungeon by the Adventurer’s Guilds of Izril? Are you sure that’s not a misclassification?” 
 
    “Not at all.” 
 
    Zevara watched the younger [Commander] pace back and forth. She wished she were that young. Well, maybe not that young, but she wished she had that kind of energy in her. The young Drake’s scales were bright red, and she was in the physical prime of her life. Red scales were rare on Drakes—green was most common, and very bright or very dark scales were the least likely to be seen, especially without patterns. 
 
    This Drake might have been considered nobility if her scales had that bright glow or unique flame coloration of Zeres’ nobles. Or if her scales were midnight black like Pallass’ few lines of noble birth. Regardless, this [Commander] must be gifted to be in charge of an entire company at her age. 
 
    Unfortunately, youth and genius didn’t make her any easier to work with. The Drake turned back to Zevara, her gaze intent. 
 
    “The Guild Master of Liscor’s Adventuring Guild is Tekshia Shivertail, correct? Or has she retired and let someone else take over?” 
 
    “It’s still Tekshia.” 
 
    “And is her judgment sound? Guildmistress Shivertail is a respected war veteran, but…” 
 
    The Drake let the word hang in the air. Zevara scowled. 
 
    “Tekshia Shivertail is in full command of her faculties, commander. Moreover, her decision was ratified within a day by the other Adventuring Guilds in all six Walled Cities and by Invrisil! Both Humans and Drakes agree with her classification. I remind you that the battle was seen by most of the known world!” 
 
    “Through a magical doorway that is in the possession of an [Innkeeper].” 
 
    The commander’s voice was flat. Zevara winced. When she put it like that… 
 
    “As I said, this [Innkeeper] is a known asset to Liscor. And her inn contained adventurers who slew hundreds of the moths and one giant one. Not to mention the actions of one adventurer in calling the rain, which may have well saved Liscor!” 
 
    And wasn’t that a surprise? Pisces, the [Necromancer], of all people! Zevara could barely believe it, but the reports had been quadruple-checked by her [Guardsmen]. She might actually have to trust that damned mage, for all his previous crimes of extortion. Hadn’t Olesm submitted a report about having Pisces clean Liscor’s sewers with an undead? Zevara had shoved it into a pile and told him she’d consider it. Where had she put it…? 
 
    “And the Antinium? Manning the walls, sending Soldiers into the streets?” 
 
    There was a level of hostility in the other Drake’s voice that Zevara usually only encountered when speaking to other Watch Captains in other cities about the Antinium. But that was Liscor’s army. That was why they stayed away from the city, in large part. Zevara narrowed her eyes. 
 
    “The Antinium gave their aid to Liscor, [Commander]. Which I requested. They sent Soldiers to fight the moths and slew thousands of them in the tunnels of their Hive! The Antinium were honoring our contract. They died to hold these walls, Commander. Just like my [Guardsmen] did.” 
 
    She stared at the young Drake until the commander looked away. Zevara could see her tail sweeping the ground in long, rapid strokes. She was upset but not agitated. Good. 
 
    “Why wasn’t High Command informed of all these developments at once? The dungeon, the presence of General Shivertail and his departure—not to mention this magical doorway! We had only the report of the dungeon and a belated report of General Shivertail’s departure—a week before his death! Why were reports so sporadic?” 
 
    Because I forgot. And I had more important things to do. Zevara grimaced. 
 
    “Honestly, Commander Grasstongue, the High Command was the least of my concerns given the distance between the army and the city. They were in no position to influence the events taking place here, and Liscor’s Council was more than adequately advised by General Shivertail and Wall Lord Ilvriss until recently.” 
 
    The mention of Zel Shivertail gave both female Drakes pause. But then the [Commander] shook her head. 
 
    “I’m sure the Council was served well by General Shivertail’s input. But a Wall Lord from Salazsar? Why not consult with the High Command? Why trust only his opinion? The High Command deserves to know—” 
 
    “And I’m sure they will, now that you’re here to give them regular updates.” 
 
    Zevara had had enough. She stood up, pushing her chair back, and rested her claws on her desk as she stared at the red-scaled Drake. 
 
    “Commander Grasstongue, I have more important things to deal with. The dungeon could spit out more monsters any day now, and the Floodplains are underwater! This month the city will be stockpiling fish, casting nets—and that’s a chore for two Watch Captains without the danger of monster attacks or Goblins!” 
 
    “I understand the issue. But I was sent to secure the city against threats.” 
 
    “And I am pleased your company made it here, Commander. Despite being late by a month and arriving with only a single company—rather than the three I originally requested.” 
 
    The two Drakes locked gazes. 
 
    “We were delayed arriving here. We were besieging Zeres and had to avoid military confrontation with the other armies allied to the Walled City in the dispute between Oteslia and Zeres.” 
 
    “A dispute that Liscor’s city does not share. Liscor’s army may be under contract to fight for Oteslia, but I would hope that ties to home matter more than gold, commander.” 
 
    The staring contest went on for several minutes as Zevara refused to blink or turn her head. At last, the other Drake turned abruptly. 
 
    “You can remove the Antinium from the walls now, Watch Captain. We will take over until the Watch is prepared to resume their duties.” 
 
    Zevara folded her arms. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Commander Grasstongue whirled. 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “The Antinium are trustworthy, commander. I won’t remove them and insult their Hive. Moreover, they are more than capable of holding the walls and reacting to any threat. As your company personally witnessed.” 
 
    That was a step too far for the young Drake. She leaned forwards over Zevara’s desk, breathing heavily, her tail curling in frustration. Zevara felt heat at the back of her throat. It was a bad idea to annoy an Oldblood Drake capable of using breath attacks, but this officer was too angry to care. She took a deep breath as she glared at Zevara. 
 
    “Watch Captain Zevara, I am Wing Commander Embria Grasstongue, 4th Company Commander of Liscor’s army—” 
 
    “And I am Watch Captain.” 
 
    Zevara cut her off, in surprise as much as anger. Embria? Grasstongue? Wait a second. Grasstongue wasn’t that unordinary a name, but could she be—? No, Zevara had to settle this now. She put steel and fire into her voice, trying not to breathe smoke at the younger Drake. 
 
    “Commander Embria, this is my city. Your company has come here at my request to protect your city. Your home. Only, it appears that your idea of protection is to start a war with the Antinium. Do you have any idea of what might have occurred if you had slain the Antinium Soldiers in cold blood? At the very least, you would have broken Liscor’s contract, which we have honored for nearly a decade of peace, and at the worst, you would have thrown us into a third Antinium War!” 
 
    Her words made Embria pale slightly. The Drake opened her mouth. Zevara noticed her tail had uncurled and was swaying uncertainly, though. 
 
    “I was acting with the best intelligence I had at the time—” 
 
    “By attacking Antinium Soldiers? Without hailing the city? They were standing watch, commander! If they wanted you dead, they would have been raining arrows at you with Workers! If the city had fallen, you would have heard about it! No! I don’t want to hear about the High Command. I’m concerned with this city, and up till this moment I have had to defend it with the Antinium’s help, with the help of adventurers, and Pallass and Celum’s help! They sent their City Watch to fight when the Face-Eater Moths were attacking. But there wasn’t a single Liscorian soldier on the battlefield.” 
 
    She leaned over her desk and felt a trickle of smoke come out of her mouth. 
 
    “Where were you two days ago, when we needed you most? Where was the army?” 
 
    There was nothing Embria could say to that. 
 
    “We were moving as quickly as we could. If we had been aware—” 
 
    “You would have gotten here yesterday. Too late. And now you have the gall to come into my office, into my city, and demand to take charge?” 
 
    Zevara hissed softly. Embria held her ground, although the air was getting hot around Zevara. Most Drakes would have backed up, but to her credit, Embria was no coward. And more to her credit—she wasn’t a fool either. She looked at Zevara and rapidly retrenched. Embria took a few steps back, hesitated, and spoke placatingly. 
 
    “Watch Captain Zevara, I apologize for my rudeness.” 
 
    Zevara paused. She waited as Embria paused and the room metaphorically and literally cooled down. The [Commander] nodded and studied Zevara as she spoke carefully. 
 
    “I would take back my rude words and offer you my sincere regrets if I could, Watch Captain. I realize my sudden arrival may have stepped on your tail. For that, I apologize. We were…hasty in our attack on the Antinium. However, we are here to help, to protect and serve Liscor. That has not changed, although the situation in Liscor clearly has.” 
 
    She gestured towards her armor, upon which was emblazoned a symbol of her rank. 
 
    “My company is at your disposal, and the Council’s. I will apprise High Command of the new developments, but I expect they will offer you nothing but support, as will I and my officers. I commend your hard work and, again, issue you a heartfelt apology.” 
 
    Smart kid. Zevara had to admit that she hadn’t expected such a neat turnaround. But this officer was intelligent enough not to want to make Zevara her enemy. She nodded as she felt her internal fires dying down. 
 
    “Apology accepted, Commander Embria. Let me also apologize for my statements.” 
 
    Which statements they were didn’t matter. Embria smiled politely. 
 
    “We are both protectors of Liscor, in our own way. I hope we can work together in the coming months to fulfill our duties, our pasts aside.” 
 
    She held out a claw for Zevara to shake. It was a good gesture and would have laid to rest their earlier quarrel. However, Zevara wasn’t yet sure she wanted to take the claw. She hesitated and then looked sharply at Embria. 
 
    “We respect the army, and I acknowledge your rank, Commander Embria. But let me make one thing clear first.” 
 
    She tapped the desk as Embria withdrew her claw. 
 
    “In this city, at this moment, I am the commander of all military matters. A Drake Watch Captain is second only to a [General] in her own city, and I won’t have any incidents occurring, especially between the Antinium and your soldiers. Are we clear?” 
 
    Embria was silent for a long moment, studying Zevara’s face. Then, slowly, she nodded. 
 
    “Absolutely, Watch Captain.” 
 
    She held out her claw again, and Zevara shook it. There was no posturing, no squeezing too long or staring contest like she had to deal with when she ran up against a male Drake of the same rank who didn’t like her position. But then, there were other daggers female Drakes used on each other. Embria smiled, but Zevara was still a little angry. She was missing her sleep when all was said and done, and she still didn’t trust Liscor’s army. 
 
    Dead gods, what will I tell the Council about all this? If I’d known they’d cause me more headaches I wouldn’t have bothered asking for their help in the first place! 
 
    “Let me show you downstairs, Commander Embria. I’m sure the Council will want to speak with you soon, and we can have a longer discussion with our resident [Strategist] when things aren’t so hectic.” 
 
    She led the other Drake down the stairs. Embria sounded surprised as she followed Zevara. 
 
    “Strategist? I was under the impression that Olesm Swifttail was a [Tactician].” 
 
    “Correct. But he recently gained the [Strategist] class. We’re celebrating that fact, among others, later today. Speaking of which, you might want to ready yourself now. I’m sure the Council will insist on your presence later today.” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    Zevara halted with her hand on the door to the Watch Barracks. She stared back at Embria, only slightly annoyed. 
 
    “You’ve been gone from Liscor for a while, I understand that. But try to remember how we do things. We just survived one of the worst monster attacks in living memory. What do you think we’re going to do?” 
 
    Then she opened the door. Embria frowned as she left the Watch House. The [Soldiers] of the 4th Company were waiting for her, lined up, [Sergeants] and [Captains] awaiting her orders. The Drakes and Gnolls on the streets were giving them curious looks. The word was already spreading. The army was back! It didn’t exactly seem to be the most exciting news in the world to Liscor’s citizens. 
 
    “Commander?” 
 
    One of the [Captains] looked questioningly at Embria. She scowled, dropping her polite expression now that Zevara’s back was turned. She nodded to the soldiers under her command. 
 
    “Tell the soldiers they have leave for two hours. They can visit their homes or stow their gear in the headquarters. Get those on punishment detail cleaning the place out. Watch Captain Zevara says the place hasn’t seen use since we were last there. But I want everyone back here two hours from now with armor on and polished.” 
 
    “What’s the occasion?” 
 
    Embria turned. She sighed as she watched Watch Captain Zevara stride back into the barracks and begin shouting at the [Guardsmen]. She had indeed been away from Liscor for a while. Six years since the last time she’d visited, in fact. But contrary to what Zevara might have thought, she did remember how things worked. It was true of every Drake city, really. Embria eyed the drizzling weather and polished the breastplate of her armor with one claw. 
 
    “We’re going to a parade.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    This is how they gathered. They came together, small groups of three and four, sometimes six and sometimes as many as eight. Seldom more. Seldom less. They clustered in their groups, talking amongst themselves. Many were embarrassed or a mix between pleased and embarrassed so close that there was no dividing line. But none were ashamed. They were proud. 
 
    They were adventurers. As Ceria looked around the gathering of Bronze, Silver, and three Gold-rank teams she noticed the rain had lessened. The canvas roof that had been erected overhead had to ward off fewer raindrops than before. 
 
    “Good. Less rain. Means we might not slip and break our necks while we’re walking down the street.” 
 
    “That’s hardly a concern. Falling might be, though. I’d watch your step. You don’t want to be the first to trip on an occasion like this.” 
 
    Ceria jumped. She hadn’t realized she’d spoken out loud until someone else addressed her. Falene Skystrall stood beside Ceria. Tall, glamorous, the picture of what half-Elves aspired to be—in a clichéd way—the [Battlemage] made Ceria feel short and ungainly. Still, they were both half-Elves, and so Falene kept talking to Ceria as if they were familiar. 
 
    Which they were, if you got down to it. There were certain things only half-Elves could talk to each other about. They supported each other if they could, generally. After all, if you didn’t look out for one another, no other race would. 
 
    That meant Ceria could talk with Falene a bit more personally, even if she did think the other half-Elf was stuck up. She made a face as she gestured at the rain. 
 
    “You’ve done this before?” 
 
    “Eight times.” 
 
    “Eight?” 
 
    Ceria’s raised voice attracted attention. She saw the other members of her group drift over. Ksmvr was nervous as he stood alone. Pisces, keeping him company, raised his eyebrows as he walked over with the Antinium. Yvlon was talking to another female Bronze-rank adventurer. Ceria addressed her friends. 
 
    “Falene says they’ve done this eight times before.” 
 
    Yvlon whistled, and Pisces raised his eyebrows. Ksmvr looked blank. 
 
    “Done what eight times?” 
 
    Falene smiled not-condescendingly, which made her a bit condescending. 
 
    “It’s not like we seek it out, but we have had our victories. But haven’t you done this?” 
 
    “Once. But it’s not like we rehearsed or anything. It just…happened. Not like this.” 
 
    “Ah, well, preparation is rarer. But Drakes like organization, and I think it simplifies things this way. All you have to do is walk. And again, not trip.” 
 
    “Not be the first to trip, is what you said.” 
 
    Falene smiled. 
 
    “True! Better not to trip at all, but there’s always a few who fall. It happens, and you’ll be laughed at, but the first to fall always gets remembered. Just watch your step—you will be the first to go out.” 
 
    The Horns of Hammerad looked uneasily at each other. Yvlon muttered as she adjusted her polished, slightly mismatched enchanted armor. 
 
    “I don’t understand why it’s got to be us.” 
 
    Pisces shrugged. He was wearing his usual white robes, not having made an effort to dress up. Ksmvr had—he’d donned his magical cape and oiled his body so it shone, and Ceria had messed around with her hair. But Pisces was deliberately casual, as if what was about to happen was just another day for him. Ceria had to admire his guts. And hate them at the same time. 
 
    “Politics, I suppose. I am a persona non grata in Liscor, nominally speaking.” 
 
    Yvlon frowned. 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “Comrade Pisces, please ex—” 
 
    “An unwelcome person. That phrase is a remnant of old language, a curious addition to our lexicon which—” 
 
    Pisces looked around, sensed his only possible audience was Falene, and gave up. 
 
    “Never mind. It’s an expression. Allow me to clarify my statement. What I meant was that, since I am unwelcome, the city did not wish to honor me by putting me last in line. However, my contributions to the battle were substantial. I did call the rain.” 
 
    “Poorly.” 
 
    The older half-Elf smiled as Pisces narrowed his eyes to look at her. He sniffed. 
 
    “A spell of necessity that I had never had the chance to practice or cast before? I will accept a poor result if the salvation of Liscor is the price for my inefficiency. In any case, my contributions are recognized, but we are only a Silver-rank team at the moment—” 
 
    “So we get to go first. We’re special. I get it. Thanks, Pisces.” 
 
    Ceria rolled her eyes. Ksmvr nodded. 
 
    “Yes, thank you Pisces for giving us this opportunity. I will endeavor not to slip and embarrass myself.” 
 
    “Just relax. This is in honor of us, after all. And you are hardly the only team participating.” 
 
    “Exactly! This happens once in five blue moons, so enjoy yourself!” 
 
    A loud voice interrupted the conversation. The Horns of Hammerad turned with Falene, and Ceria saw a young Drake striding towards them, grinning broadly. She waved at the Horns of Hammerad. 
 
    “Hey guys, miss me?” 
 
    They stared at her. The Drake spread her arms wide. She had grey-green scales, a scar along the side of her mouth, and a fit body. Ceria was sure she’d never seen this Drake in her life. But Pisces just smiled. 
 
    “Ah. Jelaqua.” 
 
    “Jelaqua?” 
 
    The Horns of Hammerad jumped. Ceria peered at the Drake and realized the greyish scales weren’t just color—but a lack of it! The Drake was dead and her body—she stared into Jelaqua’s eyes and saw that internal intelligence staring back. The Selphid grinned. 
 
    “Aw! Pisces got it! I was betting with Seborn that you’d all freak out. Hey Seborn! I owe you ten gold coins!” 
 
    “Told you.” 
 
    A Drowned Man appeared out of the crowd of adventurers, and Ceria saw several teams respectfully part ways to let Moore walk towards them. The half-Giant had to bend over to walk without disturbing the canvas roof overhead. The Halfseekers smiled as they joined the conversation. 
 
    “Jelaqua! It’s great to see you. You got a new body?” 
 
    Yvlon clasped forearms with Jelaqua. The Selphid laughed, practically giddy with good spirits. 
 
    “Sure did! And just in time too, eh? I got this body, and it feels great. I can feel things when I touch them! I love fresh bodies. Hey, Ksmvr, poke me!” 
 
    Ksmvr did. Jelaqua laughed. 
 
    “It tickles! Ain’t nerve endings great? Hey Falene, where’s your team?” 
 
    “Talking with the others. I think Dawil and Ylawes are trying to get away from that team, Vuliel Drae.” 
 
    Falene pointed, and the adventurers saw that Ylawes and Dawil were indeed being mobbed by the female half-Dwarf woman and several other female adventurers. Ceria frowned. 
 
    “Vuliel Drae? Oh. The lucky team. I didn’t see them earlier.” 
 
    “Huh? Oh, me neither. They showed up with a bunch of wounds after the battle. Apparently, they got ambushed by the Face-Eater Moths and had to hide out on their way to the dungeon. Took down a lot of them by themselves by the number of heads they brought in. Anyways, check this out! I’ve got a tail!” 
 
    Jelaqua turned around and nearly swept Pisces’ legs from under him. He caught himself, and Seborn grabbed Jelaqua warningly. 
 
    “Hey. Watch it.” 
 
    “Sorry! I’m just really in a good mood!” 
 
    The Selphid grinned. Pisces eyed her tail with interest. 
 
    “Do you have to compensate for your new body, or is the process fairly automatic?” 
 
    “Hah, spoken like a [Necromancer]!” 
 
    Jelaqua had to think for a second as Yvlon and Ksmvr greeted Moore. The half-Giant was smiling, looking pleased at Jelaqua’s wellbeing. He’d refused to leave the stricken Selphid in the Adventurer’s Guild until now, Ceria recalled. She turned back to Jelaqua as the Selphid swished her tail and nearly tripped a passing adventurer this time. 
 
    “Nah, it really does feel normal after the first hour. It’ll be harder getting back to a body without a tail, you know? Only problem is I might forget about it and get it ripped off. I did that to my last Drake body.” 
 
    The Gnolls and Drakes in earshot winced when Jelaqua said that. Ceria saw more than one team staring at their group with interest. The Horns of Hammerad, Halfseekers, and Silver Swords were pretty much the highest-ranked teams in this gathering. Jelaqua seemed used to the attention, though. She shrugged in answer to another of Pisces’ questions. 
 
    “Yeah, the tail’s weird, but I like the scales. Sure they get caught on things, but it’s better than hair. That stuff catches and tears my skin—hey, do you have anything to eat? I want to give these taste buds a workout before they start to decay!” 
 
    Ceria scratched her head. 
 
    “Not yet. But Erin’s got an after-party planned. She’s going to have cakes. Multiple cakes, according to her.” 
 
    “Whoo! Cake! Alright, let’s get this started!” 
 
    Falene interrupted Jelaqua as she headed for the tent’s opening into the street. 
 
    “Not just yet. We’ll get word once the City Watch finishes their march. And the Horns are going first, Jelaqua.” 
 
    “Right, right. Sorry. Forgot. Oops. Hey, don’t slip you guys! Otherwise, Seborn and I will laugh at you.” 
 
    “Don’t be cruel, Jelaqua.” 
 
    A large hand flicked the Selphid on the back of the head. She staggered. 
 
    “Aw come on, it’s funny, Moore!” 
 
    “Wait, one thing I don’t get. You’ve been looking for a body for ages, Jelaqua. Why’d you suddenly get one now?” 
 
    Ceria interrupted the two Gold-rank adventurers. Jelaqua smiled. 
 
    “Oh, that? That was thanks to the law, believe it or not! Remember, I was injured defending Liscor. According to the standing agreement with the Adventurer’s Guild, Liscor is required to provide me with a suitable corpse.” 
 
    She gestured at her body. 
 
    “This is from one of their [Guardsmen]. A junior one, I think. Just got the job. Her parents agreed to give it to me—they got paid a lot I think. Dead gods, I hope I don’t see them in the crowd, but I explained about how Selphids work, and I promised them—never mind. Selphid stuff.” 
 
    She sighed, losing some of her good cheer. 
 
    “It’s an ideal body. But that poor kid. She died of blood loss after a moth sliced the artery in her leg open. Lost her healing potion or didn’t think she needed it and died on the street. Amateur mistake.” 
 
    She shook her head sadly. There was a brief moment of silence as the adventurers all paused, remembering the heat of the battle. Few of them had died, but they were used to fighting and had magical gear. On the other hand, Liscor’s City Watch had paid a price for their defense of the walls. Their moment was broken when more adventurers walked over. Ylawes and Dawil, and the team of Griffon Hunt. 
 
    “Looks like you all made it.” 
 
    That was the first thing Revi said to the others. She, Halrac, and Typhenous looked no worse for wear despite Ceria not having seen them for a long time. She looked at them, trying to see if they were still in mourning over Ulrien’s death, but if they were, they kept it to themselves. Halrac folded his arms and grimaced as Typhenous greeted Moore and Falene. 
 
    “Hey guys. Halrac.” 
 
    Jelaqua nodded somberly at Halrac as the Halfseekers greeted Griffon Hunt. Halrac just grunted. 
 
    “Silver Swords?” 
 
    “That would be us. A pleasure to meet you, Mister Halrac. I realize this might be inappropriate, but may I buy you a drink later? I was shocked when I heard of your captain’s death. I knew Ulrien, briefly, and I regret that such a capable warrior fell to treachery.” 
 
    Ylawes stepped forwards and held out a hand. Ceria wondered if Halrac would tense up or leave—the [Scout]’s face had frozen when Ylawes mentioned Ulrien’s name. But he grudgingly extended a hand and shook it. 
 
    “He was an adventurer. Heard your team took down a mother moth.” 
 
    “As did yours. But we have the Horns of Hammerad to thank for ending the battle. My sister belongs to that team. I believe you’ve met?” 
 
    Halrac nodded to Ceria, who nodded back. The [Scout] eyed Pisces. 
 
    “Rain spell. Good idea.” 
 
    Revi rolled her eyes. 
 
    “I can’t believe no one thought of it beforehand. Why not? It’s so damn obvious but—good work. Especially for a Silver-rank team.” 
 
    She nodded at Ceria. Typhenous smiled as he stroked his beard. 
 
    “Indeed. You’ve shaped up to be a quite decent party.” 
 
    “Yeah! They held the line! Those Goblins and the Horns? Whew! I saw what they did when they pulled me back inside! Moth bodies stacked like firewood! Not bad for rookies, huh?” 
 
    Jelaqua threw an arm around Yvlon, laughing. The Horns of Hammerad blushed under the praise. Dawil, looking around, grunted with displeasure. 
 
    “Enough slapping each other on the backs! I can’t reach, and Ylawes has his armor on. Let’s get to the good stuff. Hands up. Who here leveled after the battle?” 
 
    He raised his own hand, and the Horns all raised theirs. Moore raised his hand, as did Seborn, and so did Halrac. Revi scowled. 
 
    “Dammit.” 
 
    “You’re telling me you all didn’t level?” 
 
    Yvlon stared incredulously at her brother, Falene, and the others. Ylawes smiled. 
 
    “I’ll probably level in the next week or month at the latest. But remember, most of us are past Level 30—” 
 
    “All of us, right?” 
 
    Jelaqua looked around, and Typhenous coughed politely. Falene smiled. 
 
    “A [Mage] never tells.” 
 
    Dawil rolled his eyes as he addressed Yvlon. 
 
    “Point is, this lot doesn’t level every time they go into a hairy situation. But if we don’t level today, it’ll be close. But what about Skills? I got nothing.” 
 
    He spread his hands. Halrac grunted. Moore shook his head. Seborn didn’t respond when Jelaqua nudged him, and the Horns all looked at each other and coughed. 
 
    “Aw come on, don’t be coy. Tell us! Or at least participate in the tradition!” 
 
    “What tradition?” 
 
    Pisces looked suspiciously at Jelaqua. She laughed, and it was Falene who answered. 
 
    “Tradition is that when adventurers gain their levels as a result of saving a city, clearing a dungeon, or so on, they show off any new Skills or spells during the parade.” 
 
    “Or just make a scene. Just fire off a spell and don’t reveal your newest Skill. I’m not showing anyone, Jelaqua. Leave off.” 
 
    Seborn got tired of Jelaqua’s encouraging elbow and stamped on her foot. She yelped. 
 
    “Agh! I forgot how much that hurts!” 
 
    “Wait, we’re supposed to put on a show?” 
 
    Revi sighed loudly. 
 
    “You’re adventurers. Of course you put on a show! Just do something to impress the crowd. We do it—it’s how you get people to recognize you! Unless you get your own personal parade. You want to be a famous Named Adventurer? This is one of the things you do! Honestly, newbies!” 
 
    She threw up her hands. Typhenous put a hand on her shoulder. 
 
    “Steady, Revi. Apologies—she’s just had to field too many enthusiastic adventurers today.” 
 
    “Too many admirers?” 
 
    Falene gave Revi a teasing look. The [Summoner] just glared. 
 
    “Says the big-shots who’ve gone through a parade eight times. We’ve gone five—that’s five total for me. I think Halrac’s at six?” 
 
    She looked at Halrac, who shrugged. Both teams looked at the Halfseekers. Jelaqua scratched her head. 
 
    “Yeah, funny. We don’t get invited to parades often, no matter what we do. I think we’re only two.” 
 
    “And the Horns are one. Well, let’s add another to the list. Remember, don’t slip.” 
 
    Falene cautioned the others with a teasing smile. She pointed—Ceria could see a Drake jogging towards them and waving at the adventurers in the rain. Her heart began to beat faster. 
 
    “Oh boy. I think this is us.” 
 
    “Break a leg!” 
 
    “Don’t.” 
 
    “You deserve this.” 
 
    “Enjoy it!” 
 
    “Good job, sister.” 
 
    Ylawes caught Yvlon as the Horns began to walk forwards. He nodded at her, and she smiled. The four adventurers moved to the head of the group of adventurers, conscious of all eyes on them. Then they walked out into the rain. 
 
    At first, it felt silly. Ceria felt a drizzle on her head, but didn’t see anyone. She stepped out onto the cobbles—they’d been put at the east gate, at the back of where the parade would start—and began marching down the street with Pisces at her side and Yvlon and Ksmvr following. No one was around, although she could hear fanfare and drums in the distance. 
 
    And then she saw the people. They were lined up on the streets, some covered by awnings, others holding parasols or cloaks in hand. Most simply let the rain fall. Drakes and Gnolls and some Humans, scattered at first. Then, suddenly, a mass of them. All at once the faces turned into a sea, and Ceria felt her heart beating faster. 
 
    There was noise in the air. Cheering, shouts—and a voice calling names out. Ahead of her, Ceria could see the last of Celum’s Watch marching. She spotted Relc, waving a hand and shouting at the crowd. The other Gnolls and Drakes were also marching, waving at friends and family, some still bearing wounds. Missing eyes, a broken limb—one Gnoll had to be helped along. His left leg was gone. But the crowd cheered them, their city’s heroes. 
 
    They fell silent as the Horns of Hammerad began their march in the parade. Drakes and Gnolls stared at Pisces. They knew him. They stared at Ksmvr, and at Ceria and Yvlon. Pisces was a [Necromancer]. Ksmvr was Antinium. As for Ceria and Yvlon, they had participated in one of the biggest expedition failures in recent memories. Ceria saw some of the Drakes hiss at Pisces and saw his shoulders go up. 
 
    “Give them a show.” 
 
    She muttered under her breath. Pisces looked back at her. Two images flashed into her mind. Pisces, standing in front of Wistram’s [Mages], shunned. And Pisces, walking down Ocre’s streets, a hero. He was both these things to Liscor. 
 
    “Think you can give them a trick or two? No Skills—just magic?” 
 
    She asked him challengingly, feeling her words were too loud in the silence. Pisces blinked and then smiled. 
 
    “You first.” 
 
    “Coward. Okay. I was going to show you later. Watch this.” 
 
    Ceria pulled a wand out of her robes. Conscious of every eye she raised it and pointed it to the sky. The grey skies were drizzling. Ceria concentrated. 
 
    “[Frost Bloom]!” 
 
    A chill condensed around the tip of her wand, a bubble of hoar frost held for one magical moment. Then it expanded and shot outwards. Ceria heard a gasp as her spell shot out twenty, maybe thirty feet overhead. The crowd cried out in surprise as the water droplets fell to earth as hail, breaking. The ground in front of Ceria was coated with a light layer of frost, a product of the chilling temperature of her spell. 
 
    “Not bad!” 
 
    Yvlon smiled, took a step, and nearly fell. Ksmvr caught her just in time, and Ceria heard a few chuckles. Pisces stroked his chin. 
 
    “Well, we can’t have that. Let me try.” 
 
    He raised his hand and green and gold fire shot forwards. The crowd oohed as the flames licked the street, turning the ice back to water. Then Pisces let the flames spiral upwards. They turned into miniature dragons which roared soundlessly before evaporating. 
 
    It was a powerful spell—and part illusion. Ceria held her breath as she tried to see if it had gotten the crowd on their side. She heard silence and felt her heart sink—and then heard someone yell in among the onlookers. 
 
    “Awesome! Go Pisces! Do more!” 
 
    Heads turned. Ceria saw Erin, waving wildly, laughing as Lyonette held Mrsha up beside her. She began to clap as Pisces, bemused, conjured another gout of fire which turned itself into a small horse which galloped through the air. 
 
    The Drakes and Gnolls stared at the fire, stared at Pisces, and then they started to applaud. Yvlon, grinning, tossed her sword up and caught it as it rotated back down. That wasn’t a Skill, but it was a good trick. Ksmvr waved all three hands. The applause grew louder. More adventurers followed the Horns down the street. 
 
    The crowd applauded more as Ceria and Pisces showed off their spells. Ksmvr leapt into the air, incredibly high, and passed through a hoop of fire Pisces conjured. The people gasped. Then they began to cheer. 
 
    The three Gold-rank teams saw the Horns of Hammerad begin to receive whole-hearted applause at last. Jelaqua grinned and punched Moore in the thigh. 
 
    “They did it! Told you they could!” 
 
    “Our turn.” 
 
    Griffon Hunt moved into place before the Silver Swords and Halfseekers. Halrac looked annoyed, Typhenous pleased. 
 
    “Let’s just get this over with.” 
 
    “The Horns did a good job getting the crowd interested. Think we can top that, Revi? Halrac?” 
 
    Typhenous pointed at the other Bronze and Silver-rank teams. They were also doing tricks with magic, if less showy than Pisces and Ceria. Some were trying to do tricks with their swords, but the parade was really a place where [Mages] shone. Revi rolled her eyes as she took something out of her bag of holding. 
 
    “Rookies. Stand back, you two.” 
 
    She held a large piece of amber with part of a moth’s wing encased in it. Halrac and Typhenous stood to one side as Revi strode forwards. The eyes of the crowd were on her. Already, many were applauding and calling out their names. Especially Halrac’s. 
 
    “Halrac! Halrac the Grim!” 
 
    “Griffon Hunt! Show us a spectacle!” 
 
    Revi obliged. She tossed the wing in amber up, and a flash of light stunned the crowds. Then there were screams. A Face-Eater Moth, glowing green, spread its wings wide, and the shocked Drakes and Gnolls stumbled back before they realized what it was: a summoned spirit. They cheered and booed Revi as she climbed on its back, and the Face-Eater Moth walked down the street. She waved at them regally, like a [Queen], as Typhenous and Halrac watched her take the lead. 
 
    “That Stitch-Girl will be the death of us both, I swear.” 
 
    Typhenous tugged at his beard, trying to hide a smile. Halrac just grunted. 
 
    “Let’s get this over with.” 
 
    “Just a moment. Appearances do matter, Halrac. My turn.” 
 
    The older mage walked after Revi. He tapped his staff on the ground and smoke billowed up, forming a cloud of Typhenous’ face. It loomed overhead as the [Mage] began to walk forwards, grimacing and making faces that simultaneously terrified and amazed the Drake and Gnoll children watching. Halrac coughed and walked along behind Typhenous, a scowl on his face. The crowd cheered him, though Halrac didn’t so much as turn his head to stare at them. He made it halfway down the first street before he grimaced and stopped. 
 
    Halrac paused, took an arrow out of the quiver at his side, and drew it to his bow. He aimed straight up and loosed. The crowd paused and watched the shining arrow fly higher and higher until it exploded with a dull boom and a spray of flames which went out in the light drizzle. 
 
    “Waste of a good arrow.” 
 
    Ceria heard him complaining as he walked onwards. The crowd cheered wildly, not seeming to mind Halrac’s sour mood. In fact, they cheered him for it. 
 
    Next came the Halfseekers. If Griffon Hunt started the show in earnest, the Halfseekers embodied it. Moore was visible over the heads of everyone as he walked forwards. Jelaqua’s pale body and Seborn’s half-crustacean form attracted as many gasps as applause—until they too started performing magic. 
 
    Moore struck his staff on the ground, and flowers began to bloom in his footsteps. He raised his hand, and flowers of every color began to appear over his body, and vines grew from his fingertips, twining up his arms and chest. The crowd murmured in appreciation at the gentle spectacle. 
 
    The half-Giant left a trail of quickly wilting and vanishing flowers and grass in his wake. By his side, Jelaqua threw the bright flowers growing from his body into the crowd, laughing as people caught the magical plants and held them, exclaiming as the flowers quickly faded out of existence. Seborn walked next to the two, looking slightly uncomfortable as people eyed his crustacean half. Jelaqua nudged him. 
 
    “Come on Seborn, show the kids a trick!” 
 
    “I don’t want to.” 
 
    “We’re both doing our part! Just one?” 
 
    Seborn looked around and realized he had no choice. Reluctantly, he walked faster until he was in front of Moore and Jelaqua. The crowd waited with bated breaths to see what he would do. 
 
    Seborn took two steps, did a flip into the air, and unsheathed his daggers. They glowed as he slashed and then landed, rotating once and sheathing his blades before he touched the ground. Everyone oohed, and more than one child pointed excitedly to Seborn and asked if they could do that too. 
 
    Bringing up the rear were the Silver Swords. They followed the last groups of adventurers and received just as much applause. The sight of Ylawes, Falene, and Dawil was a fixture of the battle, and more than one story had been told of Ylawes slaying the giant moth. And true to their reputation, they didn’t disappoint either. 
 
    “Haha!” 
 
    Dawil roared with good spirits as he lifted the hammer over his head. He strode forwards, letting the crowd cheer him, shouting with unabashed good spirits. 
 
    Behind him, Falene rolled her eyes, but smiled and raised a wand. She flicked it, and the audience held their breath. When nothing happened immediately, Ylawes glanced at Falene, puzzled, until he heard Dawil cursing. 
 
    “You damn Elf! Put me down! Put me down!” 
 
    The [Knight] saw Dawil cartwheel past his head, weightless, flailing frantically with his hammer in hand. The audience cheered and laughed as Falene made Dawil fly just over the heads of the crowd. The Dwarf cursed her until he started to enjoy himself and pretended to swim through the air. Only Ylawes and the other [Mages] noticed the slight sheen of sweat on Falene’s brow. 
 
    “I believe Dawil would call you a showoff.” 
 
    “It’s for a good cause. If he’d stop flailing, I’d have an easier time not dropping him.” 
 
    Falene smiled politely at the crowd as they walked forwards. Ylawes smiled, too. He raised one hand and waved as he walked, causing a few Drakes and Gnolls to stare at him admiringly. The [Knight] had no special Skills to show off, but the sight of him walking down the street in shining silver armor was enough for applause. 
 
    As the last of the adventuring teams followed the Silver Swords, there was a hush among the crowd. An expectation. The streets behind the adventurers lay empty for a good minute, and then every ear heard the rhythmic sound. Footsteps marching in perfect symphony. The first black body appeared, and the crowd murmured as they saw a Worker marching at the head of a row of Soldiers, holding a burning censer in hand. The Soldiers marched in his wake, heads held high. 
 
    Silent. The marching of the Soldiers was perfectly uniform, and the cheering crowd that had loved the adventurers was silent. Pawn walked forwards, his censer swaying, his head bowed. A curious feeling stole over the people watching. They had no words for what he was doing, no memory or comparison for the scene they beheld. But the praying Antinium and the solemn procession spoke to them. 
 
    The incense wafted through the crowd as the rain fell harder. The Soldiers marched on, their bodies painted in every color. One had yellow splatters across his front, another a terrifying purple smile. Another one had leaves drawn in green as if he were some kind of tree. Yet another was simply marked with a crown of silver. One walking near the edge had no paint at all—until you realized the paint was a black pair of wings on his back, almost invisible in the wetness. 
 
    The people of Liscor watched the Soldiers march, silently at first. But then someone clapped. It was impossible to tell who it was in the rain, but it was immediately followed by someone else starting to applaud. More began to clap, and then the applause drowned out the rain. 
 
    In the crowd Erin stared around, wide-eyed. She hadn’t been the one who started the applause, and she’d been ready to. But she hadn’t been necessary in the end. Liscor began to cheer the Antinium, and as they marched, she could hear voices in the crowd around her. The Painted Soldiers were faceless Antinium, all created in the same image. That was true. But because they were painted, they were all unique. And for the first time, those in the crowd recognized individual Soldiers. 
 
    “I know that one! The one with the white circles around his eyes? He saved my shop!” 
 
    A Gnoll pointed at a passing Soldier. Erin, standing with Lyonette as the rain soaked her, saw Mrsha peer excitedly at Yellow Splatters. She heard more voices of recognition as she applauded, smiling and cheering for Pawn with all the energy she had. 
 
    “Hey, that’s the one who killed the moth breaking into our home! Mom? Do you remember? Mom? Mooom!” 
 
    The Drake child was pointing excitedly at a Soldier who had turquoise on the tips of his clumsy fingers and his antennae, nowhere else. Erin saw the Drake mother wave tentatively at him, and the Soldier turn his head just slightly. He hesitated, and then two of his four hands twitched, a tiny wave back. 
 
    The Drake girl waved excitedly. The crowds cheered. Erin stood in Liscor as the rain fell down, and for the first time in history, Drakes and Gnolls and Humans cheered the Antinium. It was a moment for history. She smiled until she thought she’d burst. 
 
    “What a great parade.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “Unbelievable.” 
 
    The 4th Company stared at the Antinium passing them in disbelief. They listened to the applause from Liscor’s citizens and practically spat venom when they saw a Drake child waving at a Soldier. 
 
    “Is this really what the city’s come to?” 
 
    “Antinium? Really?” 
 
    “What happened to pride? What about General Sserys?” 
 
    “These people, they don’t know what—” 
 
    Wing Commander Embria stood next to Zevara in parade rest, her face set, watching the Antinium pass by without a word. Zevara noticed the tenseness in her tail, but the [Commander] wisely kept her opinions to herself. 
 
    The parade ended with speeches, as all good parades did. Actually, the speeches were mainly for Liscor’s Council to award the adventurers and members of the Watch with some recognition, as many of Liscor’s citizens melted away. But after they’d offered Pawn a brief note of congratulations, the Council turned the stage over to Embria. It was, all things considered, a poor note to end the parade on. 
 
    “We are delighted to also announce that our 4th Company of Liscor’s Army has returned to safeguard our city! She and her soldiers have marched tirelessly to return to Liscor…ah, I believe Wing Commander Embria has a few words for us.” 
 
    The Drake announcing coughed nervously as he abandoned the podium. Embria stepped forwards. The crowd of citizens stared at her. Zevara could already hear the murmurs. 
 
    “The army?” 
 
    “Now? Are you serious? Where were they when—” 
 
    “…Better start going to taverns that don’t serve them. Too many damn fights when they’re drunk—” 
 
    “We’ve got the Antinium. Why do we need them?” 
 
    Zevara winced at that. She could see Embria twitch as she took the stage and feel the anger of the [Soldiers] behind them. But that was Liscor’s army. They had never had a good relationship with the city at the best of times. They brought chaos and didn’t stay long, which was good, but as a result, the citizens regarded them as, well, a nuisance. 
 
    Thankfully, Embria seemed to sense the mood, because her words were curt and to the point. 
 
    “Citizens of Liscor, we are delighted to return home after so many years! We regret that our company did not arrive in time to witness the heroic defense of the city. I personally offer you my sincerest apologies for our delay—we were unavoidably detained fighting for the glory of Liscor around the Walled City of Zeres!” 
 
    Silence. Zevara heard someone cough. Embria frowned. 
 
    “We are grateful to all who contributed to the defense of Liscor during her darkest hour. Henceforth, the 4th Company shall dedicate itself to defending the city against any threats to it, be it the Goblins, monsters from the dungeon, or—anywhere else.” 
 
    She didn’t quite look at the Antinium, but Zevara sensed the ripple in the crowd. Embria was not having a good time on stage, and Zevara dreaded the part where she was supposed to ask Liscor to cheer their returning heroes. She saw a number of Drakes and Gnolls break away from the crowd. And then she spotted a Human walking away with another Human and a Gnoll in her arms. 
 
    Maybe Erin didn’t intend to be so loud. But Embria had paused, and her voice was just a bit too carrying. 
 
    “Well, looks like it’s time to go. That parade sure was fun, wasn’t it? Ending sort of sucked, though. Hey, is that really the army? They look like jerks.” 
 
    Zevara sighed as Embria stared at Erin’s back. The Watch Captain slowly covered her eyes and groaned under her breath, a gesture seen by the entire crowd. On the whole, the citizens of Liscor agreed that watching their Watch Captain wince through the rest of the speech saved the parade. The army left with a few thousand patriotic Drakes applauding them, and Watch Captain Zevara finally got to get back to her desk to sleep. 
 
    And after Wing Commander Embria had finished dismissing her troops, she took a personal trip to a certain apartment in the city. She knocked once and didn’t have to wait any longer. The door opened, and the owner of the apartment stepped out reluctantly. 
 
    Relc, Senior Guardsman of the Watch and former [Sergeant] of Liscor’s army, emerged from his home, scratching the spines on the back of his head. He stared at Embria as she stood in the doorway, spear in hand, dressed in her officer’s armor. He stared at her. She waited. 
 
    “Hi…kid.” 
 
    “Father.” 
 
    She stared at him challengingly. Relc avoided her gaze. He looked at her, sighed, turned his head as if looking for help, and then gave up. 
 
    “Let’s get a drink.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Time went by. The day drew onwards towards night. Liscor, finished with its parade, celebrated or mourned in its own way. More than one tavern found itself with twice as many guests as normal, as Liscor’s citizens decided that eating alone wasn’t for them. They were equipped for the rush of course; any [Innkeeper] or [Bar Drake] worth their salt knew to stock up in advance, and every establishment was hopping. 
 
    So it was funny and slightly telling that Relc and Embria found themselves turned away from every inn and bar, even the ones that Relc went to nightly. They were recognized on sight, and while one or the other wouldn’t have made the establishments close their doors, the owners had learned to recognize the father and daughter duo like the way a [Herder] learns to recognize which bull is charging them across an open field. 
 
    “I can’t believe this. You’re a Senior Guardsman. I’m a [Wing Commander]. How many inns have blacklisted you?” 
 
    Embria stormed down the street as Relc followed, wincing. The normally upbeat Drake dragged his footsteps as he followed his daughter. 
 
    “I, uh, drink there all the time. I think they don’t want the two of us in there, after last time.” 
 
    “That was six years ago!” 
 
    “Yeah. But the tavern owner definitely remembers us. Why don’t we go—” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    The young Drake woman shook her head, glaring back at her father. Relc shrugged helplessly. 
 
    “Come on, kid. I know the owner, and she won’t kick us out.” 
 
    “She’s a Human. She insulted the army during my speech! And don’t call me ‘kid’!” 
 
    “To be fair, it was sort of funn—” 
 
    Relc saw Embria’s eyes flash and coughed. He shuffled his feet. 
 
    “Look, Erin’s a Human, but she’s cool! Really. And I sort of promised I’d go to this party she’s putting on. Klb’s going to be there…” 
 
    “Your Antinium partner?” 
 
    Embria hissed the word. Relc shrugged. He had a hard time meeting her eye. 
 
    “Well, yeah. We are partners. Sort of how it works. Captain Z gave me the day off and everything…” 
 
    “You were going to have a party at her inn? Was I not included in your plans?” 
 
    Relc raised his claws defensively. 
 
    “Hey, I didn’t know you were going to show up! I totally cancelled when Captain Z told me—look, we don’t have to go. But Erin’s got alcohol. And cake! She said there’d be cake!” 
 
    He looked longingly towards the western wall, where a doorway had been set into the side of the wall itself. Embria glared at her father and then relented. 
 
    “Fine. What’s cake?” 
 
    “Oh, it’s this great thing! You’ll love it, promise!” 
 
    Relc brightened. He led the way towards the door, talking excitedly. 
 
    “It’s really sweet. Erin’s coming up with all kinds of new stuff all the time. She’s got pasta, blue fruit juice—well, she doesn’t have it right now—hamburgers, pizza…uh, Goblins, tons of cool stuff like popcorn, ice cream—have you heard of ice cream? It’s this thing from Terandria, and she knows how to make it—” 
 
    Embria halted in the street. 
 
    “Did you just say ‘Goblins’? Watch Captain Zevara mentioned there was an inn that had monsters working as part of the staff. That’s the inn you’re talking about? Run by that Human?” 
 
    The Drake [Guardsman] groaned. He turned pleadingly to Embria. 
 
    “Look, she’s cool! The Goblins are…Goblins, but they don’t do anything. Come on kid, let’s get a drink? On me? I’ll introduce you to Erin—you don’t have to look at the Goblins! Or eat cake! I’ll eat your share!” 
 
    It was possible that Embria could give her father a more disappointed look. She turned her back, ready to march away. Desperately, Relc played his last card. 
 
    “Did I mention that General Shivertail used to eat there all the time? It was his favorite spot!” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Is that Relc? Welcome to the party! Celebration! Whatever! I thought you weren’t going to make it?” 
 
    Erin beamed as Relc came through the door. The Drake grinned weakly at her. Erin grinned back, and then froze as she saw another Drake enter behind him. She had red scales, shiny armor, a spear in one hand, and she was giving Erin a death-glare. 
 
    “Whoa. Is that your date?” 
 
    Relc choked. The Drake behind him opened her mouth angrily, and he stepped in front of her. The big Drake cleared his throat a few times. 
 
    “Erin. I’d like you to meet…my, uh, daughter. Embria.” 
 
    At that particular moment Erin was holding a stack of plates and cutlery. Which had no bearing on what followed, because Erin did not drop what she was holding, but she was very tempted to. She gaped, put her dishes on a table, and then threw up her hands. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “She’s back from the army—” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look, we just need a table and a drink.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Did I tell you she’s a [Wing Commander]?” 
 
    “Wha—you have a daughter? Since when?” 
 
    Erin’s raised voice made every head in the room turn. Relc winced as he saw three teams of Gold-rank adventurers, Klbkch, Bird, Olesm with all his Drake and Gnoll friends, Krshia, the Horns of Hammerad, Lyonette, Drassi, Ishkr, the Redfang Goblins, Selys, and her grandmother look over. Mrsha poked her head up from underneath a table and stared, too. 
 
    “It’s, uh, complicated.” 
 
    “Tell me everything! Wait, this is your daughter? Isn’t she the Drake who was leading all those j—oh.” 
 
    At last, Erin realized where she’d seen Embria before. She paused and gave the other Drake a very sheepish smile. 
 
    “Um. Hi.” 
 
    The red-scaled Drake folded her arms. She stared at Erin and then pointedly looked away. Her eyes focused on Klbkch, Bird, and then the Redfang Goblins who were sitting at a table, still wearing their ‘Security’ armbands. Her eyes narrowed. 
 
    “We, uh, just need a table, Erin. Somewhere quiet? Please? And far from the, uh, Goblins? And Klbkch? Embria’s got a thing with them.” 
 
    The young woman’s eyes narrowed, and she stared at Embria, who returned the gaze. 
 
    “How bad of a thing? Selys’ grandmother already had a ‘thing’ with the Goblins and—” 
 
    “Erin. I really need this. Please?” 
 
    Relc looked pleadingly at Erin. She relented. 
 
    “I can put you over here. Next to the stage. Far, far away.” 
 
    She seated the two at a table ten feet away from everyone else. Relc ordered a drink, and Embria ordered the same. They sat in ice-cold silence as Erin bustled away. Relc’s tail swished nervously as he grinned at Embria. She did not return the smile. 
 
    “So, uh, this is the inn.” 
 
    “Those are Hobs. In an inn.” 
 
    “Right, right. But Erin’s got tons of other people in it! Drakes! You know that guy’s our [Strategist], right? And check out this room! It’s huge. Erin’s new Skill. Isn’t that—” 
 
    “Why are there three Antinium here? I thought you only had one partner. The Slayer. Or has the Watch started letting more Antinium in?” 
 
    “No…no. That guy’s, uh, Bird. He’s, uh…Erin’s employee too…” 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    Embria’s arms were folded. Relc desperately looked around, waiting for Erin. After a lifetime of one-sided conversation, she came back with two full mugs. 
 
    “Here you are!” 
 
    “Oh, thanks! Great! Hey Erin, what’s for dinner?” 
 
    “Ooh, we’ve got tons of stuff. We’ve got beef rolls, lasagna, pizza—” 
 
    “We’ll have the rolls. Both of us.” 
 
    Embria cut her father off as he began to brighten. Relc sighed as Erin looked at him. 
 
    “Yeah. Sure. Two please. And—” 
 
    He hesitated and lowered his voice as Embria stared at him. Relc looked longingly towards the kitchen from which tantalizing smells poured forth. 
 
    “Can—can I have a slice of cake?” 
 
    Erin’s answering smile was like the sun coming back up for Relc. 
 
    “Cake? Sure! I baked lots! In fact, you can have tons of slices! Only—ooh.” 
 
    She hesitated. Relc’s heart sank. 
 
    “‘Ooh’ what?” 
 
    “Well…let me bring you a slice.” 
 
    Erin hurried into the kitchen and came back with a slice of cake. Relc stared at it with dismay. It wasn’t that the cake looked bad—on the contrary, it was vanilla cake (Erin had yet to figure out where chocolate came from) frosted generously with rich icing. However, and this was the deal breaker, Erin had decorated the cake with miniature faces. Of Goblins. 
 
    Relc stared up at Erin with hollow accusation in his eyes as Embria glared at him. Erin could only shrug. 
 
    “We had this big parade and everyone was getting appreciated—except the Goblins. So I…y’know…thought it would be nice. Everyone likes it. Except Selys’ grandmother. And it’s really good.” 
 
    “Is there any cake without smiling Goblins on it?” 
 
    “Nope!” 
 
    “Right. Well, uh, I’ll have a slice. Embria?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    The Drake watched her father accept the big slice of cake. Relc coughed and began eating as Erin brought out beef rolls stuffed to bursting with bacon, breadcrumbs, onion, and a spicy filling. She eyed the hot food, suspicious at how fast it had come out, but began eating. Her brows shot up. 
 
    “This is good.” 
 
    “Isn’t it? I love eating here. I used to eat here all the time before—well, now I eat here sometimes. Not often! Just—sometimes.” 
 
    Relc chattered nervously. Embria looked at him and sighed. 
 
    “I don’t mind you eating out…dad.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “I know you can’t cook.” 
 
    “Hey! I mean, uh, you’re right. Can’t cook. Totally dependent on other people. I’d starve if I didn’t eat out.” 
 
    “But you could make an effort to eat at other establishments in Liscor! Not—” 
 
    Embria jerked her head to indicate Erin, who was laughing and offering Badarrow a slice of cake while the other Goblins tried to fight him for it. Relc hesitated. 
 
    “Look, Erin’s inn is special. Really. She only got the Goblins recently. I mean, they’ve been around a while, but there was only this titchy one before. And Erin likes Goblins. Dunno why. I got in trouble when I killed these other Goblins, see…” 
 
    “Good to see you’re doing your job, despite what the Human thinks.” 
 
    “Aw, come on. Kid…she makes good food. Like, really good. Try this cake! Here!” 
 
    Relc offered Embria a forkful of cake. She brushed his hand away, raised her fork, and eyed the sugary offering. There was a small Goblin head smiling at her. Embria speared it through the eye and lifted a bit of cake and frosting to her mouth. Her eyes widened. 
 
    “Ancestors, what is…” 
 
    “It’s good, right?” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    It looked like it pained Embria to admit it. She shook her head as she began eating Relc’s slice of cake, much to his relief and chagrin. But at last she seemed to be relaxing. She nodded to Relc. 
 
    “So is this what you’ve been doing recently? Eating at this inn and guarding Liscor?” 
 
    “Um…yep. Same as always. What about you?” 
 
    “I made [Wing Commander] last year. I wrote you a letter. You never wrote back.” 
 
    “Oh. I read it. I just…sorry.” 
 
    “At least you remembered my birthday. Thank you for the message.” 
 
    “No problem. Hey, what’s the army doing now? Fighting around Zeres? Must be tough. Those guys don’t let up.” 
 
    “We manage. I was surprised to hear that Liscor needed help. I thought you’d be able to handle anything that popped up.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but we’ve got a dungeon! And moths! And did I tell you about this Named Adventurer that turned out to be a fake? She was murdering people, and guess who helped fight her off?” 
 
    “Fight? You mean she got away?” 
 
    “Um…” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “At least it looks like she’s talking to him now. There’s a lot of tension in the air, though. You could cut it with a knife.” 
 
    “Gee, you think? You could throw a knife over there, and it would stick in the air. Just look at the way her tail is moving! She’s really upset with him.” 
 
    “You think she’s mad because of me?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Selys rolled her eyes as she turned to Erin. They were peeking at the talking father and daughter duo from Erin’s kitchen. 
 
    “No, I think she’s totally fine with a Human [Innkeeper] who insulted her when she was giving a speech, asked if she was dating her father, and employs both Antinium and Goblins in her inn. That was sarcasm, Erin.” 
 
    “Yeah, I got that near the end. But why’s she so uptight?” 
 
    The Drake sighed. 
 
    “She’s part of the army, Erin. They’re the strictest hard-tail group Liscor has, and that’s saying a lot. They hate monsters—no surprise—but they also hate the Antinium. They refused to go near the city for four years when we made the treaty with the Antinium after the second Antinium War, and they’ve only been back twice since then!” 
 
    “Oh. That’s pretty bad, yeah.” 
 
    Erin stared at Embria. She still couldn’t believe that that was Relc’s daughter. She was Erin’s age! And she looked really good, with her red scales and so on. Erin would have loved to talk with her, but from the way Relc kept wincing every few seconds, she doubted Embria was in a good mood. 
 
    “So she’s Relc’s daughter. Does she like him?” 
 
    Selys shrugged. 
 
    “He is her father. But what a dad. I don’t envy her. Just look at her. And her name.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with her name? Embria sounds cool?” 
 
    “It is…no, it’s more embarrassing. Embria? Seriously Erin, that sounds like a name of some kind of Dragon. She can sort of pull it off with her scales, but I bet she got teased all the time growing up. Only Relc would give her a name like that.” 
 
    “Aw. Poor kid.” 
 
    Embria turned in her seat, and both Selys and Erin ducked back. Erin looked at Selys. 
 
    “So we haven’t gotten to talk much…” 
 
    “I wonder why not? Could it be the monster attacks, and everyone nearly dying?” 
 
    “You’re getting good at sarcasm, Selys. But I wanted to talk to you about all kinds of stuff! Not just work—” 
 
    “Good, because my grandmother’s here, and she’s going to kick your tail for getting me to try and register those Hobgoblins.” 
 
    “Your grandmother? Uh—do I have to talk to her? She’s scary.” 
 
    “You don’t know the half of it. Hold on—who’s coming through now? Is that…?” 
 
    Selys broke off, and Erin got up as she spotted a familiar figure entering the inn through the magic door. Wall Lord Ilvriss and twelve of his followers entered, all of them staring around the inn as if it was a dump. Ilvriss caused a commotion though—he headed over to Olesm’s table as all the Drakes sitting there shot to their feet. 
 
    Embria also rose and strode over to the Wall Lord. She saluted as Ilvriss turned to her. 
 
    “Wall Lord Ilvriss! Sir!” 
 
    “Wing Commander Embria, is it?” 
 
    Ilvriss looked mildly surprised as he saluted Embria in return. He glanced at Erin as she hurried over. 
 
    “Ah. Solstice. A table for thirteen. Next to Olesm’s table. This is a celebration in his honor. Drinks—water for me.” 
 
    “Hey Ilvriss! I didn’t think you’d turn up!” 
 
    Embria nearly choked on her tongue as Erin grinned at Ilvriss. He glared at her as his adjutants gasped at her effrontery. Undeterred, Erin looked at Embria, confused. 
 
    “Are you Embria’s boss? Sorry, Miss Embria’s. I thought you were in different armies or something?” 
 
    Stiffly, Embria turned to Erin. 
 
    “Drakes share a common command. We respect each other even when we are at odds. Wall Lord Ilvriss is one of the foremost leaders of Salazsar. He deserves at least a modicum of respect.” 
 
    “Exactly. A [General] is still a [General] regardless of which city he hails from. He should be accorded respect in war—not that Humans share our beliefs.” 
 
    Ilvriss smiled at Embria who returned the smile and then looked at Erin. 
 
    “The table?” 
 
    “Oh! Drassi! Ishkr! Table here! We’ll push it over. So you’re here for Olesm’s party?” 
 
    “I promised him I would attend, and I am a Drake of my word.” 
 
    The Wall Lord replied haughtily. He paused and lowered his voice. 
 
    “And I was told you were serving…cake?” 
 
    Erin grinned at him. The Wall Lord sighed. 
 
    “I would like enough for all of my followers to eat. Assuming you’re willing to sell me what you have left?” 
 
    Erin grinned at him wickedly. 
 
    “Oh, I’ve got tons. Only there’s a slight problem…” 
 
    When she presented Ilvriss with the cake with Goblins decorated on it, Embria stared at the Wall Lord, waiting for his reaction. Ilvriss eyed the Goblin drawn in frosting and sighed. 
 
    “Typical. Fine, I’ll pay for one for every Drake at my table, and whatever Swifttail’s bill is, I’ll cover for the night. No cake for me. It’s far too sugary.” 
 
    “Want some mayonnaise instead?” 
 
    Ilvriss sighed. 
 
    “Give me your menu, Human. And don’t push your luck.” 
 
    He went to sit down at his table. Embria returned to sit with Relc, wide-eyed. 
 
    “Wall Lord Ilvriss eats here?” 
 
    Relc grinned. 
 
    “Told ya. Old Zel ate here too, before…you know. People like Erin.” 
 
    “I can’t believe he didn’t take offense. What were we talking about?” 
 
    “You said you were ordered to come back here. Was it to see me?” 
 
    Embria looked frostily at Relc as he gave her a big smile. 
 
    “Hardly. I was ordered to return because my company had few wounded, and because we could be spared. I would have argued to stay on the front, but I thought I might as well return to give you this. Here.” 
 
    She reached behind her and picked up the spear. Relc eyed it, and his eyes widened. 
 
    “Hey, wait a second! That’s mine!” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Took you long enough to figure it out.” 
 
    “I was looking at you! Hey, are you giving it to me? Did you do your old man a favor?” 
 
    “No. I’m just delivering it. The army doesn’t need your spear, and they’ve decided to let you have it since Liscor’s gotten more dangerous. You sent them fifteen letters—” 
 
    “Hah, I knew that would do the trick! Alright, my old spear! Thanks for bringing it, kid!” 
 
    Relc was overjoyed. He grabbed the haft of the spear and grunted. Embria hadn’t let go. 
 
    “Um. Kid? Hello? Embria?” 
 
    His daughter stared at Relc. Her arms didn’t move an inch. 
 
    “Dad. You should come back.” 
 
    The big Drake froze. He held onto his spear as he stared at Embria. His eyes slid past her. 
 
    “What? Nah, nah, I’m good, thanks. I retired, remember? They wouldn’t want—” 
 
    “I talked to my commander. He says you could reenlist. You’d have your old rank back. You could join our company in the city, and come back with me after the Goblin Lord’s dead.” 
 
    “Look, k—Embria. That’s a nice offer, but I’m done with the army. Can I have my spear now? Please?” 
 
    Senior Guardsman Relc tried to smile. Embria stared at him, unblinking. 
 
    “Tell me why.” 
 
    “I told you last time. I like it here.” 
 
    “Still?” 
 
    “Staying in one place doesn’t make me stop liking it, Embria. I like not being in the army more, now, actually. It’s restful, being in Liscor. Well, mostly. I get to fight and relax, you know?” 
 
    Relc tried to laugh, but Embria looked troubled. She shook her head as if unable to listen to him. 
 
    “You’re wasted here. You’re a [Guardsman]—” 
 
    “Senior Guardsman! That’s an important rank!” 
 
    “A Senior Guardsman, when you were a legend back in the army!” 
 
    Relc’s smile faded. 
 
    “I was a [Sergeant], kid. Don’t listen to those other idiots. I was just a [Sergeant]—hell, I got paid like one and never got past that.” 
 
    “A [Sergeant] who got awarded an enchanted spear for valor? Don’t lie. You were a hero. You could have stayed and been famous!” 
 
    A pained look flashed across Relc’s face. 
 
    “I was already famous. I wanted to get old, I told you. I retired—” 
 
    “No one just quits.” 
 
    “Right, they stay even when they’re wounded or old. That’s how your mother died.” 
 
    Embria’s eyes blazed. 
 
    “She died a hero.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Relc didn’t meet his daughter’s eyes. He gripped the spear tighter. There was a creak from Embria’s chair and the table between them. Neither Drake moved. 
 
    “Let me have my spear, Embria.” 
 
    “Rejoin the army.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Give it a moment’s thought.” 
 
    “I did. And I did last time you came by. The answer’s no.” 
 
    A spark of fury entered Embria’s voice. She tried to pull the spear back with both hands, but Relc’s single arm didn’t budge. 
 
    “You’re wasting away here! What are you doing, working with the Antinium? With the enemy? Do you know how humiliating it is to know you’re his partner? That you’re the only Drake from the army who—” 
 
    “He has a name. Klb. Klbkch. He’s my buddy.” 
 
    “He’s a monster. The Antinium are a threat to Liscor!” 
 
    “No, they’re not. They saved Liscor.” 
 
    “That’s not what High Command believes.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” 
 
    For the first time, Relc met his daughter’s eyes squarely. He pulled, and her arms moved an inch unwillingly towards him. 
 
    “You think the Antinium didn’t save us? That we beat the Necromancer by ourselves? I was on the walls. I was there, kid. The High Command’s got it wrong. The Ants—the Antinium saved us.” 
 
    “They just did that to trick us.” 
 
    “Good trick. They could have let us die when Skinner attacked—or when the moths did. They’ve fought for us ever since then. For ten years. You wanna give them a bit of a break?” 
 
    Embria hissed. 
 
    “Forget about them. Just come back!” 
 
    “No. Give me my spear.” 
 
    “It’s not yours. It’s the army’s until I let go.” 
 
    Relc’s huge arm gripped the spear tighter. 
 
    “Then let go.” 
 
    Embria pulled back, setting her stance, gritting her teeth as her tail lashed the chair legs. 
 
    “Make me.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “What are they doing?” 
 
    Erin stared at Relc and Embria as they both held onto the spear. She edged over to the Drakes having fun and who were ignoring the weird tableau that was the subject of attention and at least five bets in the room. 
 
    “Psst. Ilvriss.” 
 
    The Wall Lord looked up as he paused in laughing at something Olesm had said. He sighed. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Speak to Wall Lord Ilvriss with respect, Human!” 
 
    One of the Drakes sitting next to Ilvriss glared at Erin, her tail curled around her chair’s leg. Erin gave her a blank look. 
 
    “Sorry, but I’m in a hurry. Besides, Ilvriss isn’t my Lord of the Wall or whatever. He’s cool. I’m cool. We’re on a level.” 
 
    The Drakes sitting around Ilvriss inhaled sharply. The angry Drake woman half-rose. 
 
    “The nerve of—” 
 
    The Wall Lord held up a claw and sighed. 
 
    “Enough. What is it you want, Solstice?” 
 
    Erin nodded to the father and daughter locked in a silent tug-of-war. 
 
    “Relc. And, uh, Embria. What’s their deal?” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    Ilvriss stroked his chin and looked around the table. 
 
    “I don’t know that Drake personally—he’s a Senior Guardsman, isn’t he? Shivertail seemed to know him, but I don’t recall. Does anyone here know his history?” 
 
    He looked around. One of Ilvriss’ more military-looking followers sat up. 
 
    “I do, sir. That’s Relc Grasstongue. Former [Sergeant] in Liscor’s army. The Gecko of Liscor.” 
 
    Ilvriss clicked his claws together. 
 
    “That’s him! I knew I’d seen him before. And he’s a [Guardsman] in Liscor now? Oddities never cease in this city.” 
 
    “The Gecko?” 
 
    Erin had heard the name somewhere, but she hadn’t fully connected it to Relc as a title until now. She stared at Relc, confused. 
 
    “Is that some kind of fancy title? I’ve never heard Relc call himself that. And he brags a lot.” 
 
    She saw some of the Drakes at the table smirking. Ilvriss spoke calmly. 
 
    “It’s not exactly a compliment. Are you aware of what geckos are, Solstice?” 
 
    “Sort of.” 
 
    Erin frowned. In her mind, geckos were small, quick little things that ran away and shed their tails. And sometimes promoted car insurance. She could see why Relc resented the title. 
 
    “They run away, right?” 
 
    “Exactly. The Gecko—or rather, Relc Grasstongue—was a known figure in Liscor’s army for his speed and fighting prowess. He was one of their best fighters who ambushed enemy officers and then escaped before he could be caught. A valuable skirmisher in other words, but the title stuck.” 
 
    Ilvriss nodded as he recalled Relc’s history. Erin was impressed. If Ilvriss, who was a big shot, could remember Relc, then Relc must have been something! Then again, Ilvriss seemed to have a photographic memory where Drakes were concerned. 
 
    “Why’s his daughter mad at him, then? And when did he have a daughter? Why’d he leave his army if he was so great?” 
 
    “Ocelos?” 
 
    Ilvriss looked at the Drake who’d known about Relc. The officer sat up and nodded sharply. 
 
    “More details?” 
 
    “As much as the Human wants.” 
 
    The Drake drummed his claws on the table before speaking. 
 
    “The Gecko of Liscor. Relc Grasstongue. From what I can recall, he was never formally married but had a child out of wedlock with another soldier—a [Major]—when he was quite young. And my understanding is that this Wing Commander Embria grew up travelling with Liscor’s army, so I would assume she was raised by both parents, as Liscor’s army travelled from place to place. As for Relc Grasstongue himself, he had a notable career for over two and a half decades until he suddenly retired, an oddity among Liscor’s [Soldiers]. Considered highly dangerous…known for his speed which could match a Courier’s…what else? He never made it past [Sergeant], and in an army like Liscor’s, that’s telling.” 
 
    “Why’s that?” 
 
    Erin was curious. [Sergeant] didn’t sound bad to her. It wasn’t great, but…she saw Ilvriss motion for the Drake to tell her. 
 
    “Liscor’s army is unique in that they have an officer for every five soldiers. Generally speaking, [Sergeant] is a worthless rank in an army that has hundreds of sergeants.” 
 
    “What, really? Hundreds? Isn’t that too many?” 
 
    “It’s a tactic they employ to strengthen their army.” 
 
    Ilvriss shrugged as he took a drink. He grimaced—he was drinking water. Erin wondered if he’d be interested in milk instead. The knowledgeable military Drake nodded. 
 
    “It’s a trick, but a good one. Liscor fields a very small force—two or three thousand generally. They can rise as high as six thousand depending on whether they’re actively conscripting. But their strength doesn’t lie in numbers. It’s their officers, which buff their army to the point where they can fight against larger forces.” 
 
    “Oh. I get it. And Embria’s higher-rank, right?” 
 
    “Considerably. She’s a [Wing Commander]. That’s a variant of the [Commander] class that specializes in—you could think of her as being a few ranks down from [General], Human.” 
 
    “What’s her other class? Solstice, most officers have two classes. Sometimes they have just one, but many have two. Ocelos?” 
 
    Ilvriss looked over at Embria. She was still holding onto the spear, as was Relc, but the table between them was starting to creak. Erin thought she saw cracks forming in the wood. She wondered if she should stop them, and then wondered if that would get her stabbed. Ocelos pondered Ilvriss’ question for a moment. 
 
    “Her main combat class is…a [Spear Hunter] I believe, sir.” 
 
    “I’m not familiar with the class. Is it mobile?” 
 
    “Yes, sir. Specialized in mobile offensives—sometimes gained by [Hunters] specializing in spear weapons. It’s an upgrade to the [Spear Drake] class.” 
 
    “[Spear Drake]?” 
 
    “Our version of [Spearman]. Well, she’s not as adept as her father, then. Not that I’d expect her to be at her age.” 
 
    “Wait, how good is Relc, then?” 
 
    Ocelos coughed. 
 
    “Sergeant Relc…that is to say, Senior Guardsman Relc was known as a formidable [Spearmaster]. He earned the class by slaying another [Spearmaster] on the battlefield.” 
 
    “And that’s—” 
 
    “Yes, Solstice, that’s good.” 
 
    Ilvriss sighed. 
 
    “With his Skills and speed, the Gecko was a terror to [Strategists] and lower-ranked officers. I don’t doubt he’s just as formidable now as he was in the past. What was his level, Ocelos, do you know? Thirty three? Hm. A Level 33 [Spearmaster] plus a Level…well, at least a Level 20 [Sergeant] is a formidable combination.” 
 
    “But he retired. Why?” 
 
    Ocelos didn’t know. Ilvriss tapped a claw on the table. 
 
    “Dishonorable discharge, a desire to stop fighting…it could be any reason, which is his alone, Solstice. But his daughter clearly resents his retirement. It’s rare for Drakes to retire from military life to begin with, and Liscor’s army takes that example to the extreme. She probably wants him to return to his command.” 
 
    “And he doesn’t want to go.” 
 
    “You have it correct. Does that satisfy your interest?” 
 
    “Yeah. I just wonder, though, does she love him?” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Embria? She came all this way for him. Does she love him?” 
 
    Ilvriss paused. 
 
    “I don’t know. Perhaps—” 
 
    He got no further. There was an almighty crack, and Erin’s head whipped around as she saw the struggle between father and daughter end at last. Relc pulled his spear towards his body, and Embria let go as the table literally snapped between them, sending shards of wood flying everywhere. People ducked, and Erin covered her face as Relc raised his spear. 
 
    “Hah! I win!” 
 
    Embria lay on the ground, staring up at him. She got up slowly as Relc lowered his spear. He looked almost ashamed as he offered her a hand. 
 
    “Hey kid, no hard feelings, right?” 
 
    She stared at his claw and knocked it aside. She stormed away from Relc as Erin rushed over. 
 
    “My table! Hey Relc, what was that about?” 
 
    “Stuff.” 
 
    The Drake sighed and kicked at a broken table leg. He looked around at Erin, at Klbkch, and grinned weakly. 
 
    “Sorry. I’ll pay for that. Embria and I were just…you know. It’s difficult. But hey. At least I got my spear, right?” 
 
    He tried to laugh. It didn’t work. Erin looked at him, opened her mouth, and decided not to ask. She pointed at his spear instead. 
 
    “That’s your spear? The one you kept talking about? Is it magical?” 
 
    “Yup. It pierces magic barriers like cheese! Soft cheese.” 
 
    Relc twirled his spear. It had a grooved tip, and the haft looked thick and made of a dark brown-grey wood. Besides that, it looked completely normal to Erin at first glance. She waited for Relc to go on. 
 
    “Wait. That’s it?” 
 
    He looked offended. 
 
    “What do you mean, that’s it? That’s great! I could take on any Gold-rank adventurer with this! I could have given that jerk Gnoll a run for her money and killed that Skinner dude with this! Okay, maybe not killed him—but I could have poked out one of his eyes! Besides, this spear won’t break! Check this out!” 
 
    Relc walked over to two more newly-made tables and tossed his spear on top of the gap between them. He leapt up and balanced on the spear’s shaft as both tables bore his weight, grinning at Erin. He hopped up several feet and landed heavily on the spear—both tables jumped, but the spear didn’t so much as bend an inch. Erin stared appreciatively at the spear. 
 
    “Cool. Now get off my tables! They’re brand new!” 
 
    “Okay, okay. I’m just telling you. It’s a good spear! And Embria brought it all the way here. She’s cool, that kid of mine. I just—” 
 
    Relc broke off as Embria stormed back towards him. The red-scaled Drake looked angry, and she ignored Erin completely as she stopped in front of Relc. 
 
    “Looks like I can’t bring you back this time. Keep your damn spear, Dad—no one else needs it.” 
 
    The Senior Guardsman looked hurt. 
 
    “Aw. Embria—” 
 
    “Save it. I’m going back to Liscor. I just wanted to say something before I left. Not to you—to the Human here.” 
 
    Embria turned towards Erin. Confused, Erin met her sizzling gaze. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Half the things in your inn, Human. But those Goblins are the worst. Get rid of them. They’re a threat.” 
 
    The Drake nodded towards the Redfang Goblins. The sound in the room stopped as everyone looked up. Erin saw Ilvriss glance at the Goblins, and the Hobs immediately grew tense. She scowled at Embria. 
 
    “They’re my security! They work here!” 
 
    “They’re monsters. Don’t lie to yourself.” 
 
    Embria glanced at the Hobs, not a shred of compassion in her eyes. She looked around the room, speaking loudly. 
 
    “You might not be aware of this, but after General Shivertail’s death, all the Walled Cities are increasing their bounties on Goblins fivefold. Liscor’s High Command has agreed with that decision and made it a policy to hunt down Goblin tribes we encounter—as have the other Drake cities on Izril!” 
 
    Her voice echoed as she turned to face the Redfang Warriors. They sat at their table, the five of them, staring with crimson eyes at the red-scaled Drake. Embria’s voice was impartial, distant, as she continued. 
 
    “We eradicated two Goblin tribes on the way here. Small ones, not worth mentioning. The Walled Cities are doing the same, and a lot of ordinary Drakes have volunteered for temporary military duty to honor General Shivertail. And we’re not alone.” 
 
    She pointed towards the north, where the Floodplains and rains ended and the road led towards Celum and beyond. 
 
    “I’m told the Human nobility are mobilizing armies against smaller Goblin tribes. Once that Human with the large army moves, there won’t be a living Goblin north or south of Liscor for a thousand miles. These Goblins might be safe until they cause trouble, or until I can convince Liscor’s Council that they’re a threat, but soon enough they’ll have nowhere to go. Their tribe will be wiped out. The Humans are already purging the smaller tribes, just like the Drakes.” 
 
    Erin’s heart beat wildly. Rags! Embria kept staring at the Redfang Goblins. They met her gaze, and there was a bit of wild in their eyes, a bit of hate. She stared back as Headscratcher’s grip tightened on his mug until it cracked, as Badarrow held back Shorthilt and Rabbiteater. Embria pointed at the five Hobs. 
 
    “Run while you can, Goblins. And run fast. Because this time everyone in the world is hunting you.” 
 
    Then she turned and stormed out of the inn. 

  

 
   
    5.14 
 
      
 
    The door slammed shut. The Wandering Inn fell silent, and every eye turned towards the five Hobgoblins sitting in a corner. They sat still, glancing around, aware that every eye was on them. The room was tense. 
 
    It wasn’t as though Embria Grasstongue had been the one anti-Goblin person in the room. Ilvriss hadn’t so much as glanced at the Hobs once, and the rest of his escort kept staring at them. Tekshia Shivertail, the old Drake sitting next to Selys, had been giving the Goblins the evil eye all throughout the party. Then there was Relc, the other Drakes, the Silver Swords… 
 
    And of those who were on the Hob’s side, well, it might have been only Erin. She stared at the door to her inn, lips pressed tightly together. Then she sensed the mood and looked at the Redfang Warriors. 
 
    “Hey, you guys…okay?” 
 
    The Hobs looked at her, surprised. They nodded as one. Erin frowned. 
 
    “Embria didn’t bother you? I’m sorry about that. She’s kind of a jerk—” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Relc protested mildly. Erin turned, and he paused. 
 
    “She’s my kid, you know? Don’t say it, even if it is true!” 
 
    “Right, but how about them?” 
 
    Erin gestured. The Hobs looked around and then seemed to realize she meant them. Erin looked anxiously at Headscratcher. 
 
    “You think Rags is okay? You, uh—you’re sure you’re not mad?” 
 
    Headscratcher gave the young woman a long, blank look. Then he shrugged. Erin frowned. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    The Hobs exchanged glances and poked each other. Eventually Numbtongue, the subject of the most nudges, grudgingly opened his mouth. 
 
    “Everyone in the world is hunting. So what? Nothing new.” 
 
    He looked around, sour-faced. Erin let out a slow breath. 
 
    “Huh. I guess I didn’t think…okay, then.” 
 
    She stepped back and clapped her hands together. Everyone looked at her. Erin gave the crowd a smile. 
 
    “Sorry about that, everyone! That was Relc’s not-jerk daughter—” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “—who’s not mean and doesn’t totally miss her dad. I don’t think she’s coming back. Anyone want more cake? Don’t leave just yet, and maybe save room for some popcorn—we’ve got a play coming on in half an hour!” 
 
    The room filled with murmurs as the Drakes—and some of the adventurers present—looked up. Most of the people in the inn tonight hadn’t ever heard of a play—they’d just come here for the food. 
 
    Other adventuring teams had drifted in, ostensibly to eat food, but also to socialize with the Gold-rank teams. Among them was the team of Vuliel Drae, sitting and talking quietly amongst themselves. They looked far more dispirited than the other teams, and Erin wasn’t sure why. She swept into the kitchen as she heard the murmuring. 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “What’s a ‘play’?” 
 
    “Don’t tell me she’s going to have us play a children’s game.” 
 
    “Popcorn? Selys, why didn’t you bring me some of that either?” 
 
    “Ow! Stop pinching my cheek, grandma! You’re going to have some tonight!” 
 
    “I would have had some weeks ago if I had a granddaughter who cared about me.” 
 
    Erin grinned and winced as she heard Selys yelp. She ducked into the kitchen where Drassi was handing Ishkr another tray of dishes to wash. 
 
    “Selys’ grandmother is tough! Hey Drassi, go serve more cake and see if the Goblins want some first. And then get Selys’ grandma a bowl of fresh popcorn, please? I’ll pop it now.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Drassi looked resigned as she grabbed some slices of cake on plates and headed out. She could now serve the Redfang Goblins without freaking out, but she still didn’t like it. Erin busied herself with a kettle and the dried popcorn kernels. She tossed oil in the pot, tossed the kernels in, and held the pot over the fire with mittens, waiting for the first satisfying pop. 
 
    “Hey Ishkr, how’re you feeling? Good?” 
 
    “Hrr. I could use more sleep. Busy day. Yesterday was busy, too.” 
 
    Erin felt the first pop in the pot and shook it, keeping the lid pressed down tight. The key was to shake the pot so the kernels wouldn’t burn before the rest popped. 
 
    “I know. But hey, we’re making money, right?” 
 
    “Lots, yes. And a few of my kindred are here. They wanted to see your play.” 
 
    “Oh really? Great! Thanks for spreading the word! Actually, the Players should be here any minute, and they’re doing a special play for tonight—” 
 
    The popcorn was really exploding now. Ishkr paused in wiping a dish clean, and eyed Erin’s pot as she energetically shook it over the fire. She was sweating from the heat, but it was fun making popcorn. 
 
    “New play?” 
 
    “Yeah it’s—whoops, it’s stopped popping. Hurry!” 
 
    Erin dumped the kettle back on the counter and hurriedly poured the fresh popcorn out of the lid and into another bowl. She drizzled melted butter over it, added salt, and scooped out a hand-sized portion with a third bowl. Popcorn required lots of bowls. 
 
    “Too bad there’s no yeast. Oh well. Popcorn’s ready!” 
 
    “And the [Actors] are here.” 
 
    Drassi came back in to take the popcorn and divide it into smaller hand-sized bowls. Erin smiled and hurried out of her kitchen. 
 
    “Jasi! Wesle!” 
 
    The Players of Celum were already getting ready by the stage. Jasi was dressed up in leather armor, and she looked nervous—although it was hard to tell these days. Like Wesle, she had acquired an actor’s mask and had a refined quality to her movements. But her smile was completely genuine as she gently hugged Erin. 
 
    “Hello Erin. Good to see you. We’re ready for the play.” 
 
    “Great! Oh, did I smudge your makeup?” 
 
    “I don’t need any right now. Some blood and soot later on, but it’s refreshing not to be wearing anything. The other [Actors], on the other hand…” 
 
    Jasi nodded at Wesle, who was grimacing as one of the stagehands applied paint to his face. Erin whistled. 
 
    “They’re going all in, huh?” 
 
    “We have been working on it. I’m not sure how the Drakes are going to take the play. Especially with the face paint. But…” 
 
    The Drake shrugged. She hadn’t grown up in Liscor, so she often had Human reactions to things, having not experienced her people’s culture. Erin nodded. 
 
    “If they complain, we’ll see. But I think it’ll be good! Oh! Shorthilt, Badarrow! Done with your meal?” 
 
    Two Hobs had appeared behind Erin. Jasi glanced at them a bit nervously, but the Hobs just stood with their arms folded. They were both wearing their ‘Security’ armbands. Shorthilt nodded at Erin. He was the friendlier of the two Goblins, which didn’t mean much. Badarrow just grunted as he eyed the stage. 
 
    “Cool. I don’t think there’ll be trouble—just stand there and look good. Or sit! The only thing you’ll have to do is tell me if Relc starts shouting at the stage like last night. Wait—I’ll hear that. You want popcorn?” 
 
    They shook their heads. Erin nodded. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll let you get ready! Tell me when you’re ready to begin, okay Jasi?” 
 
    “Got it.” 
 
    The Drake watched Erin stride away and then checked her belt. She was wearing a sword. She nodded to the other [Actors] around the stage and at Pisces, who’d drifted over. The Drakes, Gnolls, and adventurers in the room eyed the Players of Celum with great interest, and they waited to see what would happen next. In fact, more people started coming into Erin’s inn from Liscor as a few people slipped out to spread the word that something weird was happening at the inn again. 
 
    Within twenty minutes, the [Actors] had disappeared behind the curtain. With Pisces. Those that weren’t acting, like their playwright, a former [Scribe] who’d been bitten by the stage, were sitting at a table close to the front. Erin clapped her hands together as someone cast a [Light] spell, and the front of the stage glowed brightly. 
 
    “Thank you everyone for your patience! You are about to watch a play, a story being told on this stage! None of it is real, and it is meant for your entertainment! Please don’t shout, make noise, or approach the [Actors]! If you want something, raise your hand, and the staff will come over! Now, without further ado, I’m proud to present to you an original play for the night: The Battle of Liscor!” 
 
    There was a surprised susurration throughout the room. Erin heard several people questioning what she’d said as she hurried to one side. Then the curtains opened. The audience saw a tall, grey wall covering half the stage. It was clearly a wall—the stagehands had worked hard on it all week with [Carpenters] to erect and paint the thing. And a Drake stood on the wall. 
 
    “Watch Captain Zevara! What brings you up here this early?” 
 
    Jasi turned, her head raised high, her posture alert. Another ‘Drake’ took the stage. This one had painted scales over his face. He was, in fact, a Human, wearing a fake tail and armor, just like Jasi. Erin heard murmurs and checked the audience’s reaction anxiously as Jasi replied. 
 
    “I have a bad feeling, Olesm. My [Dangersense] went off not five minutes ago.” 
 
    “Mine as well, Watch Captain! I was hurrying here to check on the dungeon.” 
 
    Zevara scowled. 
 
    “That damn dungeon has given us nothing but trouble of late. I hope this is just a lesser alarm—wait, what’s that?” 
 
    She turned and pointed dramatically. Erin eyed Ilvriss and Olesm as she edged around the room. Both Drakes were staring. Olesm pointed at the stage as his friends stared alternatively at him and the actors. 
 
    “Hey, that’s me! What’s going on?” 
 
    “Is this a reenactment? Some kind of travelling troupe, like those [Bards] and [Tumblers]?” 
 
    “Must be. But when will they start hitting each other and dancing about?” 
 
    Ilvriss’ table was less complimentary. The Wall Lord stared hard at the Human playing Olesm. 
 
    “Disgraceful! Is that supposed to be a Drake? The nerve! And this is supposed to be a retelling of the battle? What will they have our citizens fight, crude sticks with wings stitched on? I don’t need to see this! I—” 
 
    He half-rose and then jumped as a shriek echoed from the stage. Half the room leapt to their feet as a Face-Eater Moth crawled onto the stage. It wasn’t a prop, nor was it an illusion. It was real. 
 
    “Monsters!” 
 
    Erin saw a Drake leap to his feet, grabbing at his sword. He was Insill, part of Vuliel Drae. The black-scaled Drake was panicked. He began to shout. 
 
    “They’re back! They followed us out! Oh, Ancestors, we have to—” 
 
    “Silence!” 
 
    A bellow from the stage shocked everyone into freezing. Zevara, as played by Jasi, ripped her sword from its sheath and skewered the moth with a single thrust. It fell back, keening, and the Watch Captain turned to Olesm as every eye fell on her. 
 
    “Olesm, raise the alarm! We’re under attack! There are thousands of them below! Get the command spells! Call every [Guardsman] in the city to the wall now! Summon the Antinium!” 
 
    ‘Olesm’ dashed off stage, shouting wildly. Zevara turned as more moths crawled up the side of the wall. She slew one and battled another, cursing, as the audience slowly realized what was going on. 
 
    “They’re undead.” 
 
    Ceria smacked her head lightly as she lowered her wand. Yvlon and Ksmvr glanced at her and then at the backstage curtain. Yvlon groaned. 
 
    “So that’s what Pisces was doing!” 
 
    “Dead gods!” 
 
    Olesm sat back down, slowly, as the rest of the room quieted. Erin grinned mischievously. Her idea had worked! Just as Ilvriss had said, fake monsters or illusory ones weren’t much fun to fight. But Pisces could animate Shield Spider bodies, and he’d concluded that moths weren’t too hard either. More moths approached the stage as [Guardsmen] rushed forwards. Then, suddenly, both [Actors] and moths paused. 
 
    The audience watched, confused. The other half of the stage lit up as the [Light] spells changed position. Erin saw…an Erin on stage. 
 
    “What a wonderful day. Hey, Ceria, anyone want waffles for breakfast?” 
 
    In the audience, Ceria choked on a piece of popcorn as a half-Elf walked forwards. Erin and Ceria traded a few jokes and then turned as the moths shrieking filled the stage again. The audience shuddered, and Erin did too. Pisces had managed to recreate the sound the moths made with his spells, and it was really horrifying to hear. But then Jelaqua, Ylawes, and Dawil took the stage. The adventurers leapt to defend the inn and then the play cut back to the walls. 
 
    “Watch Captain! The Antinium are battling the moths below! We’re cut off!” 
 
    Zevara, eyes blazing, turned as the [Guardsmen] bravely fought the moths. 
 
    “In that case, we’ll hold the walls until they can send aid. [Guardsmen]! On me! Hold them back! For Liscor!” 
 
    She dramatically led a charge across the stage as the ‘Drakes’ and ‘Gnolls’ pushed the moths back. It was a good fight too—the undead moths acted realistically, and the painted Drake and Gnoll [Actors] wearing fur over their faces all had [Warrior] classes of some kind. The audience began to get swept up into the battle as Zevara shouted defiance from the walls—pausing for a monologue. 
 
    Erin watched, feeling embarrassed and pleased in equal measures. It was so bad! It was so cheesy! And yet, she saw Olesm grinning with delight as a spell blasted apart some of the moths. She turned and saw a sour face in the crowd. Predictably, it was Ilvriss. The Wall Lord glared at her. 
 
    “Ridiculous! This isn’t what happened! What of the deaths? What of the sacrifices of my people? I—” 
 
    He was halfway to standing up, probably to leave in a huff when another Drake strode onto the stage as the ‘dying’ [Guardsmen] fell backwards, screaming and groaning. 
 
    “Stand! I said stand! Liscor’s wall shall not fall while I am here! A Wall Lord of Salazsar does not retreat! Rally to me, brave Drakes of Izril!” 
 
    He unsheathed his sword and there was a crackle of magic that lit up the stage behind him. The audience cheered, and Ilvriss paused. 
 
    “Is that…me?” 
 
    He slowly sat back down as ‘Ilvriss’ charged the Drakes, uttering oaths and demanding to know where Pallass was. On the other side of the inn, ‘Erin’ was arguing with a Drake through a magic doorway, pleading for the Walled City’s help. 
 
    “Well, it’s not that inaccurate…ridiculous having a Human play me…hah, but Pallass’ ineptitude is well conveyed. Can we record this? Where’s my scrying orb?” 
 
    Ilvriss leaned back in his chair, and within minutes, he was munching on popcorn. The play went on. ‘Jelaqua’ gave a monologue about the duties of Gold-rank adventurers. ‘Ylawes’ drew his sword to heroically dash to Liscor’s defense while ‘Dawil’ made snarky jokes. Erin saw the real Ylawes turn beet-red, much to her delight as the audience cheered and groaned through the retelling of the battle they had all lived through. 
 
    It wasn’t close to the truth at all. It was inaccurate, filled with monologues, and heroic scenes, and clever lines, and jokes. It was a lie. And it was what the audience needed. Erin saw Olesm’s eyes shining as he watched himself burn some moths with a spell from Liscor’s walls, and heard Drakes and Gnolls cheering their own roles on the walls. The magic of the stage was that it wasn’t real and that it was real at the same time, and if you were willing, you could almost imagine that this was how it had gone. Heroics and tragedy, without the real pain and loss. 
 
    For a few minutes. For an hour and a half. In the end, the undead moths Pisces had been using could literally not stand up anymore and collapsed. The stage was wet with sweat and not a bit of dead moth gore, and Erin resolved to buy some scented herbs from Octavia for the next performance. Because oh, would there be a next performance! 
 
    Ilvriss stood on stage at the last stand, daring the Moths to come closer as Relc, Zevara, and Olesm held their ground. Halrac stood like a lone sentinel on the roof—having had literally one line the entire play. The Drake Wall Lord, played by Wesle, roared at the audience and the moths in fury. 
 
    “Cowards, cowards! Enough of this! If Pallass won’t send reinforcements then damn their cowardly tails to oblivion! Liscor will triumph alone! True Drakes know no fear!” 
 
    From the audience, Erin could see Ilvriss nodding repeatedly. 
 
    “Well said. Well said. And I believe I did speak something to that effect.” 
 
    She grinned. The play ended with the rains falling, as Pisces, playing Pisces, strode onto the stage with a truly hammy Deus ex machina moment. The [Necromancer] reveled in his moment, delivering a monologue to the crowd before the curtains closed and the audience went nuts. Erin laughed and applauded as the Players of Celum came out to bow and shake hands with the real heroes. 
 
    Because of course, that was the point. Wesle stood on the stage and bowed to the applauding audience. 
 
    “Thank you! You are too kind! Thank you! The Players of Celum are honored to perform this for the true heroes of Liscor who fought to defend the city. In the audience, we have the City Watch of Liscor, Wall Lord Ilvriss, the [Strategist] Olesm, the Silver Swords, the Horns of Hammerad…” 
 
    He listed each name as the audience, surprised and pleased, now began to applaud each other. Erin saw Ceria blushing and Jelaqua springing up to give everyone a delighted bow. Moore’s face was almost as red as Ylawes’, and Typhenous couldn’t stop stroking his beard with a smile written all over his face. Wesle kept reading from the little list Erin had handed him, until he reached one of the final entries. 
 
    “And last but not least, Vuliel Drae, who bravely slew countless Face-Eater Moths in defense of the city!” 
 
    There was more applause, and Erin saw the group of adventurers named stand up. She frowned as she saw them wave sheepishly. There was guilt written all over some of their faces. Perhaps the others wouldn’t have noticed it, but this was Erin’s inn, and she had learned to read people. She frowned at the group as the five, Anith, Dasha, Insill, Larr, and Pekona, waved to the audience and sat down quickly. 
 
    Their leader, the Jackal Beastkin Anith, wasn’t showing much emotion. Nor was the Gnoll, Larr. But Insill’s tail was practically curled into a ball, and Pekona was gripping her sword hilt and looking down at the ground. Dasha was practically chewing on her own beard. 
 
    “Now what does that mean?” 
 
    Erin frowned at the team until she saw Wesle and the other [Actors] descend the stage. She had to hurry to get them food and to keep the audience from mobbing them with questions. Not that the [Actors] seemed to mind. They were already giving out autographs, and Erin was tickled to see that they were selling the audience pieces of paper, so the [Actors] could autograph them. 
 
    “Now that’s business for you!” 
 
    She smiled and hurried around, rescuing Wesle before Ilvriss could tell him every little thing he’d ‘forgotten’ to add to the play, saving the actor playing Relc from the actual thing, watching Emme, the half-Dwarf woman, laughing with Dawil who’d loved every minute of his performance, and ducking an angry Revi, Falene, and Typhenous, all of whom wanted to be included in the next performance. 
 
    Erin only caught Jasi for a second as the Drake stood among the other members of her species, and noted how many tails were wagging as the Drakes clustered around her. Jasi looked slightly overwhelmed to be meeting so many members of her species, and Erin resolved to rescue her as soon as she could. She had to pause and smile broadly at the Drake, though. 
 
    “We’re going to make so much money!” 
 
    This was the first play Liscor would see. It would not be the last. And as Erin closed up her inn well into the night, she did so with lighter spirits. The adventurers went to bed in the restored second floor, and Erin had to let her guests through to Liscor and Celum respectively. The inn fell quiet, and Apista and Erin were the last souls in the common room of the inn. The Ashfire Bee swooped down and angrily stung something—Erin saw her killing a tiny Face-Eater Moth and shuddered as she tossed the dead thing outside. 
 
    “Good work, Apista. You do that again, okay? Now, I’m going to bed—make sure nothing crawls up my nose!” 
 
    She put a bowl of honey water out for the bee, a special treat. She was trying to ration what honey she had left since Lyonette had no chance of getting near the Ashfire Bee nest in the rain and high waters. The bee settled into the bowl, Erin went to her kitchen and laid down. She was asleep nearly instantly, smiling broadly, happy, relaxed. The inn was peaceful. 
 
    And in the basement, the five Redfang Warriors sat. They’d been forgotten by the audience, stood quietly throughout the play—which they hadn’t been included in—and had now gathered below. They weren’t smiling at all. They were upset. And only now, hidden away from the dangerous eyes of the others, could they show it. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    It was a quiet conversation. In fact, it was a conversation with very few words actually spoken. The Redfang Warriors rarely spoke the Goblin language, and only Numbtongue was fluent in the common one. Like all Goblins, they spoke through body language, a complex social interaction. 
 
    Not that anyone would have to guess what was running through their heads now. Headscratcher pounded on the stone walls of the basement of Erin’s inn, hitting the stone with his fists. Shorthilt and Rabbiteater slumped, heads in hands. Badarrow was fiddling angrily with his arrows, and Numbtongue was gritting his teeth. The feeling each one conveyed was different in nuance, but the same at its core. 
 
    How? How could they have forgotten? Embria’s words had affected them deeply. The Goblins hadn’t shown it, but her words had cut them to the quick. They hadn’t known the Humans were attacking their tribe. They hadn’t thought about it. They’d stayed at Erin’s inn, so happy, so content to be fed, and not in danger every waking moment, that they’d forgotten their tribe. 
 
    How could they? Headscratcher punched a wall and then hit it with his head, venting his fury. The Humans were attacking their tribe! Of course they would. And the Goblin Lord would be coming after their tribe! Garen Redfang had sworn to oppose him. Why hadn’t they remembered? His punches were that question given agonized form. Why, why, why— 
 
    Of all the five Goblins, Headscratcher was most prone to fits of anger, just like he had grieved deepest at the [Florist] girl’s passing in Esthelm. He took his pain out on the wall, not caring about the damage he did to his own body. 
 
    The thud of his fist hitting the stone made the other Goblins look up. Headscratcher stared at his right fist. The impact had split the skin across his knuckles. He didn’t seem to care. He raised his fist for another blow, and Rabbiteater stood up. The shorter Hob grabbed at Headscratcher’s shoulder, gesturing to his hand. 
 
    Enough. Headscratcher turned away. He raised a fist and punched the wall, leaving a bloody streak. Rabbiteater grabbed his shoulder, trying to calm the other Hob down. It didn’t work. Headscratcher lashed out at him, a warning. Rabbiteater ignored it. He grabbed Headscratcher’s shoulder again, growling. 
 
    Headscratcher snarled and turned. He punched at Rabbiteater. The other Hob took the blow across the chest. He staggered, but didn’t fall. Headscratcher paused in shock at his own actions as the other Goblins looked up. Rabbiteater didn’t retreat. He slapped his chest, glaring at the other Hob angrily. 
 
    Hit me! If taking a punch was all it would take, Rabbiteater would take as many as Headscratcher had to give. But Headscratcher was ashamed. He held up his hands and backed away, shaking his head. Remorse. Apology. Rabbiteater snorted angrily and turned away. 
 
    It wasn’t anger at Headscratcher. Rabbiteater’s hunched shoulders were mirrored by the other three Hobgoblins. The feeling of oppressive helplessness weighed on them. The Redfang Warriors sat quietly. Headscratcher lowered his head, brushing at his face and leaving blood behind. He sat with the others, head bowed as Rabbiteater sat next to him. 
 
    It wasn’t as if the others didn’t understand his pain. Shorthilt looked around the dark basement, his crimson eyes glowing in the faint light from the lantern Erin had given them. He pulled his sword out from its sheath. The worn blade was as sharp as he could make it, but terribly used. 
 
    It was a testament to Shorthilt’s care that it was usable at all—it was the only sword to survive the battle with the moths. The Redfang Goblins had been forced to fight with hands and feet near the end, as their iron blades had broken from the strain of combat. And in Shorthilt’s hands, it was a reminder, a symbol. 
 
    Duty. The other Redfang Warriors nodded. Badarrow snapped a faulty arrow and laid it on the ground in front of the others. Broken duty. They had come here with a mission. They’d failed it. 
 
    Numbtongue looked up sharply at Badarrow, and he made a scathing noise. The other Goblins looked at him. Numbtongue folded his arms, his position clear. Duty? Their duty had been to kill Erin. And that was a mistake! Garen Redfang should have never ordered it. 
 
    To Numbtongue’s surprise, Badarrow shook his head. The Goblin rearranged the arrow pieces and his meaning, misinterpreted by Numbtongue, became clear. He pointed the broken arrow towards the sword. It wasn’t their mission they’d failed, but their duty to return, once they’d realized the error of their orders. 
 
    Of course. The other four Hobs nodded, and Numbtongue retracted his anger with a flicked finger at Badarrow. The Redfang Warriors sat silently. It was all too true. They had to go back. But how? They had no idea where their tribe was. If the Goblin Lord hadn’t been marching, they could have gone north and searched for other tribes, who might know where theirs had passed. If the Humans hadn’t been so alert, they could have roamed freely. But now they were targets. 
 
    Rabbiteater grinned. It wasn’t a happy grin, but it made the other Hobs look up. He pointed at his chest ironically. They grinned mirthlessly, too, as they got the joke. 
 
    Hobs. They were all Hobs. They’d left as regular Goblins, save for Grunter. Now they were five Hobs. Five! They were a valuable asset—worth just as much as thirteen regular Goblin warriors, elites or not. They were stronger, faster, and thanks to Erin feeding them, probably in better shape than most Hobs of their tribe. And yet—their faces fell. 
 
    The problem was—Numbtongue swung his fist and made a whooshing sound. The other Redfang Goblins nodded. The problem was that there was no way to fight this problem. How could you fight distance and not knowing where your tribe was? And if you did find them, how could you fight an army? They were as useful as five Hobs. As useless as five Hobs, too. 
 
    If they used all their skill, all their cunning, and all their life, they could take out a group…four times their size. If they were ordinary soldiers. If the Hobs had time to prepare, or advantageous terrain. If, if, if. 
 
    And as Badarrow indicated with a slow shake of the head, ifs weren’t enough to win a war. And it was a war that had come to the Goblins. It was always a war. They were only five. If they went back to their tribe, they’d be of little help. 
 
    Headscratcher shook his head. He grabbed for something at Badarrow’s belt. The archer’s dagger. He held it up, brandishing it as Badarrow glared at him. So what if it meant they would die? They were warriors of the Redfang Tribe! Wasn’t death what they’d all signed up for? If it could tip the scales, he would gladly die. 
 
    Headscratcher’s eyes were wide, desperate. If it would help—he gestured with the dagger at his throat. Badarrow scowled and snatched his blade back. He sarcastically held it up and dangled it with one finger. As if battles were won that way! But he didn’t mock long. Headscratcher’s statement was too genuine, too true to what they were feeling. 
 
    If only they could matter. But five Hobs didn’t matter in a war between the Goblin Lord and Humans, in Goblin tribal battles where each side had hundreds, sometimes thousands of Hobs. They didn’t matter. 
 
    But they had to leave. They had to go. It was a certainty in the air, only none of the Goblins knew how to express it. Shorthilt picked up his sword, hesitated, gestured with his sheath, frowned, and chewed his lip, unsure of how to say what he meant. He looked at Numbtongue and nudged him. 
 
    The other Hob scowled. Headscratcher nudged him from the other side, and Numbtongue folded his arms. He didn’t want to speak. Rabbiteater clicked his tongue, but the Hob refused to open his mouth. Out of patience, Badarrow snatched up the broken arrow and hurled it at Numbtongue’s chest. Say it already! Numbtongue sighed and then grudgingly opened his mouth. 
 
    “This place is too…nice.” 
 
    The other Goblins listened to the words, mulled them over, and then nodded in agreement. Too nice. That was a phrase that Goblins had no equivalent for. But it was true. Erin’s inn was filled with food. She was kind to them. The Goblins had a place here. She protected them. And if the occasional Drake shouted at them, or Face-Eater Moths attacked, so what? It was heaven compared to the life they’d lived up till this point. 
 
    But they had a duty. Headscratcher was the first to look up. He glanced at Badarrow and held his hand up. 
 
    How far? The other Goblin shrugged. He raised two fingers and shook them. Really far. Headscratcher nodded. He looked at Shorthilt, pointed at the sword. 
 
    How many weapons did they have? Shorthilt sighed. He silently held up two fingers, nodding at the sword on his waist and Badarrow’s bow. Rabbiteater muttered—Headscratcher made a fist and clenched it grimly. Well, that was weapons sorted out. Shorthilt’s sword was still usable, and Badarrow had his bow and some arrows. The other three Goblins had fists. 
 
    Hundreds of miles, no weapons, and no idea where to go. That was their mission this time. But none of the Goblins mentioned giving up. They didn’t consider it. They looked around, not at each other, but at the missing spots where they sat, the missing faces. Their names rose unbidden into the air. 
 
    Bugear. 
 
    Justrust. 
 
    Orangepoo. 
 
    Bitefly. 
 
    Leftstep. 
 
    Patchhelm. 
 
    Rocksoup. 
 
    Grunter. 
 
    They’d all died on this mission. A pointless mission. But one that mattered. They’d died fighting the undead, fighting the Goblin Lord’s army. Fighting because it was right. To be people. For a young woman’s last words. 
 
    For each other. Now the last of their number stood together. Five warriors out of thirteen. Five Hobs. They stood up and faced each other in a circle. They looked at each other. Brothers in battle. Friends. Comrades. The last few. Some of them might die. All of them might die. But they were committed. The five put their hands together. 
 
    Headscratcher, hand bloodied, eyes full of tears. 
 
    Shorthilt, hand on his sword, eyes sharp. 
 
    Rabbiteater, his fist clenched, his teeth gritted. 
 
    Numbtongue, murmuring a word, remembering a Human’s song. 
 
    Badarrow, scowling, bitterly determined to see it to the end. 
 
    They gripped each other tightly, hands clustered in the center of the circle. For a moment. And then it was done. The Redfang Warriors stepped back. 
 
    They were resolved. They would find a way back to their tribe. They would become stronger, strong enough to save the others, to oppose the Goblin Lord, to return to their chieftain, Rags. They would do it. 
 
    Or they would die. The Redfang Goblins nodded to each other, and they lay down to sleep, relieved, at peace at last. There was nothing else to it. That was what it meant to be a warrior of the Redfang Tribe. That was what it meant to be them. 
 
    That was what it meant to be a Goblin. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The next day, the Redfang Warriors got up at the break of dawn and began putting together a plan. They grunted at each other as they went through their morning spar, conserving energy, trying to think. 
 
    The problem was that none of them were real thinkers. Oh, Badarrow was cunning, and Numbtongue could talk, which was impressive, but in their old group it had been Grunter who’d directed them. True, that was pretty much just the other Hob belching and pointing occasionally, but Grunter had been an older Hob. Hobs were leaders in Goblin tribes, and the older they got, the smarter. You had to be smart to live a while. 
 
    They wished Grunter were here. Or Redscar, Garen Redfang’s second-in-command. He was no Hob, but he was smart. Or Rags. She was a genius. Bereft of their leadership, the five Redfang Warriors defaulted to what they knew. The first step was to arm themselves. Only two weapons among five was no good. They needed quality weapons. And that meant steal or kill for it. 
 
    Only, as Headscratcher pointed out by smacking Badarrow across the back of his head, stealing wasn’t right. Not from Erin. Not from one of two Humans who had ever shown them kindness. The [Archer] Hobgoblin muttered insults as he rubbed the back of his head, but agreed, grudgingly, that it would be wrong. They couldn’t steal from Erin. Besides, she didn’t have enough swords. Lyonette had a sword in her room that she occasionally practiced with, but that was it. 
 
    So where could they get weapons? The answer was simple. The magic door. 
 
    The Redfang Warriors strode into the inn, trying to look casual. They’d donned their ‘Security’ armbands, just in case, and they sat at a table as Erin served them breakfast and gushed about last night. 
 
    “Wasn’t it great? I’m sorry you guys couldn’t be in the play, but you didn’t say anything, and the Players said it would be easy to leave you out. Are you mad? I hope you aren’t—Typhenous and Revi and Falene really wanted to be in the play! I think the writers are going to amend it. Anyone want more bacon? Toast?” 
 
    Every hand went up. Erin hurried into the kitchen, and the Goblins immediately looked at the magic door. That was the ticket. They were realistic about their chances of sneaking into Liscor day or night—Drake cities were well-guarded, and the Goblins would have to swim through the water to get there, already risky since they didn’t know what lived in the waters. But Celum and Pallass? They had a doorway into both cities! 
 
    However, getting weapons would still be a trick and a half. It wasn’t as if [Blacksmiths] and [Merchants] left out good swords for anyone to take! It was a hazy plan, but the first step was seeing if they could actually get away with it. 
 
    Rabbiteater slid over to the magic doorway while Erin was busy in the kitchen. This early in the morning, only Lyonette and Mrsha were up, and she was feeding the Gnoll breakfast and trying to get Mrsha to eat with her utensils. The Redfang Warriors casually looked away as Rabbiteater picked up the yellow stone in the bowl by the door. 
 
    He’d watched Erin use it enough times to know exactly how it was done. He placed the stone on the door and cracked it open a hair. Pallass’ bright sunlight illuminated his face just for an instant. Rabbiteater paused. If they went through they’d go at night, when— 
 
    Death. 
 
    It was an immediate reaction, a sense in Rabbiteater’s head that made him freeze instantly. The Hob leaned back from the doorway and shook his head at the others. They froze, and Numbtongue got up. He hurried into the kitchen to stall Erin. 
 
    “Oh, Numbtongue, you want something?” 
 
    “Beets.” 
 
    “Beets? Well, I’ve got some—wait, what do you mean, ‘beets’? Beets as in breakfast food? Is there a breakfast that has beets in it?” 
 
    The other Hobs listened as Numbtongue desperately distracted Erin. Lyonette looked over, but Rabbiteater had sunk down, and she missed him. He listened, his ear to the door. His [Dangersense] had warned him—now he used his senses to confirm what he knew to be true. 
 
    The door was open just a crack, but that was enough to let the sounds of Pallass filter into the inn. Headscratcher could hear people walking about, talking, and more distant noises. He filtered that out and listened, his ears twitching. And then he heard it. 
 
    Breathing. Perhaps only Rabbiteater would have heard it. The Hob had learned to hunt rabbits in the grass, became the stealthiest of the group by honing his skills, in order to feed himself. He raised a hand, pointed a finger left. There was someone watching the door in Pallass to the left. 
 
    Badarrow got up slowly and came over to listen. Erin was clanging around in the kitchen. 
 
    “What goes well with beets? Potatoes? Eggs? I never knew Goblins liked beets!” 
 
    Her voice surprised the listener on the other side. Badarrow and Headscratcher listened to the breathing pause for a second and then go on normally. Perhaps the guard thought the door had opened by accident? Rabbiteater raised two fingers. There was more than one watcher. The two Hobs listened. Breathing. Breathing and then a cough. Sloppy. Badarrow rolled his eyes and mimed putting an arrow through the doorway. Rabbiteater held up a hand. He waited. Then he peeked the door open a tiny bit more. 
 
    The Goblin had only a sliver of light to look through, but he pressed his eye to the door for five minutes, until Erin came out of the kitchen with a pan full of fried beets, potatoes, and eggs, all made into a hash. By that time, the Goblins were sitting down, and they happily ate the food while Rabbiteater held up four fingers when no one was watching. Shorthilt shook his head. 
 
    Four watchers, then. Probably with a vantage point on the door, ready to summon others. The Redfang Goblins could rush the door, but they’d never get anywhere in the Walled City. They’d be dead within minutes. No good to steal things there. And they didn’t want to cause trouble for the Human. 
 
    If that was no good, they had to try the other city. This time, they waited until Lyonette was in the kitchen with their dishes, and Erin was complimenting Mrsha on the Gnoll’s dutiful watering of the flowers. The Goblins changed tables, and Headscratcher opened the door to Celum. They listened and heard someone muttering. 
 
    “—hah, show those bastards what’s what! They want to play rough? I’ll buy up all their supply and sell my potions through Liscor! I’ve got two markets to work through—they’ll burn through their coin, while I turn a profit! Just gotta get Erin to give me another idea. How in the name of good stitching did she and Ryoka know about matches, anyways?” 
 
    Octavia’s voice was tiny through the crack in the door. The Goblins listened, nodded, and Headscratcher closed the door right as Erin turned around. They conferred as she blinked at them. 
 
    “Did you switch tables?” 
 
    Badarrow nodded. Erin stared at him. 
 
    “Okay then.” 
 
    She turned away. The Hobgoblins conferred. Octavia’s shop was definitely less guarded than Pallass. They could definitely steal some potions from the [Alchemist]. The question was—could they get away with anything else? They’d have to do some nighttime reconnaissance. Assuming the Human [Guardsmen] weren’t too alert, the Redfang Warriors could locate a blacksmith, scope it out, and break into it. 
 
    Then there was securing an escape route. Maybe they could leap over the walls and try not to break anything? Or they could try the gates. They’d have to move fast. None of the Goblins were confident they could break into a shop and get away without being spotted, and they couldn’t bring trouble back to the inn. 
 
    They’d have to steal food before they went. And build some rucksacks. But it was a plan. A bad one, granted. Badarrow kept wrinkling his nose in distaste. They’d have decent weapons if all went well, food, and potions. That would help, but so what? They’d still be woefully outmatched by any Gold-rank team and maybe some Silver-rank ones. 
 
    The Redfang Warriors had had a lot of time to observe all the teams that had gone into the inn, and they’d concluded that while they could take some of the adventurers if they got the jump on them, they might not win, even if they took the others by surprise. Moore and Jelaqua, for instance. No matter how many times Shorthilt, their fighting expert, went through scenarios, they always ended up dead before they could take out the Halfseekers. No wonder they were Garen Redfang’s old team. 
 
    And there would be many groups equivalent to a Gold-rank team between them and their tribe. Still, that was their only plan. The Goblins sighed, and then jumped as one when Erin addressed them. 
 
    “Hey. Do you have a moment?” 
 
    She stared at the Redfang Warriors’ startled faces. 
 
    “It’s cool if you don’t have time. If you, uh, want to sit around that’s fine. But I thought you might be bored. So…wanna see what’s outside?” 
 
    They stared at each other. Erin had never asked them to do more than lift heavy things or help defend the inn. They’d agonized over whether eating her food and guarding her from non-existent threats was really repaying her kindness. Without a word, all five Goblins stood up. Erin smiled. 
 
    “Cool.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    It was still raining outside but mildly compared to before. Erin stared around at the water. It was twenty feet down from the top of her hill, where her inn stood. According to Selys, the water would drain rather than rise farther—there was apparently a finite amount of height the waters would rise. But it had well and truly engulfed the Floodplains now. And part of Liscor. 
 
    “Oh my gosh, look at that. Liscor’s half underwater!” 
 
    Erin pointed at Liscor in the distance, and the Hobs muttered. Liscor didn’t sit on a hill as high as her inn, and so the waters had risen around the city, reaching halfway up the walls! Only the faultless stone kept the waters from rushing into the city, as well as the sealed doors. Erin finally understood why Liscor had solid slabs of stone rather than an easier-to-use portcullis—it was to keep the water out during the rainy season! 
 
    “But how do they get out of the city, do you think? They can’t stay inside forever. Right? I mean, they’d want to leave. So how…?” 
 
    Headscratcher grunted and pointed. Erin looked in the direction of his finger and blinked. 
 
    “Oh. That makes sense.” 
 
    Drakes and Gnolls were descending Liscor via rope ladders and a wooden ramp! They’d made a floating dock, and were literally walking off the battlements down into the water, where a small fleet of boats had already been built. Erin saw several Drakes pushing the boats through the water with spears and nets in hand. 
 
    “Are they fishing? Gotta be. There must be monsters in the water. Relc said they were coming.” 
 
    “You hear that Mrsha? That means no playing by the water, understand?” 
 
    Lyonette had joined the group outside. She raised Mrsha to peer out into the water. The Gnoll wriggled and tried to get free, but Lyonette held her, despite the rain soaking both of them. Erin frowned at the skies. 
 
    “Yuck! Does it ever stop raining during the spring? Hey Lyonette, at least we don’t have to get water from the stream, huh?” 
 
    “That’s one good thing. But I’d be careful about getting near to the water’s edge, Erin. Remember those flat fish? If they’re in the waters…” 
 
    “Ooh. Yeah. Not good.” 
 
    Erin shuddered, and then saw something move in the water in front of her. She frowned. 
 
    “What the heck?” 
 
    Something tiny poked its head out of the water. Erin stared. The Goblins stared. Numbtongue pointed. 
 
    “Fish.” 
 
    It was indeed a small fish! It looked like, well, it looked like a porcupine had merged with a mackerel. The little fish had spines sticking out of its body as it looked up at Erin and the other land dwellers. 
 
    “Careful. Don’t get too close! It could be poisonous!” 
 
    Erin cautioned the others as she slowly reached for her frying pan. All five Goblins stared at the tiny fish. The spiky little thing gave them all the fish-eye, which looked remarkably like a stink eye. It did not look happy. 
 
    “I’m gonna see if I can catch it. I bought this net from Krshia. Why don’t I go inside—Lyonette, take Mrsha inside. I’ll sneak up on it and—” 
 
    Erin turned her back. The fish stared at her and then two of the quills on its back rose threateningly. The Redfang Goblins reacted instantly. They dove out of the way and immediately took cover. Too late, they realized they weren’t the target. The tiny fish shot two of the spines on its body. Straight at Erin. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    The young woman shouted in pain as two spines stuck out of her back through her clothes. Lyonette shouted, and Mrsha barked in alarm. The Redfang Goblins cursed, and before Erin could move, Headscratcher and Rabbiteater grabbed her and charged back into the inn with her carried between them. She heard Lyonette and Mrsha yelp and then all of them were back in doors. Badarrow slammed the door shut as two more quills bounced off the side of the inn. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    Erin twisted, feeling a stinging pain in her back. She grabbed for the quills, but Numbtongue caught her hand. 
 
    “No. Dangerous.” 
 
    “Dangerous?” 
 
    Erin stared at him until she realized what he meant. Her eyes widened. 
 
    “Oh my god! Is it poison? Acid?” 
 
    Mrsha began to howl. The Goblins put Erin belly-first on the table as Lyonette ran to Celum’s door. 
 
    “Octavia, get in here quick! Erin’s hurt!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    They heard a crash and swearing as Octavia rushed through the door. She halted when she saw Erin’s back. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “I don’t know! This little fish shot me! I didn’t know that fish could shoot things? Do I need a healing potion or an antidote?” 
 
    Erin waved at Octavia. The [Alchemist], who’d been pale-faced with worry, paused. 
 
    “A fish.” 
 
    “Yeah! A small one, the size of my hand!” 
 
    The Stitch-Girl passed a hand across her face. 
 
    “Stitches, don’t do that to me, Erin! You mean you got hit by a small fish outdoors, right? In Liscor? Those are Quillfish. They shoot little needles at you if you get near them. They can kill other fish underwater. They’re not poisonous. They’re barely a danger to other fish their size!” 
 
    Erin paused. Lyonette stopped wringing her hands. Mrsha stopped howling. The Redfang Goblins stared at the [Alchemist]. 
 
    “Oh. So they’re not dangerous?” 
 
    “Only if you get a quill in your eye. Can I go?” 
 
    “Yeah. Thanks.” 
 
    The [Alchemist] sighed and walked back into her shop, grumbling about idiots who didn’t know a Quillfish from a poisonous Roxian Bloater. Erin sheepishly looked around. 
 
    “Well…now we know. Be careful going out, guys! There’s more than Quillfish in the water, and if there’s a lesson to be learned, it’s that nowhere is safe! Even on land! I—ow!” 
 
    She broke off as Mrsha pulled both quills out of her back. The Redfang Goblins exchanged a look. 
 
    Okay, so maybe leaving Erin alone was dangerous after all. She’d been smart enough to avoid the water, but she didn’t have the instincts of a Goblin, or the reflexes. The Redfang Warriors peered into the waters, wondering what other creatures had swum into the lake basin. They could see other fish darting around, probably feasting on the Face-Eater Moths’ corpses, but nothing bigger. 
 
    Yet. Didn’t the giant Rock Crabs live in this area? The Redfang Warriors had seen them scuttling about. Were they underwater, waiting to attack anything that swam past them? Now that would be dangerous. The Redfang Warriors engaged in a healthy debate, trying to cover up their embarrassment about running scared from a harmless fish with spikes. 
 
    It was Rabbiteater who saw the tiny blip of movement that indicated the Quillfish’s return. The Hob peered into the water and saw the spiked head staring at him. It seemed the tiny fish objected to any presence on the hilltop. He stared at it. The fish stared back. It raised its spines, and Rabbiteater charged. 
 
    He dove into the water. The Quillfish was lining up a shot, and realized the Hob was going after it too late—it tried to dive just as Rabbiteater’s hand closed over it. The Hob cursed, and Erin threw open her doors to see what was happening. She saw Rabbiteater struggle out of the water and then come up the hill towards her. He was holding the Quillfish, which flopped and gasped as it shot its quills into his palm. 
 
    The Hob shyly offered Erin the dead fish. She stared in horror at the spines sticking out of his palm. 
 
    “Lyonette, get me a healing potion!” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Twenty minutes later, Erin had discovered that Quillfish were, in fact, edible, and made for a nice snack, once you removed the spines. She still scolded Rabbiteater for getting hurt—he’d actually tried to refuse the healing potion! He was definitely playing up the tough guy act, just like the other Redfang Warriors. 
 
    But they were helpful in discovering what else lay in the waters around her inn. They peered into the waters, pointing and keeping a respectful distance with Erin. Mrsha was allowed to watch, but from further back. 
 
    It turned out that Goblins had a practical approach to wildlife. They asked a few simple questions about everything they met. Can it kill me? Can I kill it? Is it edible? And sometimes, how much effort is it worth dealing with this thing? And they refused to take risks. Which was good, because it turned out that Liscor’s waters had more than just a few Quillfish in its stock of predators. 
 
    Erin stared as a large, black shape circled the water beneath a school of tiny silvery fish. Its shape twisted, and she jumped as she saw a tentacle shoot out of the water and nab a fleeing morsel. 
 
    “That’s an octopus fish. Literally an octopus’ tentacles on a fish. It’s huge!” 
 
    The fish was probably fourteen feet long, and it gave Erin a very, very dangerous vibe. She kept her distance as Badarrow trained an arrow on it, and Shorthilt muttered and held his sword. The fish circled the hill and then tried to climb it. 
 
    “Holy crap, it has legs! Run!” 
 
    Erin screamed as the fish propelled itself onto the grass with eleven black tendrils, each as thick as her leg. She rushed Mrsha inside, and the Redfang Goblins howled and charged the fish. To Erin’s horror, only Shorthilt had a sword. She waved at them as the fish began grappling with the cursing Goblins. 
 
    “What are you doing? Get your swords! Where are your swords?” 
 
    Badarrow cursed as he shot the fish in the side. It didn’t make a sound, but from the way it jerked, it didn’t like his arrows or when Shorthilt stabbed deep into its side. The tentacles grabbed Headscratcher as he kicked the fish in its face, and lifted him up. The Hob got a good look at a mouth full of teeth as the other Hobs tried to pull him back. Shorthilt cursed and kept cutting, and Badarrow reached for another arrow. Erin was rushing outside with a frying pan and knives when she heard a voice from overhead. 
 
    “[Piercing Shot].” 
 
    An arrow shot down from the rooftop. It went straight through the black fish’s head and lodged somewhere in the middle of its body. The fish jerked and then died as Shorthilt followed the arrow up with a stab right through its brain. Its tentacles drooped, and Headscratcher fought his way clear of them, cursing, his skin torn by the suckers on the tentacle. Erin looked up. 
 
    “Bird?” 
 
    The Antinium was sitting on the second floor of her inn. He waved at her cheerfully. 
 
    “I got a new Skill. Hello, Miss Erin. Hello, Security Hobs.” 
 
    Everyone looked up. Bird had somehow managed to clamber up through the destroyed third floor and find his way onto the roof. There he sat, as the rain fell around him, humming and watching the skies, oblivious to the waters surrounding him. It took Erin a few minutes to find her voice. 
 
    “Good shot, Bird!” 
 
    “Thank you. I just got up here and saw the fish. It is a strange fish. It has long grabby things.” 
 
    “Those are tentacles, Bird.” 
 
    “They are not as good as wings. Will more fish attack the inn? I will shoot them with my new Skill. It takes a while before I can use it again, but it is a good one.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yes! It even works with my old bow.” 
 
    Bird waved his bow, and Erin saw he was indeed using his old bow, the crude handmade one. 
 
    “What happened to your new bow, Bird? Oh—” 
 
    Her eyes widened as she recalled. Bird hunched his shoulders and rocked back and forth on the roof. 
 
    “It was broken. The moths broke my bow. I am sorry, Miss Erin. I broke the lovely bow you gave me. It was such a nice bow.” 
 
    “Oh, Bird—it wasn’t your fault.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    He perked up. Erin nodded. The Redfang Goblins were busy kicking the dead blackfish and sniffing it, probably for edibility. Erin debated climbing up to hug Bird, but decided she’d just slip off the roof and break her neck. She called up to the Worker. 
 
    “You need a new bow, Bird! And a new tower! The Antinium should be sending a group to repair the inn today!” 
 
    “That is good! Will I get a new bow, too?” 
 
    Bird looked hopeful. Erin hesitated and kicked at a tuft of grass. 
 
    “Um…maybe. I’m so sorry your old one got broken. I’d like to buy you a new one, but they’re expensive, and I don’t think Krshia will give me another discount.” 
 
    “Oh. That is okay. One bow was enough for a lifetime.” 
 
    Bird’s casual words made Erin’s heart hurt. She peered up at him, and raised her voice. 
 
    “Tell you what, if the Players of Celum pull in enough coin, I’ll buy you a new one as soon as I can, and take the rest out of your paycheck, okay?” 
 
    The Antinium paused. 
 
    “I get paid?” 
 
    Erin gaped at him. 
 
    “Bird! What did you do with all the coins I gave you last week?” 
 
    “I…used them as bird bait.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Bird nodded enthusiastically, his mandibles opening and closing in a smile. 
 
    “They are shiny. If I put them out, birds fly down to grab them.” 
 
    He paused as Erin covered her face. 
 
    “That isn’t what they’re for? Oh. Buying things. I got in trouble for losing coins when I was a Worker in the Hive, too. I was punished. Will you punish me?” 
 
    “No, Bird. Just don’t let birds swallow—you know what? I’ll just save up money for your bow, okay?” 
 
    “That is good.” 
 
    Erin nodded. Then she turned and shouted at the Redfang Goblins, who jumped. 
 
    “And you! I forgot to give you your pay!” 
 
    They stared at her. Headscratcher raised a finger and pointed at his chest. Erin grinned. 
 
    “Come on inside!” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The Redfang Goblins had never had any coin to their name. Oh, they’d taken coin off of dead adventurers and so on, but only to give to Garen Redfang. Goblins had no real use for coins, but Garen would sometimes sneak into rural Human towns and trade for things. It was a risk, even for their Chieftain, and so the Goblins had treated coins as toys, good for nothing but ammunition in a sling or distracting adventurers. 
 
    But there was something about the silver and one gold coin that Erin pressed into their hands that was special. The coins felt warm, unlike the bloody metal they’d fished out of dead corpses’ pockets. The Goblins stared at the coins, and Erin smiled at them. 
 
    “I wanted to give it to you a few days ago, but then the moths tried to kill us. Sorry it isn’t much, but you get this much plus the same amount tomorrow! I pay everyone on the weekend, see.” 
 
    Erin paused. The Redfang Warriors stared at her and then at the coins in their palms. She smiled sadly. 
 
    “I had another employee once. I never paid him. I’m not making the same mistake this time.” 
 
    The Goblins stared at her. Headscratcher brushed at his eyes. The others just looked…Numbtongue hesitated, and opened his mouth. The taciturn Goblin hesitated and then spoke. 
 
    “We have never—” 
 
    The door slammed open. All five Goblins dove beneath a table, coins scattering. They had weapons in hand—chairs and Shorthilt’s sword—as they rose. Erin whirled. It wasn’t the door to her inn. It was the door to Liscor. The Silver Swords stood in the doorway, faces grim. Griffon Hunt was behind them, and sandwiched between the two Gold-rank teams was Vuliel Drae. Erin stared as Falene stepped into the inn. She eyed the Goblins and the coins scattered across the floor, and then looked around. 
 
    “Apologies, Miss Erin. Are the Halfseekers present?” 
 
    “Them? Oh—they’re still asleep, I think. So are the Horns of Hammerad. They had a late night and—what’s wrong?” 
 
    Falene’s lips tightened. 
 
    “We have a situation. Rouse the Halfseekers, please. We need them present to hear this. The Horns of Hammerad too, I suppose.” 
 
    She gestured, and the other teams walked through from Liscor. The Silver Swords took a position near the doors, and Griffon Hunt a table. The five members of Vuliel Drae sat at a table across from them. Their faces were pale. Erin saw Insill, the Drake, shaking. None of the adventurers talked. 
 
    She hesitated and then ran up the stairs. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The Redfang Warriors had no idea what was happening. Neither did Erin, but she knew a bit more and explained it to them as the Halfseekers came down the stairs with the Horns of Hammerad, looking confused and sleepy. 
 
    “Okay, you see that team there? The five of them? They’re a Silver-rank team. Vuliel…Drae. Or something. They’re sort of big shots in Liscor. They’re not as good as a Gold-rank team, or the Horns of Hammerad, but they’re famous, you know?” 
 
    She looked at the Hobs. Rabbiteater gave her a bewildered shake of the head for the others. 
 
    “You don’t know. Right. Well, Vuliel Drae, they went into the dungeon and, uh, got this fancy mace thing. They’re the only team who’s come out with treasure, and it was a powerful magical artifact.” 
 
    The Redfang Goblins stirred. Jelaqua was talking quietly with Ylawes and Halrac and glancing at Vuliel Drae as Ceria hovered next to her. Numbtongue exchanged a sharp glance with the others, and spoke carefully to Erin. 
 
    “Magic artifact? They found?” 
 
    “What? Yeah, in the dungeon. I heard it was Gold-rank gear. But why are they here? Could it be because of last night? No—that look. Could it be…?” 
 
    The silence in the inn was clearly getting to Vuliel Drae. Each one of the group was looking around nervously, even Anith, their leader. The other adventurers watched them silently, except for the Horns of Hammerad. Pisces was staring at Ylawes’ lips moving while Yvlon and Ksmvr just waited for Ceria to tell them what was happening. As it happened, Insill’s nerve broke first. 
 
    “It’s all my fault! I shouldn’t have suggested we go down that corridor!” 
 
    “Insill—” 
 
    The other members of his team groaned as everyone looked at the Drake [Rogue]. Anith shook his head. 
 
    “Wait until we have a chance to speak—” 
 
    “Screw that!” 
 
    Dasha slammed her fist on the table angrily. 
 
    “We didn’t know what would happen, alright? If we had known—” 
 
    “But we should have said something earlier.” 
 
    That came from Pekona. Her head was bowed. The other adventurers just watched her. Dawil had his arms folded and a look of anger on his face that Erin had never seen before. Halrac’s gaze was flat and emotionless, but Erin could sense anger coming off him. Jelaqua cursed and stomped over to Seborn and Moore, who bent their heads to whisper to her. 
 
    “Look, would someone just say what’s happening? The Silver Swords seem to know, but none of us do!” 
 
    Revi burst out angrily as she glared around the room. Ylawes and Halrac looked up from their discussion. It was the [Knight] who nodded and stepped forwards. 
 
    “Apologies, Miss Revi. We were discussing it, but we think it’s better that everyone knows. Briefly, let me explain. I was approached last night by Insill after the play…he came to me secretly about a crime his team had committed.” 
 
    Dasha growled, and Larr sat up. The Gnoll glared at the Drake, who shrunk in his seat. 
 
    “You spineless worm. We said we’d agree to talk about it!” 
 
    “I thought he—I couldn’t keep it to myself—” 
 
    Insill fell silent as Ylawes held up a hand. The [Knight] took a deep breath and went on. 
 
    “He didn’t want to give me details, but this morning he returned. With his party leader, Anith.” 
 
    Every eye turned to the Jackal, who nodded quietly. Ylawes sighed. 
 
    “They told me of a—a misdeed, a mistake their team had committed. I immediately shared what I had learned with my team, and we decided this had to be addressed. At once. I called the other teams here to listen to this—” 
 
    He broke off, shaking his head. Falene’s eyes were fixed on Vuliel Drae. Dawil growled. Halrac, Ceria, and Jelaqua all stood silently, their eyes shadowed. The other adventurers looked confused and worried. Pisces just closed his eyes. 
 
    “Well, out with it then. What did they do?” 
 
    Revi looked suspiciously around at the silent adventurers. No one wanted to say it. At last, Insill spoke. 
 
    “It was—you know the Face-Eater Moths? How they attacked Liscor? Well, we didn’t know.” 
 
    He shut up, as if too afraid to go on. Yvlon raised one eyebrow. 
 
    “You didn’t know? You mean, you weren’t here for the battle? But you claimed you were.” 
 
    “No, it’s not that.” 
 
    Anith’s voice was shaky. The others looked at him, and he fell silent, afraid to go on. Erin felt her pulse racing, although she wasn’t on trial. 
 
    “What then?” 
 
    Typhenous frowned over his staff. Moore and Seborn joined the circle standing around the team of Vuliel Drae. Behind them, the Goblins were whispering, pointing out one of the windows towards a spot covered by water. The dungeon. 
 
    “It was—look, we had no idea—we were just in the dungeon, and we found a—a corridor, okay? It was filled with eggs, and we thought they were d-dangerous, so we—” 
 
    Insill gulped, his voice wobbling too hard to go on. The other adventurers stared at him blankly. Erin gasped. All eyes turned towards her. 
 
    “Oh no. I get it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Revi was uncomprehending, whether because she didn’t want to understand or because the fractured sentences didn’t make sense. Erin stared at Vuliel Drae, but none of them could raise their heads. She spoke slowly. 
 
    “They were in the dungeon the day the Face-Eater Moths attacked. They were exploring and they found a bunch of eggs. And they—smashed them. Right?” 
 
    All eyes turned back towards the group. Dasha’s voice was quiet. 
 
    “How were we supposed to know it’d piss all of them off? It was that masked woman who did it first. And we thought—” 
 
    Yvlon raised her head and uttered the longest, foulest expletive Erin had ever heard from the woman. The other adventurers just stared. Seborn leaned forwards. 
 
    “You mean to tell us that you set off the attack on Liscor? By destroying the Face-Eater Moths’ eggs?” 
 
    It was Pekona who replied. She tried to keep her voice level as she met Seborn’s eyes. 
 
    “We hid in a tunnel with the masked adventurer. They kept coming, but we had this stone wall we could slide under. We were there for a day and a half, just killing the small ones that came through. We had no idea they came out of the dungeon. We didn’t know—” 
 
    Her voice broke. 
 
    “We had no idea.” 
 
    Dead silence filled the inn. The adventurers stared. Erin’s heart thumped loudly in her chest, the only noise in the world. They’d done it. They’d caused the attack. 
 
    Revi looked around. Her face was calm. It was probably the only one that was. Dawil was glowering, Falene’s eyes were flashing. Ceria, Typhenous, Yvlon, Moore—all looked furious. Halrac’s glare spoke volumes. Jelaqua couldn’t look in the direction of Vuliel Drae. Ksmvr was just waiting. Ylawes’ head was bowed, Seborn and Pisces silent. Revi nodded. 
 
    “Okay. Thanks for telling us.” 
 
    Everyone looked at her. The Stitch-Woman gave Vuliel Drae a smile. Her hand strayed towards her belt. Halrac’s head shot up, and Typhenous started. They moved as Revi leapt. 
 
    “I’ll kill you, you fucking—” 
 
    The Stitch-Woman’s wand sizzled with magic. She would have leapt on Insill, but her team caught her before she could complete her attack. Typhenous dragged her backwards with Halrac, as Revi’s wand shot a missile past Insill’s ear. The Drake shouted in terror and knocked back his seat. The other members of Vuliel Drae shot up. 
 
    “Let go of me!” 
 
    Revi was screaming. Vuliel Drae clustered together. Dasha stared towards the door to Liscor, and Falene raised her staff. 
 
    “No one else move.” 
 
    “I should kick your heads in myself!” 
 
    Dawil shouted. Ylawes blocked him. 
 
    “Calm yourself, Dawil.” 
 
    “Bugger calm! You heard them—” 
 
    Across the inn, Ceria was breathing hard. She looked at her team. 
 
    “Pisces, Ksmvr, hold me back. Yvlon—” 
 
    “Don’t ask me to do anything.” 
 
    The woman’s voice was strangled with emotion. Ksmvr obediently grabbed Ceria’s arms. Pisces shook his head. 
 
    “No thanks. Put an [Ice Spike] spell through their heads if you’re going to do it, Springwalker.” 
 
    “I’m about to. Hold me back.” 
 
    Ceria’s eyes flashed as her hand frosted over with magic. Pekona gave her an alarmed look. Erin wondered if she should block Ceria—she was more concerned about the Halfseekers, who hadn’t so much as twitched. The way they were staring— 
 
    Pisces just walked forwards and faced Ceria. The [Necromancer] was calm as ice. 
 
    “They made a terrible mistake. If you can’t forgive it, kill them now. But I would tell you not to.” 
 
    “They got hundreds of people killed!” 
 
    Ceria’s voice was murderous. Pisces nodded. 
 
    “Yes. And as I recall, you eventually forgave one fool who unleashed wrath upon the innocent.” 
 
    She hesitated. The fury went out in her eyes. 
 
    “That’s not—” 
 
    “Silence!” 
 
    Typhenous had had enough of Revi’s curses. He let go and pointed his staff at her. Webbing shot from the tip and engulfed Revi. She struggled and cursed, and then went still as the thick spider webs bound her tightly. Typhenous looked around, angry, his face red. 
 
    “We aren’t savages. If anyone else wants to take a swing at this group, do it now while I still feel like casting webs and not something stronger.” 
 
    He glared around. To Erin’s surprise, it was Pisces who raised his voice in dissent. 
 
    “I beg to differ, Typhenous. If this will end in bloodshed, it would be preferable to end it now, rather than later. Is anyone for that motion?” 
 
    He looked at Revi, Ceria, and Halrac in turn. Dawil stared uneasily at the [Necromancer]. 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    Pisces nodded, but Jelaqua shook her head. The Selphid’s voice was cold as she looked at Pisces. 
 
    “If we were going to do it, it’d be before you asked, Pisces. If Revi had gotten them, it would be trouble. If we do it now, it’s murder. Which is a pity, but the Halfseekers don’t kill idiots. We’re unpopular enough as it is. Shame Griffon Hunt doesn’t either.” 
 
    The Selphid folded her arms. The implication of what she’d said took Erin’s breath away. But Moore and Seborn didn’t say a word against her. Ylawes stepped forwards. 
 
    “No one is killing anyone. This is a meeting to discuss what should be done in light of the truth. Nothing more.” 
 
    He looked at both Griffon Hunt and the Halfseekers as he said it. Both teams nodded. Reluctantly. Ylawes looked around the rest of the room and sighed. His gaze passed over the Redfang Goblins, who were quietly listening from a corner of the room, past Lyonette who was trying to get Mrsha to come upstairs, past Erin, observing it all quietly. He looked from face to face of each adventurer. This was their scene. Ylawes nodded. 
 
    “Let’s sort this out.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Vuliel Drae’s account of the dungeon took over an hour to run through. It covered everything from their decision to leave the ropes at the dungeon’s entrance, to their encounters with the mysterious masked swordswoman, to their run through the dungeon before everything went south. They told the story in parts, voices faltering, while the adventurers listened. 
 
    Mainly in silence. Sometimes questions were asked. Those who couldn’t keep their emotions in check left the room or were thrown out. That number included Revi, Dawil, Yvlon, Ceria, Jelaqua, Typhenous, and, to everyone’s surprise, Seborn. The adventurers went outside to cool off—or shoot spells into the water and shout, while the trial went on. 
 
    Because that was what this was. A trial. Erin listened with her hands shaking, trying not to let her emotions get control of her. She couldn’t believe it. It was so wrong. Not only had Vuliel Drae done what the other older adventurers described as incredibly stupid, but they hadn’t told anyone! They hadn’t told anyone after Liscor had— 
 
    She understood. She did. Every child knew the feeling of getting in trouble and not wanting to be found out, and this was that feeling, times ten thousand. But still. It was wrong. 
 
    There were more than just accounts of the mistake in the dungeon, too. Vuliel Drae had been successful in their own way. They’d been led by the mysterious masked woman—someone the Silver Swords, Griffon Hunt, and the Halfseekers all wanted to meet—through a good section of the dungeon, avoiding traps and monsters. Halrac was working on a map of the dungeon, based on their account. Erin thought he was doing that so he didn’t punch the Silver-rank adventurers. But the gem of their discussion came when they recounted a corridor they’d passed. 
 
    “It had a treasure room at the end. A real one. I’d only heard of them before, but we saw a pedestal and artifacts lying on it!” 
 
    Dasha’s eyes were wide as she gestured. The other adventurers leaned forwards. Falene looked down her nose at the team as if she were staring at something small and disgusting. 
 
    “Why didn’t you attempt to take it?” 
 
    Vuliel Drae looked at each other. Insill spoke nervously. 
 
    “The masked woman. She stopped us. We wanted to try—Larr was halfway into the room, but she kept pulling us back and shaking her head. It was real, I think. But trapped. We were going to go back to it, or see if we could ask for help when…” 
 
    “Treasure. Dead gods, and the rift entrance is a hundred feet underwater.” 
 
    Jelaqua closed her eyes tightly. Anith cleared his throat. 
 
    “And there’s more.” 
 
    “What, besides enough moths to take out a city’s worth of people?” 
 
    Revi’s sarcastic tone earned her a look from Halrac. She stomped outside. Anith nodded. 
 
    “There’s something down there. Those Gnoll-things—” 
 
    “Raskghar. What about them?” 
 
    The other adventurers leaned in. Vuliel Drae gulped as one. Pekona spoke up. 
 
    “They’re organized. There are other monsters down there, but those things—they knew we were down there the instant we arrived, and we fought them twice! The masked woman helped us evade them, but there are far, far too many.” 
 
    Insill nodded rapidly. 
 
    “After the moths left, they were hunting us! Our friend lured a group away, and we barely got out, but—there are kill teams patrolling the dungeon. They fight any monsters they come across—the ones they can see, anyways. Sometimes they pass by a group of monsters and don’t see them. And they hunt adventurers. That’s how all the other teams went missing, I think. Most of them.” 
 
    “Huge monsters nests, intelligent dungeon dwellers…this just gets better and better. Sure you don’t want to mention a Dragon or two?” 
 
    Dawil growled and spat. Erin glared at him, and the Dwarf flushed. Halrac leaned forwards, and Vuliel Drae leaned back. He’d spoken three times so far, and each time he’d nearly made the adventurers wet themselves. 
 
    “This treasure room. Where is it?” 
 
    “We can’t tell you that!” 
 
    Dasha looked horrified. The part-Dwarf woman looked around. 
 
    “It’s our secret! I mean, we made a mistake, but fair’s fair—” 
 
    She shut up as Jelaqua leaned over the table. The Selphid was glaring, and her being angry was as scary as Halrac. 
 
    “I think you’ve forfeited the right to whatever secrets you’ve found. We’ll cut you a deal—you tell us everything, and we’ll try to stop Liscor’s citizens from lynching you.” 
 
    “Wait, you’re planning on telling them? You can’t! We live here! They’ll tear us apart!” 
 
    Larr and Insill paled dead white. Jelaqua grimly shook her head. 
 
    “Oh, they have to know. You think we’re keeping this secret? The first time I get questioned under truth spell, I’ll have to talk about this. And the Adventurer’s Guild tests Gold-rank adventurers regularly for corruption.” 
 
    “But they’ll kill us!” 
 
    Ylawes raised his head. It had been bowed for the last twenty minutes. Now the [Knight] looked grim as he stepped next to Jelaqua. 
 
    “If we talk to the Guildmistress of Liscor—and Watch Captain Zevara—we might be able to keep it secret. Make no mistake, you will pay for your mistakes. But it won’t be public knowledge. That’s what we can offer you. If you tell us what you know.” 
 
    Faced with that, there was really no choice. Vuliel Drae hesitated, but then Anith spoke. 
 
    “It’s off the corridor with the blade trap. Secret door. It’s an illusion you can walk right through.” 
 
    The other adventurers paused and looked at Halrac. He made a note. 
 
    “Got it.” 
 
    There was a sigh. The adventurers exchanged glances. Who would claim that treasure? Would it be a race? Troubled, Ylawes shook his head. 
 
    “Let’s settle this later. Now, I think it’s time to discuss what will happen next.” 
 
    Erin leaned back in her chair, exhausted. Vuliel Drae had to be just as tired, but they tensed as the team leaders conferred. Erin looked towards her kitchen and realized it was already past lunchtime. She should make people food! Not that anyone looked hungry. She looked around to do a headcount and frowned. Erin’s head swiveled the room. Once. Twice. Then she stood up. She went upstairs. Then she opened the trapdoor to her basement. Then she looked outside. 
 
    “Miss something?” 
 
    Ceria looked up exhaustedly, staring blankly in the rain. She’d shot two Quillfish with her [Ice Spike] spell, and they were floating belly-up in the water. Erin nodded. 
 
    “Have you seen the Redfang Goblins?” 
 
    “Them? I saw them take off around the inn a second ago. They were…” 
 
    Ceria frowned as she got up to point. She stared at the empty Floodplains behind the inn. Erin stared around. She got a bad feeling in her stomach. 
 
    “Where’d they go?” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    This was where they went. The Redfang Goblins swam towards the dungeon entrance, keeping from hill to hill where they could. Fish swam around them; the Goblins kept a wary eye in the water, but they were taking a risk, so they moved fast and trusted to luck. They reached the spot near where the rift in the dungeon was located and paused on a hilltop. The Wandering Inn was almost out of sight. The Redfang Warriors looked at each other. 
 
    Five of them. Shorthilt had a sword. Badarrow his bow, wrapped to avoid getting wet. The Goblins had nothing else. But they did know where the treasure was. 
 
    Treasure. A Gold-rank treasure had come out of a dungeon. A weapon. The Goblins stared at each other. It had been a wild thought. But it made sense the way nothing else did. 
 
    They were worthless, the five of them. They were Hobs, but that wasn’t enough. They couldn’t sway a battle themselves; they were just warriors when all was said and done. Five Hobs were a force to be reckoned with, but it was a small reckoning. 
 
    But what about five Gold-rank adventurers? What about five warriors armed with magical artifacts? What about five Hobs? Five warriors who’d trained under Garen Redfang himself? He’d been a Gold-rank adventurer, once. Five Garen Redfangs, or five Hobs half as good as Garen Redfang…now that might do it. 
 
    The Goblins stared down into the turgid waters below. They were black, as a cloud passed overhead, and dark shapes swam through the water. And the dungeon was filled with darker things yet. Monsters. The moths were the least of the dangers in there. And the Goblins had two weapons. No plan. 
 
    They could all die down there. They could waste their lives. The Redfang Warriors stared into the abyssal depths. It was Numbtongue who spoke. 
 
    “Death below. Or useless death above. Shame-worse-than-death.” 
 
    They nodded. There was no choice, really. They grabbed the one thing they’d prepared. Rocks. The Goblins stepped into the water, swam towards the center of the rift, and then stopped swimming. They dropped through the water, sinking as things drew around them, wondering if they were food. 
 
    Fat, dead moth corpses floated around them, half-eaten, disintegrating. Thousands of shapes nibbled at them. Larger things scooped up the bloated bodies. The Redfang Goblins stayed very still. The rift was a gaping black maw below. 
 
    Downwards, downwards. They held their breath for a minute. Then two. They were in the rift now, still dropping. They knew the waters would give way to air. They hoped. 
 
    They might not make the trip back up. But they had to try. For Goblins. For their tribe. For each other. The Redfang Warriors strained not to breathe. 
 
    Downwards. 
 
    The dungeon waited below, filled with darkness and dangers. The Goblins sank, their breath dwindling, blackness closing in. Above, something swam and dozens of glowing eyes opened to stare down at them. The rift’s walls drew in closer, and the dungeon’s depths swallowed the Goblins. 
 
    It was a place of nightmares. A place where only the bravest went, in search of adventure and treasure. It was a place of death, a place of monsters. The dark, unexplored heart of the world. It was meant for heroes, meant to kill them and torture the living. 
 
    But the Redfang Warriors were no adventurers. They were Goblins. They were monsters. And so they fell. Into the dungeon. And they felt it. They had never been here before, never walked this place before. But death they knew. Danger they knew. At last, they left the inn behind. This was where they belonged. 
 
    They were home. 

  

 
   
    5.15 
 
      
 
    His name was Tyrion Veltras. And to some, he was a legend. To some, he embodied the pride of Izril. He was a hero in that sense; the scion to the Veltras family, a military expert who commanded one of the most powerful private armies on the continent. 
 
    He had defended Izril from every threat that had encroached upon its soil for decades, and protected Humans, his subjects, first and foremost. There were those who admired him. Admired, but did not love. Tyrion was a hard man to love, for all his accomplishments. 
 
    Others thought of him as the embodiment of all the negative qualities of a [Lord]. They called him the closest thing to a tyrant that Izril had ever seen. A war hawk who was a match for the worst of the Drakes in his unwavering pro-Humanity stance. A man who looked down on diplomacy as a weaker alternative to war, who viewed other nations and continents as adversaries in a global competition for which there could be only one winner. 
 
    And yet those who hated him had to admit that he had his own sense of honor. The man was tyrannical, harsh, unrelenting, and merciless, yes. But he did not employ [Assassins] like the leading [Lady] of Izril, Magnolia Reinhart. He kept his word. If he was your enemy, he came at you on the battlefield with lance in hand. It was a small comfort to those who had died on the tip of his spear or sword, but it meant that no one watched their backs around Tyrion Veltras. They were too busy watching their fronts. 
 
    All of this was meaningless to the man himself, of course. Tyrion Veltras had an opinion about himself, and as far as he was concerned, it trumped whatever anyone might whisper about him. He did not waste time with idle self-doubt. He thought of himself as a soldier, a leader, a strategist and general and administrator; a [Lord] in short. He rarely thought of himself as a father. 
 
    But as Tyrion Veltras sat in his war camp, listening to the rain patter down on the roof of his tent, he spared a thought for his sons. They were young—of course, Sammial was eight and Hethon was…twelve? No, he would be thirteen now. His birthday had been two weeks ago. 
 
    “I sent him a dagger. Or was it something else? Ullim took care of it. We spoke on the matter.” 
 
    The man restlessly shook his head and stood. His [Majordomo] would handle the matter. His sons were well protected and were being raised properly. As properly as they could be, at any rate. He didn’t need to think of them when there were more pressing matters. 
 
    But Tyrion’s thoughts did stray back to his sons just once more. It wasn’t guilt that invaded his heart, but something more akin to resignation. A cold fact. He would not see his sons for at least another month or two, possibly many more. This campaign would take a while. 
 
    But that was necessary. So Tyrion strode out of his tent, grimacing as warm rain instantly buffeted his clothes. Of course his rings protected him from the rain as they would arrows, but Tyrion disliked rain. It was too nostalgic. 
 
    “Lord Veltras!” 
 
    The [Soldiers] standing guard around his tent immediately straightened as the [Lord] came out. He nodded to them, and then paused when he saw the other man standing in the rain. He had patiently been awaiting Tyrion—that was clear from the rain that had soaked his bright silvery steel chainmail shirt and clothes beneath. But Yitton Byres was not the sort of man to wait with parasol in hand, or have someone else hold one for him. That he had no rings like Lord Tyrion was simply a matter of finances. 
 
    “Lord Yitton.” 
 
    “Lord Veltras.” 
 
    Yitton Byres, head of the Byres family, lowered his head slightly as his grey-brown hair and careful beard dripped with water. Tyrion, who was clean-shaven, eyed the man and nodded in return. He gestured, and the two men began striding through the camp. 
 
    “You should have entered my tent. Waiting in the rain hardly befits a [Lord] of the realm.” 
 
    “I preferred to wait outside. I’m sure you were occupied in preparing for our strategy meeting.” 
 
    “Considerate of you.” 
 
    Lord Tyrion’s reply was cold and clipped, although that didn’t reflect his feeling towards Yitton Byres. The two men headed for a larger pavilion across the busy camp. They strode past [Soldiers] who saluted, [Knights] who turned and bowed, hurrying [Servants] and [Porters], [Cooks] and [Handlers], hearing the hustle and bustle of a massive army moving around them in the rain. 
 
    This was the largest force Izril had seen gathered all year. Tens of thousands of armed retainers and forces from Human cities had come at Lord Tyrion’s command, and more arrived each day, by the hundreds or sometimes thousands. It was a massive host, sustained only by the equally large volume of supplies they’d brought with them. And they had been camped in this place for over half a month now. 
 
    Over three dozen [Lords] and [Ladies] and other leading figures of Izril had also come. It was they who Tyrion was headed towards now. As the two men walked, Tyrion considered that it was fortunate that Yitton was part of the strategy meeting they were headed towards. 
 
    Of course, Yitton Byres was a [Lord], but he was a lesser one. The Byres family was small, and the man had brought over a thousand retainers, but it was almost all his house could spare. He was hardly as influential as Lord Tyrion, whose personal army had more than twenty thousand horse in his vanguard. He would not have been readily welcome in the smaller gathering that Lord Tyrion was headed towards, normally. 
 
    However, Yitton Byres’ fortunes had changed in the last few days. Markedly so. It was nothing the man had done himself, but the incredible images from Liscor had caused his influence to rise sharply. That two of his offspring had helped vanquish the Face-Eater Moths that had besieged the city had made his political value soar, to the point where he was included in the discussions as a matter of course. The Byres family had also been approached by several buyers looking to order their signature silver and steel arms, according to the reports Tyrion had glanced at. 
 
    That was all welcome to Lord Tyrion. Yitton Byres was known to him, and if they weren’t friends or even that close, Tyrion respected the man. He was a good [Lord]. Solid. Unpretentious. He sensed Yitton Byres looking at him before the older man spoke. 
 
    “We’ve been camped for nearly three weeks now. Are we to move out within the week, or should I order my men to prepare for a longer wait while the Goblin Lord keeps razing settlements?” 
 
    He was also brave. Yitton had said what other, more powerful nobles would have hesitated to mention. Tyrion nodded to himself. Three weeks they’d been camped here, waiting. Any sane strategist would question why. After the Goblin Lord had defeated Zel Shivertail and the army formed by Magnolia Reinhart in battle, they had expected Tyrion to march on the wounded Goblins at once. He was known as a decisive attacker, one who didn’t hesitate. But Tyrion had his reasons. 
 
    “I intend to keep your men waiting a while longer, Yitton.” 
 
    The other [Lord] eyed Tyrion sideways as they walked across the muddy ground. 
 
    “How long?” 
 
    “Possibly less than a week. I intend to move some of my forces ahead of the rest. I’ll take some of the horse and a few [Mages]. But the main army waits.” 
 
    “Why? To keep levying more forces? Is the Goblin Lord that dangerous?” 
 
    Tyrion paused. 
 
    “He slew the Tidebreaker in combat. Isn’t that enough for caution?” 
 
    “For caution, yes. But this seems excessive.” 
 
    It did. But Zel Shivertail’s death had given Tyrion a useful excuse. No one had expected Zel to fall in battle. Tyrion hadn’t, for all he’d hoped Zel Shivertail would lose the battle and be forced to defend Invrisil instead. His death was an unexpected boon. 
 
    “I have my reasons, Yitton. As you’ll hear shortly. I’m aware the nobility is chafing at the delay. But I will lead the army in the best way I deem fit.” 
 
    “Which doesn’t include informing those under your command of your thoughts?” 
 
    “At the moment. There are too many factors I must consider.” 
 
    Yitton’s eyebrows rose. 
 
    “Such as?” 
 
    “Rain.” 
 
    Lord Tyrion looked up. The rain didn’t fall into his eyes; it flowed away from an invisible barrier a few centimeters away from his skin. Yitton looked up, shading his eyes. 
 
    “Rain. Hardly ideal for marching, but you’d have this army wait for weather?” 
 
    “I await a single, precise moment, Yitton. Give it time. The Goblin Lord is doing damage, but he’s on the move.” 
 
    “Marching towards that so-called ‘Great Chieftain’ in the mountain. I can’t believe he was living under our noses this entire time. If they combine forces…silver and steel, Veltras, tell me you’re not going to let that happen!” 
 
    “We’ll move out, Yitton. Trust me.” 
 
    “I do. But you have to understand that I have questions.” 
 
    It was a dramatic statement, coming from a Byres. They were normally staunch supporters of the Reinharts, who had strong ties to their family. But Yitton had placed his trust in the better commander. Tyrion intended to honor that trust. 
 
    “I’m afraid your questions will have to wait. This strategy meeting will be resolved shortly, to no one’s satisfaction, I suspect. But I do have one piece of information that might make us move out faster.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Apparently there’s a new province just southwest of Invrisil.” 
 
    “A new [Lord]?” 
 
    “An [Emperor].” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The reports are confirmed. An [Emperor] has appeared, and he has a rather unusual holding.” 
 
    Yitton had to shake his head as he avoided a large puddle of water. 
 
    “[Emperors] and Goblin Lords. What next?” 
 
    Tyrion smiled. The report he’d received had been intriguing. Possibly helpful. So Magnolia thought she could use him as an ally? 
 
    “More to consider, Yitton.” 
 
    “But not act on? The Goblin Lord is growing in strength. His forces were down to sixty thousand by most estimates. He’ll replenish his numbers heading north. And if he takes the mountain—” 
 
    “Patience, Lord Yitton.” 
 
    “An odd word to hear from you.” 
 
    “Perhaps.” 
 
    Lord Tyrion paused in front of the pavilion. He looked up again. The rain was still falling. It fell over his camp, where countless Humans awaited his order. But he held his ground. He waited, as the continent of Izril, and the world, waited and wondered why. Soon the rains would stop. And then, or perhaps before then, Tyrion would make his move. He just had to wait. For the right moment. 
 
    At least Liscor was hot on everyone’s lips, distracting them from pressing him too hard. The events in the city had truly been newsworthy. Lord Tyrion was keeping a careful eye on the developments there. But he could have had no idea what was going on in the dungeon that very moment. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    They fell through the water. Down. Into the rift. Into the dungeon. Their descent was not unnoticed. The dungeon waited for them. As the Redfang Warriors neared the bubble of air that marked the point at which the dungeon began, they swam towards the edges of the rift, dropping the stones they held, moving quickly before they ran out of air. The blackness of oxygen deprivation swam around their thoughts. 
 
    They gasped as their heads broke out of the water and gravity asserted itself. The Redfang Goblins clung to the sides of the rift as the stones they’d dropped floated downwards through the water. They fell into the dungeon, bringing a small splattering of water from overhead. The Goblins grunted as they watched the stones fall and began to climb down. 
 
    Into a trap. At the bottom of the rift, hidden further back, with bows trained on the opening leading upwards, were monsters. People. 
 
    Raskghar. The huge, furred beasts were larger than Gnolls, stronger, and their hunched forms and long claws and teeth made them look like a cross between an upright bear and lion. But for all their brute strength and muscle, they were intelligent. They held crude bows, and they were armed with arrows coated with poison. The Raskghar were not mindless monsters; they had noticed this entry point to the dungeon and begun ambushing adventurers that came down. 
 
    The weak ones, at any rate. The Gold-rank teams the silent hunters left alone. But eight out of ten teams had fallen to the ancient Gnoll kin before leaving the entrance point to the dungeon here. Now the Raskghar waited, listening as the stones dropped and cracked on the stone floor. 
 
    The adventurers were coming. The not-Gnolls waited as the telltale droplets of water cascaded down from above. The Raskghar kept their poisoned arrows aimed at the stone walls. Waiting. They could pick off the climbing adventurers like flies. They just needed to see all of them. They waited. And waited. And… 
 
    After two minutes, the furred hunters began to grow restless. They didn’t do anything as foolish as make any sound, but they did look at each other and silently urge each other forwards a few steps. Had the adventurers not come down after all? Had they decided to return above? The sentries had spotted something swimming down through the water above. But why were they taking so long? 
 
    Eight of the Raskghar were shifting positions, and two had come closer for a furtive look. The lead not-Gnoll edged forwards and peered up at the rift. He moved a few feet forwards— 
 
    An arrow sprouted from his eye. He dropped without a sound. The other Raskghar stared at him in alarm and then stared at the rift. They saw something move right where ceiling met dungeon. A head dropped down. Something flashed. 
 
    Another Raskghar dropped with an arrow in his chest. He had time to choke and try to roar before he fell. The remaining six immediately scattered. They aimed back at the rift, but the archer had disappeared! They waited, and then the body appeared again—from another spot. The [Archer] aimed, spotted a Raskghar, and loosed. The not-Gnoll howled in pain as an arrow took him in the side. The other Raskghar loosed arrows at the spot where the [Archer] had been—too late. The face disappeared out of view again. 
 
    The howling Raskghar fell silent as one of his companions struck him with a clawed hand, silencing him. The five hunters aimed their bows carefully, waiting. Waiting. Then they saw a flicker of movement. A head peered down out of the hole. Crimson eyes blinked at the surprised not-Gnolls. Instantly, all five Raskghar loosed arrows. The head pulled up. The arrows broke against the wall, and then another torso dropped down. The Hobgoblin holding the bow loosed an arrow as the Raskghar realized too late that they’d been baited to shoot! 
 
    An arrow took one of the Raskghar in the side of the head as she turned to duck. Another struck the wounded Raskghar in the leg. Now there were four of the ambushers left. They saw the Hobgoblin disappear again and looked at each other. 
 
    What was happening? 
 
    In the rift, hanging from the walls of the cliff leading up, the Redfang Warriors were completely silent. They gestured at each other, communicating the spots of the remaining four archers to their lone sniper. 
 
    Badarrow. The Hob hung upside down as Shorthilt and Headscratcher strained to hold his legs steady. He growled a soft order, and they lowered him—he shot, cursed, and kicked both legs. They instantly hauled him upwards as more arrows missed his position. 
 
    Six shots. Four kills. The seventh elicited a brief howl and then silence. Badarrow raised a finger as Numbtongue poked his head down below and answered with a hand sign. The wounded Raskghar was dead. Three arrows had finally done it in. 
 
    Three left. The Hobgoblins didn’t hesitate. They dropped off the cliff walls, landing hard as the hunters began to retreat. The Raskghar hadn’t expected that either. Shorthilt and Numbtongue charged one of the not-Gnolls while Rabbiteater and Headscratcher rushed another. Badarrow’s eighth arrow cut down the third Raskghar. 
 
    It was over in a second. The two archers fell to Shorthilt’s sword and the dagger Headscratcher had borrowed from Badarrow. They were strong and quick, but faced with two Hobs each, they went down fast, victims of multiple cuts. In the silence, the Redfang Warriors looked around swiftly. There were no more monsters. The ambush team had well and truly been ambushed. 
 
    It had been an easy victory. Perhaps too easy, but the Raskghar had grown accustomed to easy pickings. Silver and Bronze-rank adventurers were easy targets. After all, who expected to be ambushed the first second they entered a dungeon? 
 
    Goblins would. Goblins always expected a trap. Badarrow sneered and kicked a twitching claw away as he inspected the arrows the Gnoll throwbacks carried. He grunted as he found fourteen he liked and tossed the bad ones at Rabbiteater along with one of the bows. The other Hob grunted and slung it over his shoulder. 
 
    The Redfang Warriors spread out, searching the bodies, still not making a sound. They came away with crude stone axes, one genuine steel waraxe—probably looted from an adventurer—and several iron and steel daggers. No swords though—it seemed the Raskghar preferred axes. The Hobs grabbed the bows and arrows and nodded to each other. 
 
    Well, now they had weapons. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    This was the dungeon. It was dark. Quiet. But not silent. 
 
    The Redfang Warriors walked single file down a corridor. More like a tunnel. They could see well in the dark, but the blackness was oppressive. They could hear distant sounds, echoing down the corridor. The dungeon was filled with life. 
 
    But the things that moved in the dungeon didn’t move about loudly. Not unless they were the biggest and most dangerous thing. And that was a relative term. The monsters were all predators, and they stalked each other until they met in a brief, loud flash of violence. 
 
    Sometimes the Goblins thought they heard a trap go off. The sounds were so faint they were practically inaudible over their heartbeats. But the Goblins kept their breathing silent, their footsteps invisible, as they pressed forwards. 
 
    This was home. They were used to this. Not this dungeon, but this. Danger. Death. The Raskghar hadn’t known what hit them. They were used to adventurers, not Goblins who’d lived in the High Passes. 
 
    This is how they moved. Silently, the five walking relatively spaced out down a corridor, following each other’s tracks exactly. Rabbiteater took point. As the only Goblin with [Dangersense], he was suited to checking for traps. But he was aware of his limitations and opted for a different method than Halrac’s precise techniques, or Seborn’s expertise at spotting tripwires and pressure plates and concealed magic runes. 
 
    Rabbiteater followed the tracks on the ground, the places where dust and debris had been stirred by passing. Because monsters had obviously learned to avoid the traps. So Rabbiteater followed those spots. That meant of course they would run into monsters, but that beat stepping on something nasty. 
 
    These are the things they carried. Healing potions and alchemical weapons, stolen from Octavia’s shop. Weapons from the Raskghar. A hemp bag, three of them, in fact. A bed sheet, stuffed into Headscratcher’s pack. Sharp rocks, a handmade sling of Rabbiteater’s. 
 
    Nothing else. No food, no artifacts. To adventurers, they would have been horribly unprepared, but the Redfang Goblins followed the Goblin way of doing things. Travel light to hide and run. They weren’t here to explore. They were on a mission. 
 
    Find the treasure. They’d memorized Vuliel Drae’s explanation of where to go. The Redfang Goblins had to cross about eighteen corridors between the entrance and the dungeon. They made it down two corridors, one filled with flame traps, another completely cleared, according to Vuliel Drae. 
 
    It wasn’t. The Redfang Goblins paused as they spotted something oozing its way down the corridor at a distance. Badarrow raised his bow, training his arrow on the…slug? Coming their way. Then the Goblins realized it was a lot of slugs and backed up. 
 
    They were headed down an intersection, dozens upon dozens of the long, oozing things. They were giant slugs with razor spines on their fronts. They were following something. The Redfang Goblins peered at the wounded, shambling, giant thing that was stumbling away from them. A…moth? 
 
    A Face-Eater Moth. One of the big, wagon-sized ones. It looked like it had been chewed apart. It was bleeding as it fled. The slugs pursued. The Redfang Goblins exchanged a look. How many moths had survived the battle at Liscor? Had they lost their position in the dungeon? Were things hunting them? 
 
    No time for questions. They moved on. This tunnel was odd. It was devoid of traps, according to the scattered tracks, but it looked as if that was because it was part of some kind of crossing. The corridor split eight ways, two of the paths sloping downwards. The Redfang Goblins paused. Vuliel Drae had gone left here. They crossed to one edge of the corridor. 
 
    Rabbiteater peeked around the corner of the intersection swiftly. His first glance showed him nothing so he moved forwards. The other Hobs kept an eye on the other directions. They moved swiftly, each one tracking a different direction. This was like a hunting expedition in the High Passes. 
 
    They watched their surroundings, checking for camouflaged monsters. In the High Passes, it was common to run into Gargoyles hiding in plain sight. And that was only the outer layers. Further in, there were things that could kill two Goblins in the middle of a patrol without anyone noticing. 
 
    This corridor led to a labyrinth of doors, a maze of interconnected rooms. The Redfang Warriors slowed here and made even less noise than before. They crept along, silent, wary. They had to pass through this section—Vuliel Drae had fled through here, pursued by moths and Raskghar. 
 
    There were no moths today. But there were many, many doors. The Redfang Goblins paused at the first one. They stood back from it, in the center of the corridor. Their eyes narrowed. 
 
    Each Goblin was different. Erin had said so, and she was close to the truth. They were all low-level compared to adventurers, at least. None of them had passed Level 20, for all they were elites. Goblins seldom lived long enough to level that high, so Garen Redfang had created Goblin warriors who trained hard and relied on their skills as much as their Skills. 
 
    Headscratcher was passionate. Angry, prone to fury in combat. Strongest of the five. Badarrow was an archer. Rabbiteater was a tracker, swift. Numbtongue could speak. And Shorthilt? He was a weapon expert. His sword had been the only one not to break from use against the Face-Eater Moths. He had a Skill, [Keener Edge], which allowed his iron blade to cut flawlessly for the first few blows. It was he who made the first move. 
 
    The door was old. Wooden—it looked like someone had broken it, and then rebuilt it with scraps. The Goblins eyed it. Shorthilt moved slowly towards it, his blade held in one hand. He paused, five steps from the door. He eyed it and then darted forwards. He stabbed through the old wood at knee-height and was rewarded with a scream. The Goblins instantly charged forwards. 
 
    They hadn’t known something was behind the door. They’d guessed. The other doors flew open as Raskghar charged out. The furious beast people looked around for their prey—and saw them running down the corridor. They were escaping! Rabbiteater took the lead, dashing from safe spot to safe spot. The other four Hobs raised their bows and loosed arrows, making the Raskghar duck back under cover, snarling. 
 
    One, two, ten…there must have been over twenty of them waiting in ambush! They howled as they followed the Redfang Goblins. But the Goblins’ arrows forced them to stay back. And the Goblins knew where to go. 
 
    Forwards, down the corridor! Then left, through a low tunnel! Up a ramp—skirt the suspiciously clean section of flooring there. Now, through the right corridor. The howling of the Raskghar followed them. The Goblins ran as fast as Rabbiteater could move. They saw a figure appear out of the corridor behind them. Badarrow snarled, shot. The figure dropped. 
 
    He was no ordinary [Archer]! He was an expert, a marksman! Badarrow’s fingers plucked another arrow, and he loosed it as more Raskghar poured around the wall. 
 
    [Shattershot]. His arrow struck one of the Raskghar. It should have fragmented into deadly shrapnel, but the not-Gnoll was armed with a wicker shield. Badarrow snarled as the Raskghar roared at him. 
 
    More arrows flew. This time back at the Hobs. The not-Gnolls charged down the tunnel. Shorthilt, Numbtongue, and Headscratcher went to meet them as Rabbiteater moved backwards, scouting the path forwards. 
 
    Raskghar. They were huge, taller than the Hobs, but hunched. They outweighed the Goblins. They wouldn’t have out-massed Grunter, but all five of the Redfang Warriors were thinner. The first charge nearly knocked Headscratcher off his feet as Shorthilt cut his enemy. Numbtongue hacked at a Raskghar and was unpleasantly surprised as his axe barely cut through the fur and flesh. The muscles of the monster were thick! 
 
    And it had claws. And a stone mace. It struck Numbtongue on the shoulder, and he shouted in fury. His axe struck the Raskghar across the face, and it threw him backwards. The monster charged, and Numbtongue swiveled. Rather than stand up, he waited for the Raskghar warrior to leap at him and kicked. 
 
    It was a strong blow. The monster’s leap was diverted, and it smashed into a wall. Quick as a flash, Numbtongue was on him. He swung with all his might—his iron axe bit into the Raskghar’s shoulder and stuck. It snarled and slashed at him with its claws. Numbtongue felt it lay open his arm and let go of his axe. He punched back, snapping the thing’s head back with powerful blows. 
 
    But it was too much beast. The Hob felt the Raskghar’s claws open up his chest, side—he stumbled back, and the Raskghar chased him. Right into Shorthilt’s sword. The other Hob had dispatched his foe with a precise cut to the belly and face, hitting the vitals. He stepped back as Numbtongue garbled a word of thanks. They spun—Headscratcher rose from his foe. His steel waraxe was buried in its chest, having splintered the monster’s shield first. 
 
    Strong foes. The Hobs exchanged a glance as more Raskghar warriors and archers poured up the ramp. They turned. Rabbiteater shouted—the Hobs ran after him, following his trail. 
 
    How many tunnels had they gone down? Badarrow snapped a question as he grabbed Headscratcher’s quiver of arrows. Rabbiteater counted. Six? Twelve more to go! They had to lose their pursuers. The howling of the Raskghar was drawing attention their way! 
 
    Time for a diversion. Numbtongue asked a quick question as he splashed part of a healing potion over his injuries. Rabbiteater pointed. Numbtongue grabbed a bag from his belt and opened it. He tossed it to the ground as smoke began to billow forth. 
 
    A smoke bag. One of Ryoka’s specialty items, in fact. Only two gold coins and three silver at Octavia’s shop. Free, if you grabbed it when she wasn’t looking. The Raskghar coughed as the smoke obscured the Goblins’ progress. One snarled and charged through the smoke—and howled in agony. The other Raskghar paused and backed up. 
 
    The smoke lasted for a minute. Two minutes…it began to clear. They spotted their fallen comrade. He’d ventured onto the trap in the corridor—a pressure plate that had swung part of the wall out and sent a series of needle-sharp spikes into his body. The Raskghar growled and sniffed the air. They coughed. The smoke was getting in the way. But they had their prey’s scent. They followed, cautiously moving down the safe parts of the corridor they knew. 
 
    The Redfang Goblins had used their time to flee further. Rabbiteater was working off of Vuliel Drae’s directions still, but he had to check for traps. He was sweating with the effort of his work. Speed or safety? He hesitated and then ran down a section of the corridor he thought was safe. He didn’t die. The other Hobs followed him. 
 
    Rabbiteater was an expert at running fast. He’d caught rabbits, hence his name. He was as close to a [Scout] as the Redfang Warriors had—he would have been one, but he was a better warrior and so Garen had promoted him. Now he ran forwards with reckless abandon. There was a trick to traps. If you were fast enough— 
 
    A glow underfoot. Rabbiteater dove, and the snaking whip of light went right through his side, rather than his chest. He cried out as the other Hobs paused. They checked the right-hand side of the corridor, rushed over to him. 
 
    The lance of light had gone right through Rabbiteater’s side. It hadn’t cauterized the wound, strangely. It was just light, not heat. Rabbiteater was already bleeding. He let Shorthilt pour a healing potion into the wound and got up. Headscratcher grabbed his shoulder. Rabbiteater nodded. 
 
    Not dead. So long as they weren’t dead, the Hobs could trust to the healing potions to mend their wounds. They’d get tired and lose blood, but they could go on. They’d stolen two potions per Hob. An extravagant amount for the Redfang Warriors, who’d grown used to having one or two healing potions between a group of thirteen. 
 
    On! The Raskghar had to be following. Numbtongue had heard a distant howl. The Hobs moved on as Rabbiteater slowed his rapid advance only marginally. They were so preoccupied with advancing that they nearly didn’t hear the heavy tread of echoing footsteps until it was too late. 
 
    The Hobs froze. Something was coming. This tunnel had a few alcoves to hide in, so the Goblins did just that. They hid as something came towards them. Whatever it was, it was metallic. Headscratcher saw a huge suit of enchanted armor come walking towards him. It paused as it saw him and raised an old sword. Numbtongue leapt on it from behind, and Rabbiteater tackled its legs. 
 
    The suit of armor was strong! It threw Numbtongue but was too slow to stop Shorthilt. He grabbed its right arm. The enchanted armor raised its left, and Badarrow grabbed that. It struggled—both Hobs grunted as they used their strength to hold it still. Rabbiteater was holding the legs together, and Numbtongue raced to help him. They held the armor still as Headscratcher raised his axe. 
 
    The first blow made the armor’s pauldrons ring with the impact. Headscratcher snarled and struck it again with the axe. The blow was heavy with all his force behind it, but the armor barely buckled. The armor was magical! But the Hobs held on, and Headscratcher hit it again. And again! And again! 
 
    He had lost too many friends. Headscratcher had always been strong, but the grief of losing Bugear, the fury of battle—it had all made him stronger. As a Hob, he was twice, perhaps three times, as strong as he had been as a Goblin. The fifth blow bent the armor and Badarrow swore as the impact made his arms go numb. Headscratcher saw the suit of armor struggling to be free. The visored head swiveled back and forth from Badarrow to Shorthilt, outraged, as if demanding to be given a fair fight. 
 
    The Goblins didn’t believe in fair fights. Headscratcher raised his axe again. 
 
    The sixth blow finally split the armor’s right shoulder. Whatever binding was on the pauldrons came loose, and Shorthilt ripped the arm off with a roar. The armor stumbled. Headscratcher abandoned his axe and grabbed the armor’s leg with Rabbiteater as Shorthilt tossed aside his arm and grabbed the head. All five Hobs nodded, and they all pulled simultaneously. 
 
    The magic resisted the Hobs for a few seconds, and then the weakened enchantment gave. The Hobs tumbled backwards as the suit of armor came apart in a rending screech of old metal. They stumbled upright and grabbed the armor. 
 
    Now they had armor. They discarded most of it. The heavy chest piece would slow them down. The suit of armor had been built for a true giant among men. Or some other species. But the gauntlets, the greaves, and other smaller pieces? Loot that could be reused or resized perhaps. The Goblins each took a piece. Numbtongue tried the helmet on and grunted. Too big. He took it anyways. A helmet could save your life when arrows were flying at your head. 
 
    The battle had taken minutes. Long. Far too long. The Hobs had expected the Raskghar to appear behind them at any second. But as their heartbeats slowed and the pounding of blood stopped rushing through their ears, they realized something was off. They couldn’t hear the howls of pursuit. 
 
    Had they escaped their pursuers? They’d run through at least one intersection. But—no. Hunters didn’t give up that easily, and this was the Raskghar’s territory! So why could they hear nothing? 
 
    The Hobs listened. Rabbiteater frowned. He had the best ears. And he could hear nothing. Not one sound. 
 
    Had something scared the Raskghar off? Or had they found other prey? Were they sneaking up on the Goblins? The Redfang Warriors exchanged a glance. Badarrow drew a finger slowly down his arm and pointed. Rabbiteater nodded. He took point while Badarrow and Numbtongue both watched their backs. This time the Redfang Warriors moved slowly, listening hard. 
 
    They knew this game. The Raskghar could be circling around, moving ahead and setting up an ambush. They advanced slowly until the tunnel widened and they entered…a bath house? 
 
    The Goblins paused as they entered a larger room. In the center was a long, deep pool filled with water. It would have looked like a swimming pool if the Goblins had ever seen a swimming pool before. They could only compare it to a bathhouse, which was, in itself, a rather abstract concept to them. 
 
    It was strange. The Redfang Warriors had listened to Garen Redfang’s exploits time and time again, and they were familiar with dungeons. Dungeons came in many forms. Some could be ruined castles, old mansions or cities lost to time. In such places, you’d naturally find homes and other rooms once intended for leisure. But this dungeon was clearly a killing field meant to channel adventurers towards monsters and traps. Why was there such a room here? 
 
    Perhaps it was for the monsters. They had to drink and eat. The Redfang Goblins edged into the room. Vuliel Drae had described passing through here, but like the Redfang Goblins, they’d refused to go anywhere near the water. It looked innocuous enough, but what might be living in the pool? 
 
    Something stirred near the far edge. The Goblins froze. They saw something hop backwards and then scuttle out of the room. The Redfang Warriors exchanged a glance and moved on. 
 
    How many corridors left? Ten? Eight? They were over halfway there and they hadn’t run into anything after the suit of armor. The sounds of pursuit were gone. That worried them, actually. Numbtongue kept glancing over his shoulder. Of the five Hobs, he was probably the weakest, as his duel with the Raskghar had shown. That still meant he was a strong warrior, but if he had a role in the group, it was being smart. 
 
    Just…being smart. The fact that Numbtongue could read and speak the common tongue quite fluently made him unique, even among other Hobs. He was better at reading and speaking than Garen Redfang, in fact, and it was rumored that he’d learned how to write in both the Human and Drakeish scripts. He was smart. But he was a warrior, which was more important in the Redfang Tribe. 
 
    It was Numbtongue who’d memorized every line Vuliel Drae had spoken and pointed left down the next intersection. He was good at remembering. He could remember every word from Erin’s song, the plays he’d listened to…it wasn’t that he had a perfect memory. It was just that he cared about important things. And Numbtongue also thought ahead. He wondered how they’d retrieve the treasure. Apparently it was trapped. Would they have to do the Goblin thing in retrieving it? 
 
    Another corridor, a long one. It felt like actual rooms were few and far between. This was a labyrinth, whereas the area that the Halfseekers and Griffon Hunt had so patiently attempted to disarm were room after room of challenges. The Redfang Goblins crept onwards. Shorthilt covered the back as Badarrow glanced down a side passage. The Goblin paused as he saw something behind him. 
 
    A face. A head. It was low to the ground. Peeking around the corner of the hallway they’d just passed through. It was…too low to the ground. As if whomever was there were lying on the ground and peeking around the corner. But. Shorthilt’s blood chilled. The distant face didn’t look…right. 
 
    It was a Human face, eyes wide and staring. A man’s? Shorthilt thought so. Instantly, he spoke a word. Three Redfang Warriors whirled while Rabbiteater kept an eye ahead. They stared at the spot Shorthilt was pointing towards. 
 
    But the head was gone. The Goblins glanced at Shorthilt. He pointed, spoke a word. 
 
    “Head.” 
 
    It was the first word anyone had said since entering the dungeon. The Redfang Warriors exchanged looks. Shorthilt had said ‘head’. Not person. That was because Shorthilt wasn’t sure about what he’d seen. Headscratcher pointed, jerked his thumb. Head back and see? The other three considered it, shook their heads. Badarrow raised a finger and circled with it. Too risky of being snuck up on. He pointed. Rabbiteater nodded. 
 
    They moved on. But this time Shorthilt and Numbtongue kept an eye on their rear. They passed down another corridor, lingering to check to make sure nothing was headed towards them. Then they strode into another room. 
 
    This one had writing on the walls. Numbtongue paused to stare at it. It looked like…a story? Some kind of warning? He was familiar with Drake writing, and Human writing, and this was neither. It looked vaguely similar to Drake writing but there weren’t any distinguishable words. He shook his head as the others moved through the room. They were on track—Vuliel Drae hadn’t mentioned the words on the wall, though. Numbtongue turned and then cursed. 
 
    There was a head staring at them. It disappeared as the Redfang Warriors turned again. It had been fast. Numbtongue had barely seen it. But it had been a head alright. 
 
    “Head?” 
 
    Shorthilt looked questioningly at Numbtongue. The Hob nodded. 
 
    “Raskghar.” 
 
    Shorthilt stopped. Numbtongue looked at him, sensing the Goblin’s sudden change in wariness. He raised his shoulders. What? Shorthilt hesitated and pointed back down the corridor. 
 
    “Human.” 
 
    The other Goblins stared at him. Shorthilt had seen a Human head. Not a Raskghar, staring blankly at him. Numbtongue’s skin crawled. He looked at the others. Headscratcher pointed. He shrugged his shoulders and pointed at the two. He wanted them to explain. 
 
    “Head. Low. Here.” 
 
    Numbtongue bent down and showed the others what he’d seen. A staring head, low to the ground. Too low. Peeking around as if…as if something was watching them. A Raskghar? But it had looked so… 
 
    The other Redfang Warriors looked at Numbtongue’s pantomime as Shorthilt nodded. They looked at each other uneasily. That didn’t look right. Headscratcher pointed. He walked two fingers back slowly and pointed at Badarrow. The Hob nodded. 
 
    Slowly, the Hobs left the room. Badarrow took a position at the doorway, watching the entrance. He waited as the other Hobs proceeded down the corridor, and then backed up. Not once did he turn around. Back down the next corridor, Numbtongue urging him backwards with low words. Badarrow did not want to get too far from the group. He kept staring. Now they were far from the room they’d left. He didn’t blink. And as he heard the other Hobs taking a few more wary steps, he saw it. 
 
    A head, poking around the doorway. This one was a Human head. Male. Balding. Was it the one Shorthilt had seen? It peeked out, not turning but—Badarrow swore and loosed an arrow. 
 
    The head vanished before the arrow was halfway towards it. This time the Redfang Warriors froze. They heard the arrow crack against a distant wall. And then silence. They were ready for something. Anything. But the head didn’t reappear. Badarrow muttered. He looked at Numbtongue, gestured. The other Hobs waited for Numbtongue to make sense of it. 
 
    “Head not turn…not…not moving right?” 
 
    Numbtongue spoke quietly. Badarrow garbled an answer, nodded, showed Numbtongue what he meant. The Hob’s conclusion was quiet. 
 
    “Head not turning. Peek out—can’t move. Not like that. Not if it was attached to body.” 
 
    The Redfang Warriors looked at him. Headscratcher tightened his grip on his axe. Of course, they hadn’t expected adventurers to act like that. But what could it be? 
 
    What was following them? Had it killed the Raskghar? The Redfang Warriors came to a quick conclusion. If it had scared away or done in thirty of the Raskghar…they were no match. Headscratcher pointed towards Rabbiteater, uttered a command. 
 
    Faster. They picked up the pace. Down one corridor, around another. They watched their backs. The head popped up every time they rounded a corner. It felt like the head was watching them. And it felt like whatever was following was moving faster each time. A bit faster. 
 
    Creeping up on them. And what could they do if it decided it was time? The Redfang Goblins searched for a spot to take cover, to use as a chokepoint. Advantageous terrain. But they were following Vuliel Drae’s directions. And as they were all suddenly, painfully aware, they could find the treasure room. But getting back would mean taking a new route and getting lost— 
 
    Or going back and confronting whatever was behind them. Shorthilt nudged Rabbiteater, mimed asking about his [Dangersense]. Numbtongue thought. He made a strangled noise. The Hobs walked faster. 
 
    Too soon, the Redfang Goblins were walking down a long corridor when Numbtongue called a halt. Badarrow muttered an oath—the head was peeking. He raised his bow, and the head disappeared. Then two came back. 
 
    Raskghar and Human. Both leaned out from around the corner as all the Redfang Warriors stared. Both heads, practically on top of each other. If they had been alive, the Raskghar would have had to be lying on the Human. 
 
    If they had been alive. But neither face blinked. Badarrow drew an arrow to his string and hesitated. The heads were waiting. Just staring. 
 
    “Here.” 
 
    Numbtongue’s voice didn’t quite shake. He pressed a hand to a section of wall and it vanished. He strode down the corridor. A long corridor with an open doorway to the left. A secret passageway. 
 
    With no way out. The Redfang Goblins hesitated, but there was no other option. They backed into the passageway. It could hold two of them abreast. Better, perhaps. They could hold off an enemy, let Badarrow shoot while they held whatever it was off. But on the other hand… 
 
    It was almost an afterthought to see the treasure room. Almost. Numbtongue stared at the pedestal in the center of the room, through a doorway without a door. Pedestals, in fact. 
 
    Three of them. One held a bundle of white cloth tied up with golden string. The second, a bell made of bronze and blue metal, half and half. The third? A necklace, a stone darker than obsidian with something carved on it, held on a long chain of glowing silver metal. All three objects made Numbtongue’s breath catch in his throat. He didn’t enter the room, though. He wasn’t an idiot. 
 
    The room was trapped. Trapped and deadly, according to the masked woman Vuliel Drae had met. And it must have been some trap to keep adventurers from going for the treasure. Rabbiteater could sense the danger too—he was grabbing at Numbtongue’s arm and shaking his head vehemently. The five Goblins all peeked at the treasure as Shorthilt and Headscratcher stood in front of Badarrow, facing the corridor. 
 
    It was coming. They had to make a plan. Fight, obviously. But grab the items first? The Goblins had no idea what the trap was, but they did have a solution. Rabbiteater pointed towards the objects. He could run in and grab one, throw it out and then try the others. It was a maneuver that would most likely kill him. But that was what the Goblins had agreed they would try. 
 
    A Goblin’s life for an artifact. Any Goblin would call it a good trade. They had had other plans they could execute. Trying to grab the artifacts with a rope, knocking them off the pedestals with an arrow—using a monster or Raskghar to get it. But they had no time. 
 
    And they didn’t know how far the trap extended. The five Hobs glanced at each other. Rabbiteater’s face was set. It was Badarrow who grunted and shook his head. 
 
    Don’t risk it. He pointed towards the end of the corridor. It was coming. Rabbiteater hesitated. He raised his hand and tapped his head. The others looked at him. Rabbiteater made a sound. It was a small scream. 
 
    His [Dangersense] was telling them—the Hobs looked at each other. Numbtongue bit the inside of his cheek, drawing blood. He looked around. 
 
    Narrow corridor. Treasure room. No way out except the way they’d come. That thing was already waiting there. It had heads. It was— 
 
    An uttered oath. Headscratcher had seen a head poke around. Not the ones from earlier. This one was Drake. Female. Staring. It peered at him, and Badarrow loosed an arrow. The head vanished. The arrow broke. 
 
    So quick! Numbtongue’s blood chilled as he readied his axe. There had to be something they could do! He was smart. This was his job. He studied the group. Healing potions, rocks, sling, bags. He saw Headscratcher arming himself with a vambrace from the enchanted suit of armor. Armor, a scant defense. But there had to be something more! Rabbiteater had his sling out. He was a better shot with that. Badarrow had his bow— 
 
    Sheets? Shorthilt tossed his bag to the ground, readying himself for a single decisive strike. The head poked around the corner again. A staring Human with hair. And then a Raskghar. The balding Human. The Drake. And a Gnoll. Five heads. One for each Goblin. They stared blankly. Not smiling, not frowning either. Just staring with wide, wide eyes. Unblinking. 
 
    The Goblins waited. Their pulses rose. Badarrow aimed from head to head but didn’t waste the arrow. Numbtongue’s mind was empty. Heads. Monster. Rabbiteater was groaning, his [Dangersense] telling him what was waiting there. Numbtongue glanced at the treasure room. Salvation was one of the artifacts. But which one? Cloak? Necklace? Bell? He looked at the heads. They pulled back. 
 
    Now—Numbtongue turned. He threw something into the treasure room with a crash. Shorthilt’s gaze shifted over, flicked back. He saw something move around the corner— 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Darkness. Headscratcher woke up on the floor. He stared up. He could see the corridor above him, dark, the ceiling ten feet overhead. He could hear a shuffling sound. But he couldn’t see what it was. And neither could he move. He lay on the ground and realized he was propped up on something. 
 
    Shorthilt. The other Hob was lying at an angle, eyes wide, body slumped against a wall. He was alive—Headscratcher could feel his pulse thundering wildly. But he couldn’t move. 
 
    None of the Hobs could. They lay where they had fallen, puppets filled with life, as something shuffled around the corner into the secret tunnel. 
 
    It was Badarrow who had the best view. He’d fallen into a sitting position, his bow awkwardly propping him up. He saw a head appear around the corner, the bald Human’s. It stared at him and then moved out more. Badarrow saw the neck come out—and then nothing. He stared as the head seemed to disappear past the neck. Then he realized it wasn’t attached. 
 
    It was on a stick. The staring Human’s face stared at Badarrow. It was joined by the Raskghar head and the Drake head. And followed by a hand. 
 
    It was large. Brown. Not furred, but leathery, a cracked, huge thing with long, thick fingers. And then an arm, as large as Badarrow’s chest. A torso—a—body— 
 
    Something shuffled around the corner, holding the heads. Five, three in the left hand, two in the right. It had two thick arms with six digits each. The...fingers…were opposable and gripped long sticks that were jammed into the neck of each head. And the thing that held them? 
 
    It had no head. No neck. Just a rounded upper torso with two gaping holes where the eyes should be. The sockets were dark, and Badarrow couldn’t see if there were actually eyes in them. They were gaping ruins in its face. And its legs. It shuffled closer on stumps of legs. Then Badarrow realized. 
 
    It was kneeling. To enter the small tunnel, the thing was kneeling. It was tall. And though it looked thick, if it stood to its full height it would be long and—Badarrow struggled with all his might to move. 
 
    Move! Raise his bow! Loose an arrow at it! But he couldn’t. He was paralyzed. Forced to stare. The thing rotated a head towards him. Badarrow saw a blank, staring Drake’s face, her eyes wide, unmoving. Was that how it saw? 
 
    Then he saw the sack. It was bloody, stained. The thing pushed it slowly over with one hand as it intruded into the corridor. It crept closer, shuffling on its…knees? The gaping sockets peered at the five Goblins. 
 
    A hand rose. Badarrow saw the thing stuff the heads it carried into the bag. It crept closer. The Hob struggled. Move a finger! Open his mouth to shout! Something. 
 
    Anything. He couldn’t do a thing. Badarrow could see Headscratcher and Shorthilt lying in front of him. Rabbiteater and Numbtongue were next to him. Their chests rose and fell, but the Hobs were still. And the thing was creeping closer. It reached down, and Badarrow saw it touch Headscratcher’s neck. It traced a line down his neck as beads of sweat ran down Headscratcher’s face. 
 
    Slowly. Lovingly. The thing had no talons. Just brute stumps. It bent, and Badarrow saw into one of the gaping sockets. It went back too far into the thing’s head. Ruined flesh. And in the depths, something bright and dark. It swiveled to look at him. The thing turned. 
 
    It lifted Shorthilt up, a hand on the Hob’s chest, another around his neck. The thing squeezed gently, and Badarrow saw the Hob’s eyes widen. Shorthilt’s entire body gave the weakest of twitches. Nothing more. 
 
    The fingers of the hollow-eyed thing began to close. They constricted slowly around Shorthilt’s neck, squeezing. Tighter. Tighter. The Hob was trying to move. Badarrow could see Headscratcher’s chest rising and falling faster. He tried to move— 
 
    “Nn.” 
 
    A voice. The thing turned. It stopped squeezing Shorthilt’s neck, dropped the Hob. It turned to look past Badarrow. 
 
    At Numbtongue. It crept forwards, over Headscratcher’s body, past Shorthilt. Badarrow heard the Hobs’ bodies creaking as the thing shuffled over them. It brushed him aside and lifted Numbtongue up. The Hob made another sound. 
 
    “Nn.” 
 
    It was all he could do. Slumped now, Badarrow saw the Hob staring defiantly into the thing’s sockets. It held him, fingers pressing slowly into his neck. Numbtongue’s face darkened. His flesh deformed. His eyes bulged. And moved. 
 
    Something happened. Badarrow saw the thing pause. It stared past Numbtongue. At…what? At something beyond him. In the treasure room. Slowly it dropped Numbtongue. Badarrow struggled to move, to see! He saw the thing shuffle past the Hob. Into the treasure room! It hesitated as it squeezed itself in. And then it passed the threshold— 
 
    There was a sound like a sigh. Suddenly Badarrow sat up. He heard a cry, saw Rabbiteater leap to his feet. The Redfang Warriors scrambled up, and Badarrow lurched towards the doorway— 
 
    And froze. The thing was standing at the doorway, two six-fingered hands pressed up against a shining barrier of light. It was trapped in the treasure room! And whatever effect it had had on the Goblins had ended when the magic trap activated. Now it was pressed up against the barrier. And it was holding something in one hand. 
 
    A helmet. A steel helmet. A closed visor. If you looked at it right, you could almost imagine it was a…head. Badarrow stared at Numbtongue. The Hob was gasping, coughing as he backed away from the room. The thing inside, the collector of heads, stared at the Redfang Warriors. Just stared. 
 
    And then the trap began to activate. At first, all the Hobs could see was a fine mist descending from above. Then they saw the thing’s flesh begin to slough off. The acid poured down in a mist, melting the thing. Then fire burned. It engulfed the room, a searing blaze. The thing stood, its flesh smoking, not burning. Its hide was tough. 
 
    And then there was a hissing sound. Magic arrows blasted every corner of the room, avoiding the pedestals. The thing stood. The wind turned to blades. Water filled the room as the trap continued. It was melting, dying, its body disintegrating. But it just stared. 
 
    At the Redfang Goblins. From face to face, as if it was memorizing them. The five Hobs stood, watching the trap continue. 
 
    Water became acid again. And then fire. The trap continued. It didn’t stop. And as the second cycle began, the thing seemed to realize it couldn’t outwait the trap. It drew back a fist and struck the barrier. The Hobs heard a dull thump. The magic shimmered brighter but didn’t change. The thing drew back both hands and struck again. 
 
    Thump. The barrier held. The thing hit. Thump. Badarrow backed up from the doorway. The other Hobs drew their weapons as the thing struck again. Thump. 
 
    Thump. It was melting. The brown leather had flaked off, revealing something red and yellow underneath. Some kind of skeleton? Something else? It was a mess of blood and melted flesh. It struck the barrier. The blow was heavy. 
 
    Thump. Badarrow thought he saw something shift around the doorframe. 
 
    Thump. The thing’s hands were melting. It didn’t have—the fingers—Badarrow thought it would quit. Then its torso drew back. It slammed against the magical barrier. 
 
    Thump. The stones shook. A puff of powdered masonry dislodged itself. The Hobs backed up against the far wall nervously. 
 
    The trap was killing it. But the thing was still alive. Fire consumed its body. 
 
    Thump. 
 
    Arrows of light tore pieces of it away. 
 
    Thump. 
 
    Water drowned it. It didn’t breathe. 
 
    Thump. 
 
    It was staring at them. The barrier was fading. The acid had melted it. Its head was deformed. It was exposed, its brown leather exterior revealing a yellow and bloody red mess. The eyes— 
 
    Thump. Thump. Thump. 
 
    The Redfang Warriors backed up. Thump. The thing was staring at them. The magic faded. The thing pulled back its melting head. Part of it sloughed off. It slammed its head. Thump. Thump. 
 
    Th— 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    This time it was Numbtongue who woke up first. He saw the empty room, felt a burning pain on his legs, and shouted. The other Hobs were up in seconds. They stared around wildly. 
 
    The thing was gone. The magic barrier in the trap room had broken, as had the walls. They were partially torn open, stone bricks lying on the ground. The room was still filled with dissolved flesh, part of the thing. But it had gone. 
 
    And it had left behind the sack of heads. The Hobs stared around. Badarrow ran out into the main corridor with Shorthilt. The thing had left a trail of flesh and acid. It stopped after twenty feet. The Hobs looked at each other. Headscratcher opened the bloody bag. He stared into it and silently showed what was inside to Rabbiteater. The two Hobs stared into the bag and closed it. They refused to let the other three Redfang Warriors see what was inside. They left the bag where it was and refused to go near it. 
 
    The trap room was still filled with traces of acid. Numbtongue had gotten some on his legs and stomach. From where the thing had crawled over him to get away? The healing potion neutralized it, as did scrubbing fiercely at the spots with Erin’s bed sheet. Numbtongue looked into the trap room and took a deep breath. The three objects were still standing on the pedestals. He stepped into the room and waited. 
 
    Nothing happened. The magic had been broken. Slowly, Numbtongue reached for the bundle of cloth. He didn’t touch it, but rather poked it into one of the hemp bags, using the handle of his axe. He did the same for the necklace and bell, storing them in separate bags, making sure, very sure that the bell didn’t ring. 
 
    Then the Goblins looked at each other. They’d done it. They’d found the treasure. But they didn’t feel relieved. They had no idea whether that thing with the heads was dying or dead. They stared at the sack lying on the floor. Then they turned and ran. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    They didn’t run far. That was a way to die. But the Goblins did march quickly back down the corridors. They stared in every direction, and Badarrow kept looking behind him. Waiting to see a head peeking out from a corner. He never did, but that didn’t stop him from thinking he did. The other Redfang Warriors moved in silence, shaken. 
 
    What they’d seen—what that thing was—it was like something from the High Passes. One of the dark things. Far worse than Crelers. Why had it collected heads? Were there more of it? Why— 
 
    It was easy to trace their steps back. But in their haste, the Redfang Goblins nearly walked into the pile of dead Raskghar. Only Rabbiteater’s strangled exclamation warned them before they walked into the silent forms. The Raskghar lay where they had been killed, headless. Nearly thirty of them. The Redfang Warriors avoided the corpses and hurried back. Badarrow kept looking over his shoulder. It wasn’t dead. It wasn’t dead. And it had looked at them. At him. 
 
    Memorizing his face. Was it hiding? Why hadn’t it tried to kill them? Maybe it was too injured to keep them paralyzed for long. Maybe— 
 
    Two corridors away from the exit of the dungeon, Badarrow saw it. A face. It peeked out of the corridor. He screamed, raised his bow, and loosed an arrow. In his fear, his shot was wide. The arrow flew past the face, and Badarrow heard an exclamation. The head twisted, and he realized it wasn’t a disembodied head! It was a—Goblin. 
 
    A Goblin. The small, pallid thing had far paler skin than the Redfang Goblins, and it was small, malnourished. But it was clearly a Goblin. The Redfang Warriors stared. The small Goblin stared at them. It had a sling in its hands. It whirled it and threw. The stone shot past Headscratcher. He stared. 
 
    Then they heard a howl. Behind the Goblin, a dark shape bounded forwards. A Raskghar, followed by more of its kin and smaller Cave Goblins! They were armed, and the Cave Goblins rushed forwards with uncertain shouts, staring wide-eyed at the Hobs. 
 
    For a second the Redfang Warriors were stunned. Then their reflexes kicked in. They turned and ran as the Raskghar hunting party pursued them. There were dozens of Raskghar and countless more Cave Goblins. They flooded the corridors, scaring the other monsters away. The Redfang Warriors ran, tracing their route back. Death came flooding down every corridor. But it was almost a relief. They spotted the rift and ran towards the walls leading up. But there were no ropes! They would have to climb. 
 
    Badarrow spun and raised his bow. He loosed an arrow and dropped the Raskghar in front. Headscratcher boosted Shorthilt up and turned. He punched a Goblin so hard it dropped, raised his axe, and then changed his mind and kicked another Goblin. They backed away as Headscratcher and Badarrow lashed out with fists, pummeling the small Goblins rather than slaughtering them. 
 
    Arrows were flying through the air. Numbtongue cried out in pain as one pierced his shoulder, but he kept climbing. Headscratcher swore and pulled something from his belt. Another smoke bag? No, they’d stolen— 
 
    The vial broke, and Badarrow gagged as Octavia’s stink potion exploded in his nostrils. He nearly vomited there and then, and saw the Cave Goblins staggering back, gagging. They were able to move though, and one took a slice out of his calf with a dagger. Badarrow clubbed the Goblin with his bow. 
 
    The effect on the Raskghar was ten times stronger, though. The Hobs heard a howl as the Gnolls’ distant cousins writhed in agony, covering their noses, vomiting, or simply running to get out of range of the deathly odor. The Hobs took that opportunity. Badarrow and Headscratcher leapt for the walls, kicking Goblins swarming after them. Numbtongue and Rabbiteater were already at the water’s edge. They raised their arms and pulled themselves up into the water. Shorthilt followed, and Headscratcher climbed after him. 
 
    Badarrow was about to enter the water when he felt a thud in his back. An arrow from one of the Raskghar! He twisted, and another struck him in the shoulder. Headscratcher looked down at his friend and shouted. Badarrow grunted. He didn’t feel— 
 
    His grip slipped. He nearly fell, but Headscratcher grabbed him. The Hob hauled him up and somehow pulled Badarrow into the water as the Cave Goblins tried to pull him down. Headscratcher roared and then took a breath. Weakly, Badarrow did the same. Their heads plunged into the water overhead. 
 
    And then they were swimming. Or rather, Headscratcher was. One hand stroked, and he kicked with both legs as he carried Badarrow with his other arm. Badarrow tried to paddle as well, but he felt—tired. Poison? Right, the arrows had been… 
 
    It was a long way to the surface. Nearly a hundred feet overhead the light was shining dimly, obscured by moving shapes. Fish. Headscratcher strained, pulling his body and Badarrow’s up with every laborious kick. He struggled towards the light. But it was so far. 
 
    And there was blood in the water. Fish were attracted to Badarrow’s wounds. They swam around the two Hobs, some biting, others curious. Headscratcher tried to ward them away as he swam. But he was out of breath. He could swim a hundred feet up if he’d been by himself and hadn’t been exhausted. But two people? 
 
    A hand on his arm. The one that was gripping Badarrow. Headscratcher felt Badarrow trying to make him let go. One of them could make it. But Headscratcher refused to loosen his grip. Never. Never again. He’d rather die than…than… 
 
    Blackness. Again, creeping at the thoughts. Darkness. Headscratcher felt weary. It wasn’t fair! They’d done it. They’d come away with the treasure. But two wouldn’t make it. At least Numbtongue had the artifacts. At least… 
 
    So this was it. Headscratcher struggled, but the sky was far, far away. It was a good trade, in the end. They’d done it. Survived a dungeon. Sacrificed, taken treasure adventurers couldn’t get. That was worth it. That was a good Goblin death. That was good. Wasn’t it? 
 
    He wished he could see Erin again. One more time. Say something. Anything. He could almost see her face, smiling, asking him if he was really okay. It was funny. Headscratcher thought he was having a vision of her in the water. It looked like she was right there. Swimming towards him— 
 
    Erin reached down and grabbed Headscratcher. He stared at her, the blackness consuming him. Erin pulled something off her finger and clumsily fumbled it onto his. Headscratcher stared. And then he inhaled. 
 
    And he felt oxygen flood into his lungs. Pure, clear, air! Only, it wasn’t air! It was water! But he could breathe it! He stared at the ring on his finger as he gasped and then grabbed Badarrow. The Hob’s eyes were closed, but as Headscratcher shoved the ring onto his pinkie finger, the Hob’s eyes widened suddenly. He gasped, and Headscratcher realized his lungs were full of water. He began to choke and saw Erin was doing the same. Then he felt something yank him up. 
 
    Headscratcher, Erin, and Badarrow were pulled up through the water faster than any of them could swim! They passed by a swimming Pisces, making the water boil around a fish, Jelaqua, grappling with one of the giant black octopus-fish, Seborn, nimbly stabbing a swimming Raskghar as he breathed the water like air, and a sinking Dawil, flailing with hammer in hand. And then they broke out of the water and hung, vomiting water and gasping in fresh, cool air. 
 
    The rain stung Headscratcher’s face. It was pouring! He turned and saw who had carried them out of the water. Falene, Typhenous, and Moore, standing on a hilltop! They pointed, and Erin and the two Hobs floated towards them. By their side, Ceria was shooting [Ice Spikes] into the water, and Revi’s summoned warriors were shooting arrows with Halrac at the fish hounding the other Redfang Warriors and adventurers in the water. 
 
    “There they are!” 
 
    “Quick, get them out of the water! Damn it, someone get Dawil!” 
 
    “Where’s Ylawes!?” 
 
    “He’s got a Raskghar! Pull him up!” 
 
    The [Mages] were shouting as the other adventurers surfaced and pulled themselves into boats manned by scared-looking Drakes and Gnolls. The waters were churning with motion. The two Hobs and Erin were unceremoniously dropped to the ground. Headscratcher landed and scrabbled for a healing potion for Badarrow. He poured it over his friend, slapping Badarrow’s face urgently until the Hob punched him back. Then Headscratcher just lay back. 
 
    “Hey.” 
 
    A voice made Headscratcher sit up weakly. He saw Erin, still breathing hard, panting and looking at him as the other adventurers struggled out of the water. She pointed to the ring on Badarrow’s fingers. 
 
    “Give that back to Ksmvr later, will you? That’s his. He lent it to me.” 
 
    Headscratcher stared at her and then fumbled with the ring. Erin shook her head. 
 
    “Later…you okay?” 
 
    Slowly, Headscratcher nodded. Erin gazed at him, then she punched him weakly. 
 
    “Don’t do that. Don’t…” 
 
    She trailed off weakly. Headscratcher hung his head. He hadn’t thought anyone would notice they’d gone. But somehow, Erin had. And she’d known exactly where they were. 
 
    “You did it. You actually did.” 
 
    Erin’s voice roused him. Headscratcher looked up and saw that she was staring at Numbtongue. The Hob looked drowned like the others, but he was holding the three bags filled with the artifacts tightly to his chest. The other adventurers were staring at him incredulously. Erin breathed out. 
 
    “Adventurers. I said you were, and Selys didn’t believe me.” 
 
    Headscratcher blinked. He pointed to himself questioningly, then at Badarrow. Erin nodded. 
 
    “That’s what you should be. That’s what I tried to get Selys to do. You should be adventurers. Goblin adventurers.” 
 
    Adventurers? Headscratcher couldn’t believe his ears. Like Garen Redfang? Like…them? He looked at his friends. His companions. Badarrow, sitting up groggily, Rabbiteater, still coughing up water. Shorthilt, the most unscathed but hopping mad because he’d dropped his sword while swimming, and Numbtongue. The one who’d saved them with a clever trick. All they’d done was go into a dungeon and loot it. Stole from it, really. Goblins were good at stealing things. But wasn’t that what adventurers did? When you really thought about it… 
 
    Adventurers. He had to admit, it had a nice ring to it. But it was too much to take in. Headscratcher lay on the grass. He stared up at the sky as rain hit him on the face. It was still raining. He was exhausted, hurt, and still frightened of what he had seen. But he was alive. The Hob lay there and began to laugh. After a while, Erin started laughing too. 
 
    They were alive. 

  

 
   
    5.16 S 
 
      
 
    “Uncle?” 
 
    The Drake was dozing, or just daydreaming absentmindedly. He looked up, startled, and then smiled. 
 
    “Selys! I was wondering when I’d see my favorite niece.” 
 
    “Your favorite one? What about all the other ones you have?” 
 
    Selys Shivertail smiled a bit as she walked over to the table, passing by a white Gnoll cub lying on the floor and snoozing. He pulled a chair out for her, as she eyed the cup and pitcher the Drake was drinking from. 
 
    “Drinking alone? Or am I interrupting?” 
 
    He chuckled as she sat. 
 
    “Hardly. But don’t drink from the pitcher—it’ll knock you off your tail. I’m always glad for company—I was just sitting and reminiscing.” 
 
    “Sounds good to me. And yeah, Erin makes weird drinks. You should have seen this blue fruit drink she used to make.” 
 
    Selys sat at the table. It was quiet in the inn, the only sound being the low buzz of Mrsha’s snores. Zel Shivertail looked at Selys with a smile. She smiled, a bit awkwardly. 
 
    “It’s been a long time, Uncle Zel. When was the last time you visited? Four years ago?” 
 
    “Could be. I’d visit more, but you know how it is. Duties and so on.” 
 
    “You mean, fighting a war between the Trisstral Alliance and Salazsar?” 
 
    “Ah. You heard about that?” 
 
    Selys rolled her eyes, and her tail curled slightly in mock annoyance. 
 
    “Uncle, you picked a fight with a Walled City! Of course everyone was talking about it!” 
 
    “It was more of a trade dispute. Salazsar was trying to enforce its claim over its gemstone monopoly, and I was asked, so…I won the dispute, as you may recall.” 
 
    “And then the Goblin Lord showed up, and you followed him here. You stay pretty busy, don’t you?” 
 
    “If I said I came here to visit you and your aunt, would that win me any points?” 
 
    The young Drake laughed. Zel grinned as he eyed her from head to tail. She hadn’t changed much. Selys was a young Drake in her prime, just past twenty years of age. She didn’t look all that different from other city Drakes her age. 
 
    She was dressed stylishly, despite the winter chill—contrasting colors were in—and she was a hard worker, stubborn at times, opinionated at others. But a far cry from Zel, who was older, a [General], who still wore his armor in the inn out of sheer habit. But they were family, however distant. 
 
    “Favorite niece. I thought you were just humoring me whenever you visited when I was young, but Tekshia told me you’d like me to say hi.” 
 
    The younger Drake looked thoughtfully at her Uncle. He shrugged, a bit awkwardly. 
 
    “Don’t tell anyone I said that, or it’ll cause some kind of incident. But I do mean it. Of all the Drakes claiming to be related to me, you’re the only one who doesn’t treat me like a hero or a symbol.” 
 
    Selys frowned. 
 
    “Really? There’s got to be one…” 
 
    Zel smiled. 
 
    “That would be you.” 
 
    “Huh.” 
 
    The two sat at the table for a little bit in silence. It wasn’t a bad silence; for all they were part strangers, they had known each other too long to be uncomfortable with each other. 
 
    “That’s not good. If I’m your favorite niece, how’s the rest of the family? You see me once every year at most.” 
 
    He grimaced and turned his face. Selys still saw it. He replied as casually as he could. 
 
    “Intimacy leads to strife. At least, among the Drakes. There’s not a single older member of my family who I’ve had a half-decent conversation with. Well, except for a few distant relatives. Your Aunt Tekshia is one of them, I’m glad to say.” 
 
    “That’s good.” 
 
    “Indeed.” 
 
    “…Did you see her? She said she’d talked to you.” 
 
    Zel nodded. He traced a pattern on the grain of the table’s surface with one claw. 
 
    “I visited her on the second day I arrived at Liscor. She kept asking me whether I’ll have grandchildren. Aside from that, it was cordial.” 
 
    Selys paused. An unspoken secret floated between the two. Zel knew that Selys knew, but Selys avoided the topic as adroitly as any [Receptionist]. 
 
    “Grandmother is like that. I hope you had a good time otherwise. She likes hearing war stories, you know.” 
 
    “I did entertain her with a few tales. She liked me talking about knocking out Wall Lord Ilvriss. He’s in the city, you know.” 
 
    “I heard. Why’s he in Liscor? Didn’t he lose his entire army to the Goblin Lord? Is he coming north for revenge, too?” 
 
    Zel hesitated. Selys didn’t need to hear about his mysterious meeting with Ryoka Griffin or the dark news she had imparted to him. She was a [Receptionist], not an adventurer. Ancestors, a [Receptionist]. It was such a mundane job. And he had known her parents… 
 
    The [General] caught himself glancing at Selys, only to realize she was staring at him from the side. She looked away, blushing, her tail twitching. Zel eyed her and then sighed. 
 
    “Ask.” 
 
    “I didn’t say anything!” 
 
    “No, but you were thinking it. I won’t be offended. Believe me, I’ve met Drakes with far less tact than you’re showing, and that was my father. What’s on your mind?” 
 
    He waited as Selys mustered her thoughts. He expected any one of a hundred questions for her to ask. He hoped it was nothing that would open a rift between them, but she had been younger when he’d seen her last. And too afraid then to ask. So he waited. 
 
    When Selys did come up with a question, it surprised Zel. 
 
    “Are you…lonely?” 
 
    Zel blinked at her. Selys looked back at him. He wavered. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You don’t have anyone in your life. And you keep moving from city to city. Everyone always talks about you like a hero—unless you’re telling the Walled Cities how stupid they are for fighting and not dealing with the Antinium, that is. But is it lonely? You don’t have subordinates. You used to teach other [Generals] like Garusa Weatherfur. But now…” 
 
    Selys trailed off. Zel looked at her and felt old. What a question. Four years ago, Selys was a junior [Receptionist] in the Adventurer’s Guild, still arguing with her grandmother. Now, she was an adult. He blinked and realized she was waiting for his answer. Zel coughed and replied after a moment’s hesitation. 
 
    “I’m a soldier, Selys. A [General]. I don’t have time for personal relationships most of the time, and I’m not inclined to cause a stir.” 
 
    “I know. But if—no, never mind. Why are you staying at Erin’s inn, anyways? She said you liked it here because of her cooking. But is that really it? You could stay at any inn in Liscor you wanted.” 
 
    Selys’ tail twitched as she smiled at her uncle. She wanted to ask him more, he could tell. But maybe she wasn’t ready. Selys turned the conversation away, and Zel felt a pang. Maybe in two more years he could talk to her about—well, it wasn’t as if he needed someone’s shoulder to lean on, especially not his niece. But he smiled as he replied. 
 
    “I like it here. It’s peaceful.” 
 
    Selys half-turned in her chair to eye Mrsha. 
 
    “That’s true. But only half the time. Erin’s inn always has something weird going on, Uncle. Have you seen her do anything crazy?” 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    “Occasionally. But I still appreciate staying here. Despite her mistakes, Miss Solstice is quite caring, and her staff works hard. The little Gnoll also keeps me on my toes. I…well, it’s better, being here.” 
 
    “So you’ll stay here longer? Or are you going? No one asked you to fight the Goblin Lord, you know.” 
 
    “No. But it’s my duty.” 
 
    Selys’ forehead wrinkled. It reminded Zel of her growing up, making the same expression when she was vexed. 
 
    “Don’t you get a break? You’re a hero of two Antinium Wars! Don’t you wish you could tell everyone to leave you alone for a while?” 
 
    Zel paused. He’d taken a sip of the drink in his cup, and the inn pressed down on him for a moment. He lowered the cup and sat quietly for a moment. 
 
    “Sometimes, Selys. Sometimes. But whatever I want doesn’t matter. I have to be the shield of the Drakes—I am that symbol, for however much I’m ignored politically. Drakes are a curious people. We fight, we squabble and tear each other down, but we sacrifice for each other, too.” 
 
    She looked at him, ready to be angry. But that anger drained away as she looked at her uncle’s face. Zel shrugged self-consciously. 
 
    “Sorry about the philosophy. I suppose I’m just nostalgic. Miss Erin served me what she calls her ‘Faerie Flower drink’, and it’s quite something.” 
 
    “Oh, that? Don’t drink that!” 
 
    Selys reached over and pushed the cup away from Zel. She rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Honestly! I told Erin that’s not a drink you give—are you okay, Uncle?” 
 
    “Never better. And I’m quite alright, Selys. Don’t worry about it—it was an interesting experience.” 
 
    Zel sat up in his chair as Selys regarded the pitcher with a disgusted look. He smiled. 
 
    “Enough about me. I’m sure you’ve heard all the stories—most of them untrue, I’ll wager. What about you, Selys? Tell me about your job. Are you still working in the Adventurer’s Guild?” 
 
    “Yes. And there’s nothing interesting about it, Uncle. It’s just a job.” 
 
    “Tekshia tells me you work hard.” 
 
    “Hah! She never says that to my face! Look, I get paid and then I have fun. It’s nothing, Uncle. I’m not a child anymore.” 
 
    “So you’ve given up on being a dashing adventurer?” 
 
    Selys’ scales reddened, standing out on her green complexion. 
 
    “That was when I was twelve, Uncle!” 
 
    “I still remember you practicing with a sword and begging me to teach you how to claw fight.” 
 
    “Ancestors, please don’t bring that up!” 
 
    The young Drake woman covered her face in embarrassment. Zel laughed and relented. 
 
    “Very well. Your job is satisfyingly boring, then?” 
 
    Selys nodded in relief. 
 
    “The most excitement I have is coming here. Did you know I met Erin the first week she arrived here? She walked into the Adventurer’s Guild.” 
 
    “Really? Tell me about that.” 
 
    “If you insist. Okay, I was working at the desk when she just walked in and asked if this place was a smithy! She didn’t read the sign or anything. Which, if you know Erin, is typical of her…” 
 
    Selys scooted her chair closer to the table. Zel smiled as he abandoned his drink and his quiet mood. He let Selys talk about meeting Erin, her job, her attempts at dating, the fights she’d had with her grandmother, and then they ate dinner together. They were more friends than uncle and niece, and when Selys said goodbye, it was fondly, with a kiss on the cheek. 
 
    “Next time, you can visit me. Just not when I’m at work, okay, Uncle? If you walk into the Adventurer’s Guild, every Drake and Gnoll will want to shake your claw or kiss your feet or something.” 
 
    “I’ll remember that.” 
 
    Zel smiled as Selys bade him goodbye. Three days later, he left for the north. Selys heard of his alliance with Magnolia Reinhart two days after that. She never talked to him again. But sometimes she remembered what her grandmother had told her. And she wondered— 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “Selys?” 
 
    She jerked and sat up. Selys Shivertail looked around as memory was upstaged by reality. She saw Erin looking at her and realized half the adventurers in the room were looking at her. Guiltily, Selys sat up. 
 
    “Sorry, what’d I miss?” 
 
    “We were getting to the monster—or thing these Goblins found in the dungeon.” 
 
    Typhenous stroked his beard as he stood with his team around the table. Selys, sitting at another table Erin had pulled closer, glanced at the five Goblins sitting in the center of an audience of people. Five adventuring teams filled the inn—the Silver Swords, the Halfseekers, Griffon Hunt, the Horns of Hammerad, and the team of Vuliel Drae. Added to them was Olesm and Selys, both of whom had been summoned at the news of what had transpired in the dungeon. 
 
    It was a headache, and Selys was already wondering how her grandmother would take the news. Probably by telling Vuliel Drae to go right back in the dungeon and get eaten. She glanced at Olesm, wondering how the [Strategist] was taking the news. Then she realized the Goblins were talking. 
 
    Well, sort of talking. Between the five of them, they’d said very little. Their ‘speaker’, the Goblin that Erin said was named Numbtongue, was reticent, and the others preferred to gesture with their hands and bodies. They’d plotted a course through the dungeon, pausing to answer questions from the adventurers of what they’d seen. It was the mundane descriptions and pausing to ask ‘what does that mean?’ that had made Selys trail off. 
 
    Now however, the adventurers were focused, listening to the description of Face Collector, the monster that the Goblins had met. The name was what Erin had dubbed him, and it bothered Selys that his description was so close to Skinner’s. It bothered the other adventurers too. 
 
    “Tell us again what you saw. And one of you answer in words. I’m sick of sign language.” 
 
    Revi glared at the other Goblins. They glanced at each other, and four of them poked Numbtongue. He glared, but answered. 
 
    “Head. Sticking out from around corner. Watching us. Like this.” 
 
    Headscratcher got up and hurried over to the inn’s door. He opened it, stared at the rain pounding down, and then hurried into the kitchen instead. All of the adventurers watched as Headscratcher’s head poked out, wide and staring. Selys grimaced as she imagined that following her down a dark tunnel. 
 
    Erin shuddered. 
 
    “That’s creepy! You said there was a head staring at you? Just like that?” 
 
    All four Goblins nodded. Halrac looked at Jelaqua. 
 
    “Ring a bell?” 
 
    The Selphid shook her head. 
 
    “Nothing. And I’ve seen freaks in Baleros who collect all kinds of things. But that’s [Soldiers] and [Bounty Hunters]. Not a monster. Ylawes, you run into something like this?” 
 
    “Not us. And that paralysis effect—” 
 
    “What did the heads look like?” 
 
    Yvlon interrupted the Gold-rank adventurers. She stared hard at Numbtongue. He hesitated. 
 
    “Bald. Man. Older. Beard.” 
 
    He looked at the others and they nodded. Yvlon turned to Selys. The blonde woman was grim. 
 
    “Does that match any of the descriptions of the missing adventurers?” 
 
    All eyes turned to Selys. She hesitated as she flipped through her notes. Adventurers came and went, but she had a few written descriptions of some of the adventuring teams who’d gone into the dungeon and never come back. 
 
    “Uh—bald? Human? It could be one of two adventurers that went missing in the dungeon. Oh wait—one of those is female. Probably this guy, then.” 
 
    She nodded at the others. The adventurers listened as she read a description out, and the Redfang Goblins confirmed it. Selys saw two of the members of Vuliel Drae look at each other in horror. It was a grim meeting, for all the Goblins had emerged from the dungeon with treasure. 
 
    Treasure! Selys would have been shocked at the latest developments, but today she couldn’t find the energy. She was…occupied. So much so that the continuing discussion was just wearying to her, rather than important. 
 
    “Raskghar ambushes, some kind of guardian monster with a paralysis effect—and an excessively punitive magical trap. Think this dungeon’s anything but a vengeance dungeon, Jelaqua?” 
 
    Seborn looked up as he sat at a table, cleaning one of his daggers. Jelaqua sighed. 
 
    “It’s got treasure, Seborn.” 
 
    “I know. But we might be in over our heads.” 
 
    Falene cleared her throat politely. 
 
    “Let’s focus on what we know before we worry about the dangers. These Goblins acquired the treasures Vuliel Drae noticed—” 
 
    “Right! Which means they should belong to us!” 
 
    The short Dwarf woman burst out angrily. Everyone turned to stare at her. Anith, the Jackal Beastkin, covered his face. 
 
    “Dasha, please don’t embarrass us.” 
 
    “What, don’t we get a cut?” 
 
    Ylawes looked at his team members. 
 
    “That is a fair point.” 
 
    “Right. How about we give money to the idiots who didn’t tell us they caused the attack on Liscor?” 
 
    Revi looked like she could spit iron. Typhenous sighed. 
 
    “Revi, please let it go for the moment.” 
 
    “No! Honest adventurers come clean about their mistakes! What do you think would happen if we lied about a disaster like that?” 
 
    Ylawes glared at her. 
 
    “That doesn’t mean they don’t have rights to compensation for information, Miss Revi.” 
 
    “Up yours, Byres!” 
 
    The adventurers broke out into loud arguments, punctuated by angry flashes of magic crackling through the air. Halrac breathed out slowly, irritation written all over his face. 
 
    “Hey.” 
 
    Selys felt a tug at her arm. She turned and saw Erin gesturing towards her kitchen. Grateful for a reprieve, Selys followed her friend into the kitchen as the argument got louder. Selys sighed in relief. 
 
    “Thanks Erin, I could use a break.” 
 
    Erin looked at her friend. 
 
    “You alright, Selys? You were spacing out.” 
 
    “Spacing…out?” 
 
    Selys frowned. Erin corrected herself. 
 
    “Going like this.” 
 
    She gave Selys a vacant, unfocused look. Her Drake friend looked dismayed. Erin grinned. 
 
    “It wasn’t that obvious. But you seem distracted. Something wrong?” 
 
    “Oh. It’s…well, it’s a bit of bad news, Erin. Sorry, I know I should be invested. This is my job, after all. But it’s just that—well—” 
 
    The [Receptionist] grappled with how to tell Erin. The [Innkeeper] waited patiently, occupying herself by finding a keg she’d stored in one corner of her kitchen. 
 
    “Look, it’s—” 
 
    “Hey Erin! Revi’s about to pick a fight! Can you do something—oh.” 
 
    A Drake edged into the kitchen, looking nervous. It was Olesm. The [Strategist] saw Selys and Erin and broke off. Selys bit her lip, and her tail twitched in agitation. Erin sighed. 
 
    “Darn it! And I was just about to bring out my secret weapon. Hey Drassi! Help me lift this!” 
 
    Another Drake hurried into the kitchen. She waved at Selys, and Selys waved back. Drassi was one of her good friends, but the [Barmaid] was working, so she headed back out of the kitchen at once with Erin to calm the fight with a stiff drink for everyone. It worked on Revi because, according to Erin, she was nicer drunk than she was sober. 
 
    “Sorry. I didn’t mean to interrupt.” 
 
    Olesm looked somewhat awkward. He and Selys weren’t friends except through Erin. She shrugged. Selys had a bad feeling in her chest, like a cold lump. 
 
    “Forget about it. I was just telling Erin about what’s happening tomorrow. You know, right?” 
 
    “Tomorrow? Oh—” 
 
    Olesm paused. He looked at Selys. 
 
    “You know about that? I got a classified report, but how do you know?” 
 
    She glared at him. For a [Strategist], Olesm was an idiot. 
 
    “What’s my last name, scales-for-brains?” 
 
    “Um. Oh—I’m so—” 
 
    He turned red and stammered. Selys shook her head. 
 
    “Forget about it. I guess it’s just as well that I had to come here—on my day off—to deal with this. It’s not like my week can get any worse.” 
 
    “I’m sorry about that. It’s my day off, too. But this is a matter for the city, and you are the best [Receptionist] in the Adventurer’s Guild.” 
 
    “How wonderful for me.” 
 
    Selys’ mood was dark, and she really just wanted Olesm to follow Erin out so she could have a minute to herself. The last thing she wanted was to talk. Unfortunately, Olesm’s sense of tact was horrible. 
 
    “I know this is a bad time, but, uh, did you get a chance to bring up my proposal? The paperwork’s all done, but I haven’t gotten back a reply from the Adventurer’s Guild. I sent two follow-up requests via Street Runner—” 
 
    She couldn’t deal with this right now. Selys flared at Olesm. 
 
    “I’m working on it, Olesm! It’s not my call to make! You can recommend your idea as much as you want, but since it involves an adventurer and monsters, my grandmother has to sign off on it. And you know she’s not going to.” 
 
    “But the proposal—” 
 
    “Take it up with her, Olesm!” 
 
    Selys stalked out of the kitchen, her tail lashing so hard it nearly smacked into Lyonette. The [Barmaid] stopped as she held Mrsha. 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    “It’s nothing. I was just taking Mrsha out of the line of fire if there’s another fight. Mrsha, here’s Selys! Say hi!” 
 
    The Gnoll blinked at Selys. She’d been running about excitedly ever since the adventurers had come back smelling of blood and adrenaline. Now she was exhausted. She waved at Selys, and the Drake found the energy to smile at her. 
 
    “Hi Mrsha. Are you sleepy?” 
 
    “I think she’ll have a nap upstairs. Excuse us.” 
 
    Lyonette hurried off as Selys reappeared back in the room. Everyone was drinking, and the flames of anger had reduced to dim embers, so to speak. Selys noticed Pisces hovering next to the three artifacts that had been collected. A bundle of cloth, a bell, and a necklace. No one had dared to unwrap the artifacts, but he was having a go at trying to discern what they did. 
 
    “Okay, okay. Let’s agree that the artifacts are the Goblins’. I guess. Dead gods, that’s insane to say! But what if we paid for them?” 
 
    “Up to them.” 
 
    “Oh, come on! You can’t be—” 
 
    “That’s the law, Revi.” 
 
    “They’re Goblins.” 
 
    Jelaqua stirred as Revi dragged her fingers through her hair. 
 
    “Excuse me, but our team had a Goblin in it. Not a good example, I know. But the Halfseekers have had this argument before. What applies to Goblins gets tossed at Selphids and Drowned Men more than you’d think.” 
 
    The Stitch-Woman colored. 
 
    “I didn’t mean your team! This is different!” 
 
    “What is different? Species? Gender? If you make an exception for those you call monster, how soon until that label applies to us?” 
 
    Moore raised his head as he spoke slowly. No one had a reply to that. Revi looked like she wanted to stitch her mouth closed in embarrassment. Selys was wondering whether she should ask what was happening to Vuliel Drae when the door to Liscor swung open. 
 
    “Watch Captain!” 
 
    Olesm looked surprised as Zevara entered the room. She nodded to him and halted as she eyed the Goblins. And Vuliel Drae. She didn’t comment on either though, and instead made a beeline towards Erin. 
 
    “Miss Solstice, I hate to interrupt, but I need a word. Excuse us.” 
 
    The adventurers let Erin walk away with Zevara, into the kitchen again. Knowing what this was about, Selys followed. She saw Zevara talking with Erin. 
 
    “No, your Goblins aren’t in trouble as far as I know, Miss Solstice. Ancestors, there’s no law forbidding Goblins from raiding a dungeon! And no, I’m not discussing Vuliel Drae either. This is—incredibly—another matter that involves your inn.” 
 
    “Really? What?” 
 
    “We need to reserve your magic doorway. All day tomorrow and probably the day after that. We’ll have people coming through. We’ll pay you for the time, and we’ll work out the mana costs, but I’m telling you now. I know it’s sudden, but—” 
 
    “Why? Is something big happening?” 
 
    Zevara looked surprised. The Watch Captain glanced at Selys. 
 
    “Miss Shivertail didn’t tell you?” 
 
    Erin turned to look at Selys, who avoided meeting her gaze. 
 
    “No…” 
 
    The Watch Captain paused. She glanced at Selys, as if asking whether she’d prefer to say. Selys shrugged, so Zevara went on after a lengthy pause. 
 
    “I don’t know if you’d heard. But General Shivertail’s body was recovered from the battlefield, by the Humans, after the Goblin Lord retreated. Magnolia Reinhart took charge of preserving and transporting it. It took a while due to the situation in the north, but a carriage is due to arrive in Celum tomorrow. We will be requesting the use of your door to transport the…remains here.” 
 
    Selys felt a jolt in her stomach. She pressed her sheaf of parchment to her chest and closed her eyes. She heard nothing from Erin and then a faint voice. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    There was a sudden noise that made all three women look up. Upstairs, Mrsha suddenly began howling. Selys closed her eyes. 
 
    It was hard to be alive today. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Selys couldn’t stay. Not after all that. Mrsha had heard Zevara’s comment despite being upstairs, and the ensuing commotion had caused chaos at Erin’s inn. Not least because there were five Goblins in her inn. She was still—she couldn’t believe that Erin—she knew that— 
 
    Her head was a mess. The [Receptionist] left through Erin’s door to Liscor and stomped through the wet streets. Her wet cloak was being used to shield her notes from the rain, so Selys got drenched on the way back to the Adventurer’s Guild. It was raining. It always rained in the spring. Selys had no idea why, but something about the spring, and the fact that Liscor was surrounded by mountains, caused the intense rainfall each year. Or maybe it was a magical effect. All she knew was that it made her mood worse, as if the skies reflected her feelings. 
 
    The storm drains leading into Liscor’s sewers were overflowing in parts, and Selys had to splash through backlogs of filthy sewer water and rain. Something was clogging the drains—dead moth corpses, probably. It was a nightmare because, without those drains, Liscor would flood, surrounded as it was by water on all sides. 
 
    And that was a problem that took top priority in Watch Captain Zevara’s books. So she’d given Selys an order to follow up on Olesm’s request to the Adventurer’s Guild, which had, incredibly, made Selys feel even worse. 
 
    “Damn Watch Captain, giving me orders. Stupid tail-wagging idiot. I’d like to see her try and reason with—” 
 
    Selys kicked into the Adventurer’s Guild, letting the door rebound off a wall and slam shut behind her. She saw a few heads look up. No one wanted to be in the guild on a night like this. There was a [Receptionist] at the desk and a few Bronze-rank adventurers trying to claim bounties on Quillfish. Selys would have happily stabbed them all to death if it meant having an hour’s peace. 
 
    Sadly, that was not to be. The [Receptionist] behind the desk was a younger Drake with pale pink scales named Nolsca. She opened her mouth to either comment about Selys dripping onto the floor, which she’d have to clean up, or ask for help with the desk. She met Selys’ gaze and shut up. 
 
    “Is the Guildmistress still here?” 
 
    “Yes, Selys.” 
 
    “Good, I’ve got to see her.” 
 
    Selys stomped up the stairs to the second floor, wishing a pox on the idiot who’d decided to put a four copper coin bounty on Quillfish. Drakes were supposed to be filial towards their elders, but Selys didn’t care. A pox probably wouldn’t even slow Tekshia Shivertail down. 
 
    The elderly Drake was sitting in her office when Selys kicked the door open. Her grandmother was sitting in her chair, going over reports—and holding a spear in one hand. Selys paused as Tekshia lowered the spear that had been poised to be throw at her granddaughter’s chest. 
 
    “Selys, what have I told you about knocking? I could have thrown this!” 
 
    The old Drake scowled at Selys. Selys, whose heart was slowly coming down out of her mouth, spluttered. 
 
    “Thrown it? Who did you expect was coming in here?” 
 
    “Anyone. [Assassins], a hired thug, some kind of monster—you don’t get to be as old as I do without being prepared! What have I told you about knocking? And why are you wet? Didn’t you bring a cloak?” 
 
    Selys ground her teeth together. 
 
    “I did. The cloak was used covering all the documents you made me take with me.” 
 
    “You should have put them in a carrying case! Honestly Selys…here.” 
 
    Tekshia tsked as she got up from her chair and fished around her desk. She had a hand towel, for some reason, and offered it to Selys. Grumpily, Selys accepted the towel and began to dry herself. Tekshia sat back down and eyed Selys disapprovingly. 
 
    “Well, how bad is it? Do I have to send a [Gravedigger] out?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Not enough pieces? An [Undertaker] to record the names, then?” 
 
    “No, Grandmother. No one’s dead!” 
 
    “You mean they haven’t killed that Vuliel Drae team? What kind of soft adventurers do they let into Gold-rank these days?” 
 
    “They’re not murderers, Grandma!” 
 
    Selys was mildly horrified at what Tekshia was implying. Her only response was a snort from the old Drake. Tekshia had shrunk with age, so she was shorter than Selys, and her appearance was deceptively frail at first glance. She still had far too much muscle for someone her age, and her faded and patchy scales were the only real sign of her age. Tekshia had been a beauty in her youth, and she liked to say that she was still a match for Selys, much to her granddaughter’s horror. 
 
    She was far different from Selys in many respects, not least of which were her old-fashioned views. She had grown up in a time when everything was tougher and Drakes took matters into their own claws, according to her. Selys didn’t doubt it. The younger Drake sighed as she tossed her dry notes onto Tekshia’s table. 
 
    “I don’t see what everyone’s so mad about. Yeah, Vuliel Drae caused a disaster, but why are they getting treated worse than the adventurers who survived Liscor’s crypt? We nearly lost the city that time, too! What’s the difference?” 
 
    Tekshia’s brows shot together. She picked up one of the scrolls of parchment Selys had written on and tossed it to one side before glaring at her granddaughter. 
 
    “The difference, Selys, is that the Horns of Hammerad and the other teams went out fighting. They retreated and immediately tried to hail the city—after all but one team had fallen fighting the undead. They took responsibility for what they did. As you’ll recall, they forfeited all their possessions to the city. This team hid from the moths they provoked and then lied to everyone after they escaped the dungeon. There is a difference.” 
 
    “Okay, but…killing them? Really?” 
 
    The old Drake shrugged as she played with her spear. It was a normal spear as far as Selys knew. Barbed, a wicked weapon, but not the worst thing Tekshia had owned. She used to use an enchanted glaive—but she’d switched weapons for fear of her prized artifact being stolen. Selys couldn’t imagine anyone stealing from Tekshia and living to tell the tale. 
 
    “There was a saying back when I was an adventurer, Selys. ‘The weak grow strong. Cowards are fine. The only hero is a dead one. But traitors and liars die first.’” 
 
    “Okay, but that was then. Are you really saying Vuliel Drae lying about what happened is the worst thing they did?” 
 
    Tekshia shook her head. 
 
    “Running away is acceptable—Named Adventurers will flee just like Bronze-rank ones. Even incompetence can be understood. Disasters happen. But failing to take responsibility for your actions? Lying to your fellow adventurers and your Guild? That is the one sin we do not tolerate.” 
 
    Selys gave up and threw her claws in the air. 
 
    “Fine. If it’s such a bad crime, you can figure out what their punishment is. They’ve confessed to everything—I have Olesm’s statement, and his signature, and witnesses from three Gold-team leaders like you wanted. And the Goblins got a bunch of treasures, by the way. Just thought I’d let you know.” 
 
    “I don’t care about them. If they found out more about the dungeon, write up a report, and I’ll decide who should know what. But those Goblins are not adventurers.” 
 
    Tekshia looked pointedly at Selys as she said that. The younger Drake flushed. She had gotten into so much trouble when she’d tried to spring Erin’s crazy proposal on her grandmother. 
 
    “They went into a dungeon, Grandma. And got treasure. Three artifacts! Why not let them be a team?” 
 
    “I will not have a band of monsters roaming around as a sanctioned adventuring team. This was your Human friend’s insane idea, and I don’t have to listen to it.” 
 
    “Come on, Grandma! Please?” 
 
    Selys didn’t know why she was arguing on Erin’s behalf. That was friendship for you. She could see why Erin wanted it for the Goblins—they’d be allowed to take requests and collect bounties on monster parts. A Goblin team? That would make them…halfway respectable. But Tekshia was more stubborn than a Gnoll with a bone. 
 
    “Give me some assurance, Selys. Just one and I’ll agree to it.” 
 
    “How am I supposed to do that?” 
 
    “Figure out a way. Now, was there anything else? It’s late, and you should be in bed.” 
 
    Tekshia eyed her granddaughter sternly. Selys tried not to scream. It was unfair. Tekshia still treated her like a child, despite Selys being the most experienced [Receptionist] in the Guild! Not that that was saying much—it was hard to work for Tekshia, and the Adventurer’s Guild had been a quiet place with little opportunity to advance one’s class until now. But for all she’d worked hard, Selys’ opinions never seemed to matter to Tekshia. She could argue as long as she wanted, but Tekshia never agreed to try out any of Selys’ proposals. 
 
    Aggravating. But at least Selys had one card left to play. She smiled angrily at her grandmother. 
 
    “Just one thing, Grandma. Watch Captain Zevara and Olesm want me to get you to sign the proposal letting Pisces put undead in Liscor’s sewers.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    The reply came back instantly. Tekshia didn’t so much as blink. Selys groaned. 
 
    “Come on, Grandmother! The sewers are flooding! I walked through two streets filled with water! There are rat corpses clogging the tunnels, more of those damn moths—none of the adventurers are going to do it!” 
 
    “I don’t trust necromancers. Neither should you. This Pisces is a former criminal. If his creations go rogue—” 
 
    “They won’t.” 
 
    “How do you know? What happened to that skeleton the [Necromancer] made? The one that has an open bounty on it?” 
 
    Selys bit her tongue. Why did the facts have to get in the way of every argument? 
 
    “That was different! This is a small undead…thing. He’ll let it work, and it’ll be under his control. He’ll check on it regularly, that’s what the report says!” 
 
    The old Drake leaned over her desk. 
 
    “Really? Do you trust him? Will you take responsibility if things go wrong, Selys? Because it is my job to do just that. And I do not know, nor do I care to know, this necromancer.” 
 
    Selys met her Grandmother’s gaze for as long as she could. It was impossible to stare her down. At last, Selys had to look away. 
 
    “I don’t know him, but he says—” 
 
    “That’s what I thought. Until you’re willing to give me something, you can tell the Watch Captain what I told you.” 
 
    The young [Receptionist] was about ready to punch her Grandmother, family or not. She resisted the impulse, not because violence against the elderly was abhorrent to her, but because she knew that if she took a swing, Tekshia would probably knock her senseless and spank her. There had been an…incident when Selys was eighteen. 
 
    Instead of physical confrontation, Selys resorted to words. 
 
    “Watch Captain Zevara says she’ll authorize it if you don’t. With or without the Guild’s permission, it’s going to happen, Grandma.” 
 
    “Did she now?” 
 
    Tekshia’s eyes narrowed. Selys knew her Grandmother was trapped and took bitter satisfaction in this small victory. The Adventurer’s Guild had a say in the city’s affairs, but the Watch Captain could overrule them. It was messy politics, but having a proposal go over Tekshia’s head wasn’t good for her influence. The [Guildmistress] of Liscor’s Adventuring Guild muttered several extremely vulgar insults about Zevara’s tail and other body parts, and then looked up. 
 
    “Fine. But you’re supervising him the entire time he and his creation are down there.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    Selys had been all ready to gloat. She felt as though someone had placed a rug under her feet and yanked it out from under her. Tekshia believed in hardwood floors. Easier to clean, and they didn’t stain. She gaped at her grandmother. 
 
    “Why do I have to follow Pisces into the sewers? Wait, why does he have to go into the sewers? The entire point is so that none of us have to be down there!” 
 
    “I want you to make sure his creation is doing its job. Watch it work for an hour. Or two.” 
 
    “An hour—” 
 
    “Tomorrow, I think.” 
 
    “But that’s—” 
 
    “Watch him. That’s an order, Selys.” 
 
    Tekshia didn’t give her granddaughter a chance to shout, scream, or throw a fit. She had a Skill she employed in moments like this—[Implacable Order]. When she said something would happen, it would happen, and Selys could only obey or try to refuse, not argue about it. For a moment Selys considered refusing. Then a minute. Tekshia looked over Selys’ notes, grunting at the mention of the Face Collector as Selys fought internally. At last, she heard her granddaughter sigh. 
 
    “I hate you.” 
 
    “Thank you, my dear. What’s this about a monster that collects heads? Face Collector? Why not call it Head Collector instead?” 
 
    “It doesn’t sound as good? I didn’t come up with the name.” 
 
    “Pah. First this Skinner creation, now this. It makes me wonder what insane group built the dungeon. This fixation with flesh and body parts…it speaks to a disturbing trend. See if you can find any mention of an older Drake nation that focused on necromancy and the like. Or have that [Strategist] do it. I’ll write him a note. Or you can ask this [Necromancer] you like so much.” 
 
    “I don’t like him, Grandma. He’s an arrogant snob. Although…” 
 
    Selys smiled wickedly as she remembered something that would get under Tekshia’s scales. 
 
    “…he is a good kisser.” 
 
    The elderly Drake looked up sharply. Selys looked innocent. Tekshia breathed out slowly, and then her mood changed. She glanced out her window at the rain pelting the streets below and shook her head. 
 
    “Tomorrow at midday will be the time when Zel’s body arrives. Selys, I want you to come, but only if you’re willing.” 
 
    Selys froze. She’d nearly been able to forget about that for a moment. She looked at Tekshia and gulped. 
 
    “Come? For what? To see…” 
 
    “Only if you want to. But I meant after that.” 
 
    There was a painfully kind look in her grandmother’s eyes. She got up slowly, her bones creaking, and walked towards the window. 
 
    “His…condition will be a matter for Watch Captain Zevara and I. You don’t have to see that.” 
 
    “I want to see.” 
 
    “Very well.” 
 
    Tekshia’s shoulders were stiff. She paused and went on. 
 
    “What I meant was afterwards. Wall Lord Ilvriss has agreed to lend us his scrying orb, so we’ll be in touch with the rest of the family.” 
 
    “The rest of—oh.” 
 
    There were only two Shivertails living in Liscor. There had once been four—Selys’ father and her mother, who had married into the family. They’d settled in Liscor, but there was a large extended family that Selys had never met. There had been nothing particularly special about any of them until Zel Shivertail had made their name famous. Now they were considered lesser nobility in some respects, Selys understood. She had never so much as exchanged a [Message] or letter with one of them. And she knew her grandmother didn’t speak to her relatives that much either. 
 
    “What will they—what do they want?” 
 
    “Aside from seeing him? Legal matters. They’ve moved quickly. Too quickly, the greedy idiots. Couldn’t they have waited…? You’ll need to be present while it’s read to us by the [Mage] they hired.” 
 
    “Read what?” 
 
    Tekshia looked at Selys, irritated until she saw the honest confusion. 
 
    “His will. It’s a matter of deep interest to your relatives.” 
 
    Selys closed her eyes. The dull nausea flooded her chest again. 
 
    “Of course it is.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “A will? I didn’t know you had those.” 
 
    The next day, Selys was eating breakfast at Erin’s inn, a rare occasion. She had the afternoon off, but Selys really didn’t feel like eating in her small apartment, or having a meal with her Drake and Gnoll friends. So she’d come to Erin’s. 
 
    In retrospect, it was just as bad as hanging out with her friends and eating alone. Erin was helpful, solicitous and she made an amazing omelette, but she didn’t understand Drake culture, and Selys had to explain it to her. 
 
    Maybe that was better, though. Talking to someone helped. There was also Mrsha to consider. The Gnoll was lying on Selys’ lap, her head being stroked gently by Lyonette. Her eyes were still puffy from crying, but not red—Gnolls didn’t have whites, so the difference was harder to spot. But sadness? Sadness was easy. 
 
    Selys shifted and offered Mrsha a bite of her cheesy omelette. The Gnoll just curled up, though Selys could hear her belly rumbling. Lyonette shook her head, and Selys guiltily ate another bite. 
 
    “Of course we have wills, Erin. What do you think we are, savages?” 
 
    “Hey, I don’t know what—you don’t have lawyers, well you do, but they aren’t called—look, I thought it was new—although we probably had them in the Middle Ages, so…” 
 
    Erin grumbled to herself. Selys waited until she started making sense. 
 
    “So you have wills. Got it. And that’s really important in Drake society?” 
 
    “Everyone over the age of thirty has one, Erin. Everyone with anything to give away has one. I don’t have one, but that’s because I barely have more than a few gold coins saved up. I should probably make one.” 
 
    “Wow. That’s so dark.” 
 
    “Dark?” 
 
    “Yeah? Why are you thinking about all that? Is it important to Drakes?” 
 
    “Of course it is! Erin, how have you lived near Drakes and Gnolls for so long without understanding this?” 
 
    Erin looked bewildered. She glanced at Lyonette who was nodding. 
 
    “Okay. Someone explain this to me. Why do wills matter so much?” 
 
    Selys smiled ruefully. Trust Erin not to get it. She was so observant—and yet, she didn’t like to believe the bad in people either. 
 
    “Erin, we’re possessive. Haven’t you noticed?” 
 
    Erin blinked. 
 
    “Well, yeah. Sometimes I hear about Drakes being greedy and fighting over stuff. But that’s normal, right? Humans do it too.” 
 
    “Not like Drakes.” 
 
    “Sort of like Drakes.” 
 
    “Erin—whatever Humans do, however greedy you get, I don’t think you understand how bad Drakes can be. Remember how I said we have wars between cities all the time? And how we’re descended from Dragons?” 
 
    “Okay, so you’re greedy. But is it really…?” 
 
    Lyonette was nodding. The young woman cleared her throat. 
 
    “Someone once said that if the world was destroyed and there was only dust left, Drakes would fight over who had the most dust.” 
 
    “Yeah, that sounds about right. Erin, you’ve only really hung around Relc, me, Drassi, and Olesm, haven’t you? And there’s not much to fight over in your inn. Sorry, but there isn’t.” 
 
    “‘S cool. I know I don’t have much. Wait, so what do you fight over?” 
 
    “Things that are ours. That’s why it’s not bad in your inn. But let’s say I was living in an apartment with my grandmother. Which I used to. We’d fight over pillows, cups, chairs—and since it was all Grandma’s to start with, she’d kick my tail if I tried to keep it!” 
 
    Selys’ own tail lashed angrily at the memories. Erin winced. 
 
    “Okay, you fight over stuff. But I mean, that happens…” 
 
    “I think we need an example.” 
 
    Lyonette leaned over to Selys. The Drake nodded. She and Lyonette barely knew each other, but the Erin education team was a group effort. She cast around and saw a Drake eating breakfast by himself. 
 
    “There.” 
 
    She pointed at Olesm. Erin frowned. 
 
    “Olesm? But he’s nice! He never gets greedy. At all.” 
 
    Selys smirked. 
 
    “Oh really? Olesm’s not nearly as bad as most. But he does it too. He doesn’t share his food, have you noticed?” 
 
    Erin opened her mouth to object, and then closed it. Selys could see her running through all the times when Olesm had been eating here. Slowly, she got up and walked over to his table. Olesm looked up and smiled at her. 
 
    “Hey Erin, thanks for the meal! This burger and fries thing is really good for when I’m in a hurry.” 
 
    She smiled at him. 
 
    “No problem, Olesm! Hey, I’m a bit hungry. Mind if I have a fry?” 
 
    She reached for a fry. Olesm gently covered his plate. 
 
    “Sorry Erin, but I’ve got to eat and run. Captain Zevara wants me on duty, and, uh, they’re my fries.” 
 
    “I know, but it’s just one, right? Let me have a bite from your plate, come on.” 
 
    “Ah…” 
 
    The Drake hunched over his plate as Erin edged around him. Erin looked perplexed. 
 
    “Just one? I made them.” 
 
    “No, come on, Erin…” 
 
    Selys and Lyonette watched Erin try to sneak around Olesm and him gently protest while shielding his plate. He was as sociable as ever, but no matter how Erin tried, she couldn’t get him to part with a fry, and Olesm was gobbling them faster and faster. Eventually she gave up and returned to Lyonette and Selys. 
 
    “Okay, I think I get it. But Olesm wasn’t so bad! And it was really funny.” 
 
    Selys just looked at her friend. 
 
    “Erin, you tried for five minutes. Did you get a French fry? Even one?” 
 
    Erin opened her mouth. Then she stood up. 
 
    “Hey Olesm! Give me a fry!” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Olesm practically shoved the rest of his food into his mouth. He ran out of the inn as Erin tried to get the food. Selys watched Erin try to tackle him, and sighed. 
 
    “And that’s Olesm. There’s a reason why Drakes have wills, and it’s to stop blood feuds over inheritance.” 
 
    Lyonette looked at her sympathetically, and Mrsha raised her head. Selys sighed. 
 
    “Do you think it’ll be important, you being there?” 
 
    “No. I’m just a distant relative. But Drake law says that we should be present or at least told, so…” 
 
    Selys shook her head. She got up as Erin tried to pin Olesm to the ground to steal one of his French fries. He punched her and then apologized. Erin rubbed her cheek and decked him. 
 
    All in all, it was a fitting start to the day. And it was still raining. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Somehow, for some reason, Selys still had to work at her desk for the morning. Tekshia Shivertail had given her the rest of the day off, but Selys had to cover the first shift. It made her angry. So what if the guild was busy? Her uncle’s body was coming today! Why couldn’t her grandmother give her a day off? Just one? 
 
    It was a miserable day, filled with wet adventurers complaining about monsters and petty problems. There was something about the smell of wet Gnoll that Selys couldn’t ignore, no matter how long she stood at the desk. If there was one mercy, and it was a small one, it was that no one mentioned her uncle to her. They complained to her face, loudly, like any other [Receptionist]. 
 
    No one had ever really connected Selys’ name to the great General Shivertail, the Tidebreaker, hero of the Drakes. It wasn’t as if she’d gone around telling people her last name, anyways. Selys lived in Liscor, far from the city where Zel Shivertail had first risen to fame defending against the onslaught of the Antinium. And Tekshia Shivertail was a known figure, a former adventurer who’d retired and run the Adventurer’s Guild for over three decades now. 
 
    So no one knew or cared. And they were rude and annoying, so Selys could vent some of her anger on them as well. She glared at a Human woman who was protesting how she’d been refused service by a Drake [Shopkeeper]. 
 
    “And then he called me a smelly Human! I told the Watch, and they didn’t do anything!” 
 
    Selys rolled her eyes. 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “So what? I’m a Silver-rank adventurer! That Drake should open his shop to me! What if it was an emergency?” 
 
    “Was it?” 
 
    “No, but—” 
 
    Selys sighed. Loudly. 
 
    “Right, well you can file a complaint. Or drop it. And let me tell you that if you file a complaint, no one will care.” 
 
    She watched the Human’s face go red. 
 
    “This is outrageous! In Celum—” 
 
    Again, Selys took a bit of satisfaction in cutting the Human off. 
 
    “This isn’t a Human city, Miss. Adventurers don’t get special treatment, and [Shopkeepers] can choose who they sell to. If you want your potions so badly, try Krshia. She’s a Gnoll—has a lot of good potions for a low price. You can find her on Market Street, every day, running her stall.” 
 
    “And that’s it?” 
 
    “Yeah. Did you want something else?” 
 
    It was like watching one of the fish in the waters around here gape. Selys watched the mouth open and close, and then leaned around the woman. 
 
    “Next!” 
 
    For a second she thought there might be trouble. But the female adventurer just stalked off after making a sound like a dying Razorbeak. Selys waved to the next adventurer impatiently. 
 
    This was her life. It wasn’t glamorous or fun. It was just a job, and Selys took a minimal amount of pride in it. She wasn’t an insane [Innkeeper] like Erin, who could reach Level 30 in half a year. Neither was she an adventurer. 
 
    Selys had learned to use a sword and bow at her aunt’s insistence, and she had completed her mandatory training course and earned her Level 1 [Soldier] class, as all Liscor’s citizens were obligated to do. But she wasn’t about to join the army. She was a [Receptionist], Level 18, thanks. Higher than average, but she hadn’t leveled in…Ancestors, was it eight months, now? She just worked with no expectation of anything, really. She was a normal person. 
 
    Or she had been, right up until her uncle had come to Liscor. Right up until she’d met a girl named Erin Solstice. Selys closed her eyes. Now she was running about, and the Adventurer’s Guild was suddenly flooded with people. 
 
    All this new responsibility was bothering her, too. Her grandmother was giving her a lot of work. She wasn’t letting Selys give any orders for now, but…she was old. Selys knew her bones hurt in the morning. She wasn’t young. If what was happening was what Selys thought was happening… 
 
    She was just a normal Drake. Why did she have to do more than she already did? Selys’ life used to be simple. Work, get off work, go to parties, flirt, have fun. That was all she wanted out of life. When monsters attacked, Selys did her part and hoped that the City Watch or adventurers could handle things. 
 
    She wasn’t special. She had a special, unique friend. But her? All her life Selys had known only one claim to fame. A secret she was proud of. She had an uncle who was a hero. A living legend who sometimes visited her, and told her stories, and gave her money for treats. 
 
    And now he was dead. Selys looked at the Gnoll in front of her. 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Work passed by slowly. As Selys noted the position of the sun, she grew more and more impatient. By the time she’d signed out of work and had met her grandmother by the door, she was trembling slightly. 
 
    “Steady.” 
 
    Tekshia’s voice was soft as she led Selys through the rainy streets. Both Drakes kept their cloaks over their heads, and they headed towards the city council’s administrative building. Watch Captain Zevara was waiting there to meet them with a small escort of [Guardsmen]. Selys looked for a…a coffin or shroud and saw nothing. 
 
    “It’s already inside. I haven’t touched the bindings. I…will have to be present, but I’ve insisted that no one else be in the room.” 
 
    “Thank you, Watch Captain.” 
 
    Tekshia Shivertail kept her back straight as she walked into the building. Selys followed her, conscious of the [Guardsmen]’s eyes on her. They had to know what they’d carried. There was an eerie silence to the building. It was never that busy—Liscor ran itself a lot of the time. And it was in the conference room, on the meeting table that they saw— 
 
    Selys gasped when she saw the casket. It was black wood, not furnished with any decorations. But the wood was expensive, and it seemed to take up the room. Zevara cleared her throat several times as the Drakes stood around the room in silence. A [Guardsman] closed the door behind them. 
 
    “This is—I believe it came from Magnolia Reinhart. She was the one who sent the coach.” 
 
    “Kind of her.” 
 
    Tekshia’s voice was without emotion. She hesitated as her claws touched the lid. 
 
    “Did that woman say anything about what…the condition of my nephew’s body is in?” 
 
    “She warned us not to touch it. Apparently there were complications with retrieving the corpse. And…no, nothing more. But he died in battle. Miss Shivertail—Miss Selys, that is. Are you sure you want to see this?” 
 
    Selys had had that same question. She hesitated, then nodded. 
 
    “I want to see. I have to see.” 
 
    “Very well, then. I’ll open the casket.” 
 
    “I’ll take this end.” 
 
    Zevara and Tekshia reached for the lid. Selys couldn’t breathe. She saw a flash of light as the two women lifted the lid—the preservation runes to keep the body from decomposing. She heard a sound as Tekshia lifted her end of the lid and an oath from Zevara. 
 
    Then silence. Selys stared into the casket. She was too far back. She saw a leg. A leg she recognized. Then a flash of—gold? Trembling, she stepped closer. Her breath, her heart, everything—stopped. 
 
    “Uncle.” 
 
    Zel Shivertail lay in the casket, his arms folded, his face staring up towards the sky. What remained of it. Half of his head was gone. His body was—damaged. There was no other word for it. His arms and legs looked torn, and his scales had changed color from their regular greenish hue. As if they had been bruised or he had suffered some kind of internal damage before dying. 
 
    His body was ravaged. And yet from his neck down to his waist, there was only a single, unbroken piece of armor. A chest plate. It glowed in the dark room, shining gold and red with magic. It was beautiful. But Selys only had eyes for her uncle. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    Selys had seen the dead. She had seen injuries. She had never seen so many wounds on a single body. Zel Shivertail looked like he had been burned, cut, battered, and attacked from every angle. But it was his head that Selys couldn’t stop staring at. That had been the blow that ended his life. How had it happened? Who had— 
 
    Selys didn’t realize she was standing at the casket’s edge until she was there. She stood over Zel’s body, too afraid to touch him. His face. His head! What had happened? 
 
    Tekshia’s face was pale. The old Drake stared down at her nephew, and her voice shook, the first time Selys could remember ever hearing such a thing. 
 
    “A Goblin Lord did this? Goblins?” 
 
    “Ancestors.” 
 
    Zevara was just staring. Tekshia’s claws clenched. She stared at Zel’s closed eyes. He almost looked like he was smiling. It was just half a smile. Regret? Relief? Selys couldn’t tell. Her heart hurt. 
 
    Drakes were talking. She heard two female voices as she stared at her uncle. If she ignored the missing part of his head, he almost looked— 
 
    “Watch Captain, I want every Walled City to form a strike force. I don’t care what the Humans do. Drakes must answer this ourselves.” 
 
    “Guildmistress Tekshia, I’m sure they’ll listen, but that armor—” 
 
    “The armor?” 
 
    Selys blinked and looked away from Zel. For the second time she looked at the armor and finally took it in. Her eyes widened. Tekshia frowned at the metal. 
 
    “Zel never had an artifact so powerful. And this is no common breastplate. What in the name of Izril is—” 
 
    She breathed in sharply and backed up. Zevara and Selys looked at her. Tekshia’s voice was a whisper. 
 
    “That scheming Human woman had it. This is it! The Heartflame Breastplate!” 
 
    Both Drakes gaped at her. Zevara stared at the fiery metal, her eyes round. 
 
    “That can’t be! It was lost centuries ago! You’re telling me the Reinharts had it? And she gave it to General Shivertail? Why didn’t she take it back?” 
 
    “I don’t know. But it must be. Look at the metal. It’s unscratched! She gave this relic to him. And still—” 
 
    Tekshia’s voice broke. 
 
    “She left it with him. Why? To honor him?” 
 
    “To apologize, maybe.” 
 
    Selys’ voice was soft. Both Drake women looked at her. Zevara shook her head, her wonder broken by the reality of the moment. 
 
    “If she did—I’m sorry Misses Shivertail, but this has to be reported. An artifact like this—it was General Shivertail’s, but I don’t know what will happen to it after his death.” 
 
    “Nothing simpler. It will go to his heirs. His home city, perhaps. Or maybe he left it to a Walled City? Another [General]?” 
 
    Tekshia’s voice turned bitter. She flicked her claws at the armor, staring again at Zel’s face. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. It is a pretty gesture. That’s all, Watch Captain.” 
 
    They stood in silence again. Selys didn’t know how long. She just stared at Zel’s body. Part of her wished she could imagine him getting up. But she couldn’t. He was dead. And the reality of that was smell and sight and…what was she supposed to do? 
 
    Zevara was the first to speak. 
 
    “I’ll have someone remove the—the armor before the funeral.” 
 
    She sounded guilty, as if ashamed to say it. Selys and Tekshia nodded absently. Taking armor and the possessions of the dead was standard practice. Few people were buried with their artifacts, and those that were tended to construct entire dungeons to protect their treasures. Grave robbers would loot any corpse for the smallest of treasures, and this armor would see every graveyard in Liscor dug up within the week. Selys knew that, but she hated imagining someone touching Zel’s body. 
 
    “I…suppose we should attend to the next matter. We’ve taken a while as it is. Guildmistress Tekshia, Miss Selys. With your permission I’d like to activate the scrying orb and…let General Shivertail’s family observe.” 
 
    “What? Oh.” 
 
    Selys started, remembering what Tekshia had said. Her grandmother nodded. 
 
    “We might as well. Activate your orb, Watch Captain. And may the Ancestors give them the decency to speak well of Zel.” 
 
    That was a curious thing to say. Zevara paused before she lifted the palm-sized scrying orb. Selys didn’t see what she did or said—she was too busy staring. Again. It felt wrong to look at her uncle. She wanted to cover the casket, as if he was naked. She shouldn’t have looked at him. She shouldn’t have been here. 
 
    “—Watch Captain. Tekshia. And is that your daughter?” 
 
    “My granddaughter.” 
 
    A voice made Selys look up. She stared into the scrying orb. An older Drake, perhaps ten years younger than Tekshia, was standing at the head of a crowd of Drakes, all with green or some variation of green scales. The most distinct colorations Selys saw were a pale yellow and a light blue. 
 
    The Shivertail family. They stood awkwardly, not one cohesive whole. But Selys recognized some of them anyways. If not by name, by the way they stood. Some were dressed richly, others in common clothes. One wore armor, another looked like he was a [Soldier] off-duty. They stared into the scrying orb, crammed too tightly together owing to the constraints of the artifact Zevara held. 
 
    “Ah yes. Your granddaughter. I forgot she was living with you.” 
 
    The old male Drake nodded at Tekshia. She nodded back without any real love in her eyes. A Drake woman, younger than the male speaker, raised her voice impatiently. 
 
    “We didn’t come to exchange pleasantries. We came here to read my brother’s will.” 
 
    “And see his body.” 
 
    The old Drake looked at her with a scathing glance. She returned it. They were both dressed finely. Was the female Drake Uncle Zel’s sister? Then who was the…? 
 
    Zevara cleared her throat uncomfortably. 
 
    “The casket has been opened, and we have identified General Shivertail. I should warn you, though, Mister Shivertail. Your son’s body is—” 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    The word was a command. Zevara hesitated and then slowly walked over to the open casket. She tilted the orb, and Selys heard a gasp of shock from the assembled Drakes. One stumbled back, laughing nervously. Selys heard a scream and saw two Drake children staring at the body, pale-faced. The girl hid behind her mother. The other Drakes closed their eyes or turned away. 
 
    But Zel’s father, if that was who he was, made no such reaction. 
 
    “Ah.” 
 
    The oldest Drake stared at his son for a second. The sound he made was a bit surprised, but nothing more. Selys waited, but the Drake just looked lost as he gazed into the casket. He looked around blankly at the other distraught Drakes, and a flame seemed to ignite in him. 
 
    “Stand up. Don’t turn away!” 
 
    The other Drakes obeyed him, straightening, forcing their heads back to grimace at the sight in the coffin. Some of them had never seen a dead body, Selys realized. It was something she had seen, however rarely, but these Drakes lived in a place where that was an alien concept. 
 
    Until now. Zel’s father stared into the casket while the rest of his family fidgeted or looked away. Only the military Drakes could watch. Selys saw tears in the eyes of the one wearing armor. She envied him. All of hers had gone far away. 
 
    “That’s enough. Close the casket, Watch Captain. I’ve seen—my son is dead.” 
 
    The elder Shivertail’s voice rasped hoarsely. Zevara nodded to Tekshia and put the scrying orb down for a moment. The lid closed. Selys stared at the black wood, remembering what was inside. 
 
    “What was he wearing?” 
 
    That came from Zel’s sister. She fanned at her lips with a handkerchief, looking pale. Watch Captain Zevara hesitated. 
 
    “That was the armor General Shivertail was wearing when he fell, Miss Shivertail. It was a gift to him by Magnolia Reinhart, I believe.” 
 
    “A powerful artifact?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. Guildmistress Tekshia believes it may be…the Heartflame Breastplate.” 
 
    Selys heard a gasp. She saw several Drakes lean forwards, and one stared at the casket. 
 
    “Can you remove the lid so we can take another look?” 
 
    “You greedy hoarder!” 
 
    Another Drake exclaimed in disgust. Zel’s sister fanned her face. 
 
    “Why didn’t Magnolia Reinhart take the artifact back?” 
 
    “I believe she meant it as a sign of goodwill. It was the possession of the Drakes’.” 
 
    “And it was lost to war. We forfeited the claim to it as per the rules surrounding artifacts. If my brother died with it on, does that mean it was his?” 
 
    Zevara exchanged a look with Tekshia. 
 
    “Perhaps, Miss Shivertail. But we really can’t decide—” 
 
    “That’s a matter for the will.” 
 
    Zel’s father cut in harshly, looking at his daughter. Was she his daughter? There was no lost love in the glance she shot back at him. 
 
    “Ah, yes, the will. That is the reason why we’ve all gathered here. Well, let’s open it. We have a [Mage] and my brother’s last written will.” 
 
    She gestured to one side, and Selys saw a Drake in [Mage]’s robes come forwards. He looked nervous to be at the center of attention. 
 
    “My lord Shivertail, my ladies Shivertail…Watch Captain. May I take it that you are the—the witness for the reading of General Shivertail’s last will as to the distribution of his possessions and wealth?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    Zevara nodded, looking pale but standing straight. The [Mage] nodded. He pulled out a sealed bit of paper and showed everyone the magical wax seal on the top. 
 
    “This will has not been opened or tampered with in any way. A Wistram [Mage] has certified this fact, as have I. With all members of his immediate family present, I will read the will’s contents.” 
 
    “He didn’t leave anything to anyone else?” 
 
    Selys blurted the words out. Everyone stared at her. The Drake [Mage] shook his head. 
 
    “No others were listed in General Shivertail’s will.” 
 
    “To whom else would he have given his possessions?” 
 
    Zel’s father stared hard at Selys. She opened her mouth to reply. His friends? Then her throat closed. Her uncle had never mentioned his friends. He was a [General]. He had allies. But he was always busy. After a moment, the elder Shivertail looked away from Selys. 
 
    “Continue. Please.” 
 
    “Very well, I will read the will from start to finish. This was personally dictated by Zel Shivertail…eight years ago, I believe. A long time, but the will is still quite valid. Ah, please save your questions until after I’ve completed the reading. Everything I read is certifiable by truth stone. And I shall begin.” 
 
    The Drake cleared his throat a few times and read in a slightly trembling voice. Selys wondered if he was afraid of getting something wrong, or just conscious of whose will he was reading. His voice was a drone, though, monotonous despite the moment. 
 
    “‘I, Zel Shivertail, do record this will freely, of my own will and choice, that my last wishes be recorded and executed to the best of the ability of those individuals who should take possession of my remains…’” 
 
    The [Mage] ran through a lengthy and complicated opening to the will, specifying Zel Shivertail’s assets be used to pay for any debts he might have incurred, and that his property be distributed to the best of his ability. Selys had heard the same clauses a thousand times in other Drake wills. Of all the laws in Drake society, wills were treated as the most ironclad. When a Drake gave away their possessions, few laws in any city could challenge that right. 
 
    At last, the [Mage] came to the first real line of Zel’s will. He read it slowly as all the Drakes listened closely. 
 
    “‘To my family who have gathered here, I know not how I passed away or how I died. I trust I have died in service to Drakes, and wish for only the protection of my people in the times to come. I—’” 
 
    The [Mage] choked on his words, and Selys saw his eyes glistening. A few of the Drakes behind him looked moved—some did not. That was worst of all, seeing the impatience on some faces, the greed. 
 
    How dare they? Selys felt a bit of anger, the first real emotion in her chest since seeing her uncle’s death. Slowly, the [Mage] collected himself and went on. 
 
    “‘I have but one request that I hope you will honor. Bury me with my—’” 
 
    He paused. This time, some of the Drakes made audible sounds of impatience. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m sorry. The will states: ‘I hope you will honor…bury me with my…’” 
 
    Now all the Drakes were staring at him. The [Mage] read and reread the line in silence, and his face went pale. He looked around. Zel’s father stared at him. 
 
    “Read it.” 
 
    Slowly, the Drake read the rest of the message. There was a perfect moment of shock after he’d finished. Selys’ heart skipped a beat. But that was nothing to the uproar on the other end of the scrying orb. 
 
    “He said what?” 
 
    “Does he mean—” 
 
    “That can’t be right! That has to be a mistake! He doesn’t—” 
 
    “Unacceptable.” 
 
    Zel’s father stared hard at the [Mage], who was shaking. He snatched the will and read it himself, then looked away. 
 
    “That is what the will says. It is a request, not a condition. It doesn’t have to be fulfilled.” 
 
    The [Mage] hurried to assure everyone. Selys stared at him. He had to know. Or to guess by everyone’s reactions what Zel’s final request meant. The rest of the Shivertails were outraged. 
 
    “Well, it may be a request, but it’s in poor taste to add to his will!” 
 
    “It’s his will, Aunt! Where else should he put it?” 
 
    “We can’t honor it. There is no way. The scandal it would cause.” 
 
    “You’d think he wouldn’t cause trouble in his death. But no!” 
 
    “Be quiet!” 
 
    “Why should I? When we have a, a Turnscale—” 
 
    “Silence!” 
 
    Selys saw the elder Drake whirl, heard a dull thump, and saw another young Drake stagger. The older Drake was furious. He raised his hand, and the young male Drake retreated. 
 
    “Speak such slander at my son’s funeral—over his body again, and I will cut you down. Any of you!” 
 
    He whirled, his angry eyes looking through the scrying orb at Tekshia, Zevara, and Selys. Zel’s father looked around, and his voice was iron. 
 
    “This will is sealed. No one is to breathe a word of it, understand me? My son’s possessions will be divided up according to his wishes—this line was never written.” 
 
    No one said a word. Zel’s father stared at the blank casket. 
 
    “We will remember him as what he was. A hero. Nothing less.” 
 
    There wasn’t anything Selys could say. Zel’s line burned in her mind. So. Tekshia had told her the truth. She didn’t know what to think. After a while, the [Mage] went on. 
 
    “‘To my father, I leave what lands I have been granted, as well as a portion of my estates.’” 
 
    There was a mutter from Zel’s sister. The other Drakes seemed to sigh. Selys relaxed slightly. The reading was taking place. No doubt these rich Drakes wanted to see what they’d get. Zel had already made them rich, but who would get the rest? He was a [General], and one of the wealthiest Drakes in all of Izril. This is what most had come here for, hoping for a small bit of his legacy. 
 
    “‘The division of my monetary wealth, held in the respective cities I have placed my earnings with, is to be as follows. To my father, I give…’” 
 
    It was a lot of money. Zel didn’t name numbers, except in the case of a few Drakes whom he gave a certain amount of gold to, or an artifact, but the sums involved made Selys’ head spin. One Drake alone—and who wasn’t even his father or immediate family—would walk away with at least six hundred gold pieces. And from the disappointed look on his face, he’d been hoping for more. 
 
    Tekshia wasn’t named in Zel’s will as the [Mage] divided his money up, and his lands. Nor was Selys. They were distant relatives, and it would have been strange indeed for Zel to leave them more than a few tokens. Selys didn’t want anything. But as she looked at the smiling sister—or as Zel had named her, sister-in-law—she felt strongly that no one should have anything else either. If Zel could see this, what would he say? 
 
    Would he care? Or just be disappointed? Selys shifted from foot to foot, her tail curling around her leg with her desire to leave until the [Mage] reached the last few lines of the will. It was a simple statement from Zel. 
 
    “‘To my Aunt Tekshia, I give her the spears in my armory along with any of my monetary investments, holdings, or other wealth placed in Liscor.’” 
 
    “Not much, I fear. We’ll send the spears to you, if you wish.” 
 
    Zel’s sister-in-law looked triumphantly at Tekshia. The old Drake just stared back, looking fed-up. The [Mage] coughed and went on. 
 
    “‘Any other properties not accounted for in my will shall be turned over to my father, or my sister-in-law, or nearest relative in order of relation. However, I give whatever personal effects were on my corpse to my niece, Selys Shivertail, in hopes she will one day become an adventurer—’” 
 
    Selys heard a gasp. She stared, uncomprehending, as the [Mage] paused. Every eye turned to her. 
 
    “‘—or to use as she desires. If said artifacts are lost due to war or the circumstances of my death, I give Selys a blade of her choosing from my personal armory and a sum of coins to equal—’” 
 
    “Ancestors.” 
 
    Someone breathed the word, interrupting the [Mage] again. Selys just felt blank. An adventurer? He’d actually remembered her. She looked at the casket and then heard a shriek. 
 
    “He did what? That can’t be!” 
 
    Selys stared at the sister-in-law. She was pointing at Selys, her eyes bulging and rolling in her head. Why? 
 
    “Selys.” 
 
    Tekshia, Zevara, everyone was staring at her. Selys didn’t understand. Her mind felt too slow, as if she were underwater. She looked at Watch Captain Zevara. 
 
    “What? What’s so important?” 
 
    The Watch Captain stared at her. Slowly, Zevara raised a hand and ruffled the dark purple spines at the back of her neck. Her pale blue scales seemed almost ghostly as she looked at Selys. She spoke, her lips pale, her voice shaking. 
 
    “Miss Selys. If General Shivertail left you the possessions on his body…that means you are the inheritor of the Heartflame Breastplate and any other artifacts he owned.” 
 
    Selys heard the words. She didn’t understand them. She looked at the casket as the Drakes in the scrying orb shouted. She remembered the burning armor. She remembered her uncle’s smiling face. She knew it was important, but she was just empty. She looked around. 
 
    “Me?” 

  

 
   
    5.17 S 
 
      
 
    “Me?” 
 
    Selys stood in a dark room. A flame in an oil lamp gave it light, but it was too dark. A black casket lay on the long hardwood table in the center of the room. It seemed to absorb what little light there was. Outside, the rain fell, turning everything dark and obscuring the sky. Selys stood, listening to the screaming. 
 
    “Check it again. I don’t care. Check it again! That can’t be what he wrote!” 
 
    The [Mage] standing in the scrying orb was being besieged by all sides. He held up the will like a shield as the angry Drake woman shouted at him. 
 
    “General Shivertail’s will is perfectly clear! Miss Shivertail, he left his personal equipment to one Selys Shivertail. That would include the—” 
 
    His gaze flicked towards Selys, towards the casket. Selys remembered the brilliant armor. But she also remembered her uncle’s face. She didn’t know what to say. Her face was pale. Her knees felt weak. She knew she should be shocked, and she was. But another thought was surfacing in her mind, cresting all the other thoughts. 
 
    Why? Why did you have to do that, Uncle? 
 
    Her first reaction wasn’t gratitude. Selys wasn’t agog at her good fortune. For a moment, just a moment, she was angry at Zel, angry at her uncle, for putting her in this situation. And then she was ashamed. She looked at the casket and then at the angry Drakes, fighting over Zel Shivertail’s possessions. His sister-in-law was pointing at her and screeching. 
 
    “Unacceptable! Unacceptable! That Drake girl isn’t one of the main family! She didn’t even know my brother!” 
 
    “Selys.” 
 
    Someone shifted the scrying orb. Selys saw Watch Captain Zevara hold the noisy magical artifact away from her. She edged over to Selys and whispered. 
 
    “Why did General Shivertail leave…?” 
 
    She looked stunned. Selys stared at her and shrugged. 
 
    “That’s Uncle Zel for you.” 
 
    Watch Captain Zevara gaped. Selys laughed a bit bitterly. 
 
    “He must have written the will years ago. Back when I wanted—well, I used to want to be an adventurer. He remembered it and never said anything.” 
 
    “Typical of him, really.” 
 
    Tekshia looked only a bit shaken. She glanced at the casket and shook her head. She looked almost fond for a second. 
 
    “He would accidentally leave you something like that. He never wore fancy armor and he had few magical artifacts, compared to other [Generals]. Did you hear that part about giving you a sword? I bet he thought…” 
 
    All three Drakes winced as they heard an angry squawk from the orb. Zevara looked at Selys and made a rapid decision. She cleared her throat, loudly, and stared into the scrying orb. 
 
    “Ladies and gentledrakes, I’m afraid I must interrupt. Am I to assume that the contents of General Shivertail’s will have been read out?” 
 
    “Yes! And there’s nothing I can do to change it!” 
 
    The beleaguered [Mage] was shielding himself from several angry members of the Shivertail family. Zevara nodded. 
 
    “In that case, I, Zevara Sunderscale, have borne witness and will oversee the distribution of General Shivertail’s will within Liscor.” 
 
    “Oh no you won’t.” 
 
    The angry sister-in-law strode up to the scrying orb. Selys got a good look at her nostrils and angry mouth as she grabbed it and glared into it. 
 
    “That will cannot apply to the armor! Where is this Selys Shivertail? Is that her? Come over here! Renounce your claim to the armor—” 
 
    “Enough, Xalia!” 
 
    Zel Shivertail’s father angrily grabbed for the orb. He glared into it and stared at Selys. 
 
    “This will be a matter for our cities to decide. Watch Captain Zevara, I want you to hold onto the armor until—” 
 
    “You don’t give orders here! Give that back to me!” 
 
    Xalia fought with her father-in-law over the orb. Zevara regarded the skirmishing Drakes with a look of revulsion. She spoke loudly as she held the scrying orb away from her face. 
 
    “The will is clear. Zel Shivertail has left his possessions to Miss Selys Shivertail. You may dispute the will’s contents as you please, under the law, but until then, I’m afraid we have pressing business to attend to in Liscor. I apologize for the necessity, but we really must go.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare—” 
 
    Zevara muttered a word, and the scream was cut short. The room was suddenly very quiet. Selys looked at Zevara. Tekshia sighed. 
 
    “Ancestors, what a mess. Now I remember why I haven’t seen my sister in twelve years.” 
 
    “What’s going to happen?” 
 
    Selys looked around, her tail twitching uncertainly. The two older Drakes looked at her, and Selys was dismayed to see that neither of them had an answer for her. The awkward silence was punctuated by a door opening. 
 
    “Watch Captain? Is everything alright in here?” 
 
    A Gnoll [Guardsman] glanced inside quickly. He must have heard the shouting. Zevara looked at him. She glanced at Selys, hesitated, and then snapped an order. 
 
    “No. Get me every [Guardsman] you can spare and secure this building! I want Relc, Klbkch—and get me Wall Lord Ilvriss and Embria!” 
 
    She turned to Selys and Tekshia as the Gnoll barked an order and someone started running. Zevara sighed. 
 
    “You’d better take a seat. This might take a while.” 
 
    They looked at Zel Shivertail’s casket. 
 
    “Elsewhere. I’ll find you a room.” 
 
    Selys stared at the Watch Captain as she strode out the door. Then she looked at the casket as her grandmother began muttering about Wall Lords and the army. A [Fireball] had just landed right in the middle of Selys’ normal life and blown it to pieces. But it had already been shattered. 
 
    Zel Shivertail was dead. Her uncle was gone. All that followed seemed oddly appropriate in light of that. Selys took a seat and waited. What else was there to do? 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “The Heartflame Breastplate. A national artifact and a symbol of the Drake people. Mentioned in several stories and older myths…the last known sighting was over two centuries ago, in a war between the Humans and our people. General Ironscales had possession of the armor, and it was deemed lost when she fell in battle.” 
 
    Ilvriss stood with his back to the window. His eyes blazed. He was a Lord of the Wall, but he looked as excited as a child who’d peeked into the Adventurer’s Guild for the first time. His tail swished back and forth as he spoke. 
 
    “We know the legends. The stories of it stopping an enchanted lance thrust to the heart? It never being broken? All confirmed by history. Of course, I haven’t had the time to properly investigate all the old tales—and Liscor lacks an archive. But every [General] knows the stories.” 
 
    “Stories. Myths. An artifact from the legends was sitting in the Reinhart armory for two hundred years. And turns up now.” 
 
    Tekshia sat in a chair, looking older than Selys could remember. Ilvriss nodded, and the spark went out. 
 
    “True. It didn’t save General Shivertail. He—must have been truly cornered to have fought so hard.” 
 
    He looked towards the door. They were sitting in another room. Ilvriss had come at once, and he’d seen Zel’s body. He looked—Selys had heard of his animosity with Zel, but Ilvriss looked truly unhappy. He shook himself, as if trying to wake himself. 
 
    “Speculation about his death is…in regards to the armor, I concur with Watch Captain Zevara’s assessment. It does belong to Selys Shivertail by law.” 
 
    “You’re serious?” 
 
    Selys looked up. She stared at Tekshia and Ilvriss. 
 
    “This had better not be a joke. Grandma, if this is anything like that prank you pulled on my 20th birthday, I swear I’ll—” 
 
    “This is no joke, Miss Shivertail.” 
 
    Ilvriss stroked at his chin with a claw as he spoke. Selys shut up. It really was intimidating to be around him. Not only was Ilvriss classically handsome in all the Drake ways, he was a Lord of the Wall. That was practically royalty to Liscor, who had no nobility of their own. And Erin had thrown a pan at him? Selys was too nervous to do anything but listen as Ilvriss spoke with the confidence of his station. 
 
    “Drake law is specific. We lost the Heartflame Breastplate in a war with the Humans. Whoever had a claim to it lost that claim, and it became a possession of Zel Shivertail when Magnolia Reinhart gave it to him. He gave it to Miss Selys via his will, so it is legally hers.” 
 
    “Is there a specific law that states that? My extended family will fight tooth and claw if there isn’t.” 
 
    Tekshia looked at Ilvriss. He closed his eyes and nodded. 
 
    “‘Lands, property, and possessions lost to war are forfeited. A city, group, or individual cannot claim ownership over an object they used for the purpose of making war.’ The Agreement at Osthia, ECL. 426.” 
 
    “What a weird law. Why would we give away anything we lose in war?” 
 
    Selys shook her head. She’d just had a conversation with Erin about that very thing. Ilvriss smiled drily. 
 
    “If that law didn’t exist, we’d go to war more often than we did. Like wills, these laws were put in place in order to prevent fights over lost treasures.” 
 
    “And conveniently, it means that Miss Selys’ case is rock solid. Anyone who wants that armor will have to overturn universal law to get it. Even a Walled City would have trouble making that case.” 
 
    Watch Captain Zevara sighed as she rubbed her eyes. She looked at Ilvriss. 
 
    “…And that means we have a national-grade artifact sitting in the other room. Ancestors. I’ve got Relc watching General Shivertail’s body with his partner, but I’ll need more than that if word gets out.” 
 
    “I will send my men to secure the building.” 
 
    Ilvriss nodded at once. Zevara raised a weary claw. 
 
    “Thank you, Wall Lord. But Wing Commander Embria insists her men take that duty. We’ll move everything to a safer location within the hour, as soon as a [Healer] arrives to…” 
 
    She broke off delicately. Tekshia snorted. 
 
    “Rob my nephew’s corpse? Did you have to tell that army hothead what was happening?” 
 
    “I didn’t have a choice! I’m a Watch Captain, Miss Tekshia. It’s my duty, and they would kick up a fuss if I didn’t mention it. And I’m sure they’ll want to speak with Selys about…” 
 
    All eyes turned to Selys. She looked around. 
 
    “My armor?” 
 
    Her armor. The Heartflame Breastplate. Selys wanted to think about it, but the image of Zel’s face kept flashing through her mind. Why was no one talking…? Probably because this was easier to talk about. Because this was something they could actually do something about. The older Drakes talked, arguing about what should be done. Selys sat still, not really listening. 
 
    She felt like throwing up. Why was all this happening? Before she knew it, it was dark and Tekshia was turning to her. 
 
    “Selys, dear. Go back home and sleep. We’ll sort this out.” 
 
    “Gee, thanks, Grandma.” 
 
    Selys tried to be sarcastic, but her heart wasn’t in it. Ilvriss turned. 
 
    “I’ll send someone—” 
 
    “Forget it. The rain’s not going to kill me.” 
 
    Selys got up and walked out of the room. The older Drakes looked at each other. Zevara sighed. 
 
    “But someone else might. Do you think Miss Selys understands what just happened?” 
 
    Tekshia sighed. 
 
    “She’s young. And she just saw her uncle’s corpse. I don’t think she’s grasped it yet.” 
 
    “Well, what should be done?” 
 
    Zevara looked from Ilvriss to Tekshia. All three Drakes eyed each other. They were on the same side. Nominally. But the image of that artifact shone in their minds. What would happen next? 
 
    Selys didn’t know. She walked through the street, not realizing that half a dozen shadows were following her. She walked into her small apartment, took off her soaked clothes, dried herself, changed, and lay down in her bed. She was too tired. Too tired to… 
 
    Selys slept. 
 
      
 
    [Heiress Class Obtained!] 
 
    [Heiress Level 4!] 
 
    [Skill – Increased Income obtained!] 
 
    [Skill – Lingering Presence obtained!] 
 
      
 
    “Ancestors!” 
 
    Selys shot out of her bed, her face lighting up with sudden surprise and happiness. Then she sagged. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She stared out the dark, rainy window and then covered her face with her claws and wept. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Everything happened too fast. Selys woke up after a night full of troubled dreams. She walked around her apartment, swearing and eating the dried meat and stale bread she had in her cupboards. She opened the door to her house to collect some rainwater to wash and realized her house was being guarded. The big, burly Gnoll standing right outside her door tipped her off. 
 
    She stared at him. He nodded to her and adjusted his helmet. He was standing beneath the eaves of her doorway so that the rain didn’t hit him. 
 
    “Miss Shivertail. Watch Captain Zevara sends her regards, yes? She would like to speak with you as soon as you’re willing. Before the funeral.” 
 
    Selys just looked at him. There were so many things she could say in reply, but none of them came out. Her usual biting remarks were missing. The funeral was today. 
 
    “When is it?” 
 
    The Gnoll glanced towards the sky. 
 
    “Hrr. Four and a half hours from now, if I’m a judge. The bells will ring from every wall twenty minutes ahead of time. Everyone will be there. I do not think anyone would miss it, no.” 
 
    Selys didn’t think so either. She closed the door and put on her rain gear. She didn’t feel like showering. When she left her house, the Gnoll [Guardsman] followed. They met Watch Captain Zevara in Liscor’s largest plaza. The Watch Captain looked like she’d been up for hours. She looked tired and grumpy as she drank a stamina potion. 
 
    Selys knew what that was like. Erin had talked about something called ‘coffee’, but all Selys knew was that if you were flagging, a stamina potion would keep you awake long enough to finish your shift. You just felt like you were dead inside the entire time. 
 
    “Miss Shivertail. Apologies for the guard. In light of recent events I thought it was best.” 
 
    “What’s all this?” 
 
    The plaza was full of people. A stage had been constructed in the center of the plaza, and Selys could see wet flags, wood barricades already holding back groups of civilians… 
 
    “The Council wanted the funeral to be public.” 
 
    “Funeral. But I thought we were going to send off his body—” 
 
    Zevara paused. 
 
    “We were. But a compromise was reached last night. General Shivertail’s family have no objections to holding the funeral here. A delegation from Pallass will arrive, and General Shivertail’s funeral will be seen by all the Drake cities. His ashes will be sent to his home for burial.” 
 
    Bury me with my—Selys blinked. That was the compromise? She met Zevara’s eyes, and the Watch Captain nodded ever so slightly. Then Selys fixed on something else she’d said. 
 
    “Ashes? You’re going to burn him? Why?” 
 
    The Watch Captain hesitated. She gestured at the Gnoll standing behind Selys, and he backed up. Zevara walked closer and lowered her voice, although the rain drowned out the sound nearly completely. 
 
    “There’s been a concerning development. I’ve kept it quiet, but I thought you and your aunt should know. We had a [Healer] remove the…armor from General Shivertail. However, the Drake complained of an odd feeling and diagnosed himself as sick shortly after touching General Shivertail’s body. He fell ill and passed away within the hour, despite the use of healing potions and antidotes.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Selys stared at Zevara in shock. The Drake woman nodded grimly. 
 
    “We’ve decided to cremate General Shivertail’s corpse in light of these events. Magnolia Reinhart did warn us—I exchanged a [Message] spell with her people, and they’re convinced that whatever that was only affects those that touch the body.” 
 
    “Won’t anyone mind burning…?” 
 
    “It’s standard procedure with some burials. It won’t be out of place. We can claim it was in his will. I know this is all very hard—” 
 
    “For me?” 
 
    Selys stared at Zevara. The Watch Captain nodded uncertainly. 
 
    “It must be hard to deal with.” 
 
    She saw the [Receptionist] narrow her eyes in the rain. Selys spoke slowly. 
 
    “My uncle’s dead. That’s my business. I’m not the one dealing with his dead body killing people. I’ll be fine, Watch Captain. You do your job. I’ll be fine.” 
 
    She turned and walked away. Zevara stared at her back. She turned and found someone to glare at. The Gnoll [Guardsman]. He flicked his ears unhappily as the rain pattered off his armor and helmet. Zevara glared at him. Damn Gnoll hearing. 
 
    “You didn’t hear anything.” 
 
    He saluted. 
 
    “Not a thing, Captain.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Everything was a blur. Meaningless, but inescapable in its own way. Selys stood in the wet square as people worked around her. In silence. The crowd that had gathered was tired, wet, but determined to be there. They weren’t openly mourning—they had shed all their tears a week ago. But they came, Gnolls and Drakes and Humans. 
 
    Erin came. So did Mrsha, Lyonette, and the adventurers. Selys couldn’t face them, so she stood next to Zevara as the Watch Captain kept the center of the plaza clear. Selys was allowed to be there. She was a relative. People stared at her and Tekshia when she appeared. 
 
    Zel’s funeral was a production of the highest order. He was a war hero, and this event mattered. It had to matter. So Liscor had pulled out all the stops it could. So had Pallass. The Walled City had sent a company of [Soldiers] to match Liscor’s own 4th Company. Embria and her men stood in the rain, presenting their arms. Pallass’ dignitaries and senators from their Assembly of Crafts stood with Liscor’s Council for the world to see. Every Drake city was watching. 
 
    And yet, there was a limit to how much they could do. When all was said and done, this was a funeral. It couldn’t be a parade, and so the grandeur and effort of the cities was in appearance. The funeral itself was shorter. Somber. Quiet, save for the rain. 
 
    It happened too quickly for Selys. Pallbearers of the city’s finest Drakes carried Zel Shivertail’s body through the streets, past silent crowds. Ilvriss, Zevara, Embria…a [General] from Pallass, other officers Selys didn’t know, carried the casket. They laid Selys’ uncle down on a pyre of wet wood. Then they gave speeches. 
 
    Selys hid behind Zevara. She would have stood behind her grandmother, but Tekshia was too short. There was no such thing as a [Priest] in this world, not anymore. It was more fitting to let Watch Captain Zevara, Embria, and the other Drake leaders give speeches anyways. Zel Shivertail had been a soldier, and this was a military burial. 
 
    She didn’t listen to the words. She just stared at the blank casket and the dried brushwood and logs soaked in oil. Liscor didn’t have much wood—they usually imported it and hoarded what they had to last through the winter and spring. They’d had to get this wood from another city. Not from Celum. Pallass had insisted on providing high quality timber, as if it made a difference. Despite the rain, the fire would burn hot and bright—courtesy of an [Alchemist]’s mixture. 
 
    After the speeches were done, Watch Captain Zevara stood and spoke Zel’s last rites. She spoke of heroism, of courage and sacrifice, of a [General], a legend. The Tidebreaker. Nothing about Selys’ uncle. She finished with a question Selys had heard once. 
 
    “Who will stand to avenge him? Which Drake will honor his memory?” 
 
    It was a question asked after Drakes died in battle. It was customary for someone to speak. Selys waited, numb, wet, and cold and saw the eyes of the crowd. 
 
    They were staring at her. Selys turned white with shock, and then red. She was standing in the small crowd around the casket. And she was the youngest Drake there. That sent a cold shock down Selys’ spine. They were expecting her to— 
 
    Rumors had already spread about Zel’s will. But even without them, the stares of the crowd—Selys saw a [Mage] transmitting the scene—her face—to the world. She wanted to disappear. Again, Zevara asked the question as was custom. 
 
    “Who will stand to avenge our fallen? Who will rise for Zel Shivertail?” 
 
    The eyes. Selys felt like they were all focused on her. But what was she supposed to do? She wasn’t an adventurer! She was just— 
 
    Ordinary. Selys looked down at her feet in silence. Zevara raised her voice. 
 
    “Who among you will answer the call?” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    For a heart-stopping second Selys thought it was her. But it wasn’t. Ilvriss stepped forwards, his face grim in the rain. Selys saw some of Pallass’ senators glare at him. Then Embria stepped forwards. 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    “As will I.” 
 
    More Drakes stepped forwards. Some in the crowd, others among the dignitaries. They shouted vengeance upon the Goblin Lord, heroes of the Drakes who wouldn’t let the Tidebreaker’s death rest. 
 
    It was a pretty scene. Selys wanted it to end. After the shouting had died down, Zevara turned. This was the final moment. She accepted a torch from a [Guardsman], and Selys saw two other Drakes take the brightly burning torches. 
 
    Tekshia and Embria. They had been chosen. No one had asked Selys. It was a custom. An officer for Zel from Liscor. The Watch Captain of the city. And Zel’s relative. Tekshia. They approached the pyre. 
 
    The casket was closed. Selys could remember what lay in it. Only, Zel’s body was stripped of the armor now. She wondered what he looked like. 
 
    The armor. Her armor. Selys wondered why it was hers. He’d given it to her so she could be an adventurer. She vaguely recalled telling him she wanted to be one. Years, oh, years ago. 
 
    It had been just a child’s fancy. But he’d remembered it. She stared as the three Drakes stepped forwards. They stood around the pyre. Waiting. 
 
    Tekshia Shivertail was the first. She gently placed the burning torch on the pyre. Zevara was next. She held her burning torch to her side until it ignited and stepped back. On the other end, Embria laid her torch on the wood reverentially. 
 
    The fire sputtered in the rain, but the alchemical mixture had been mixed well. There was a moment of silence, then the fire engulfed the casket with incredible speed. Selys heard a sigh from the crowd. She stared at the burning wood. 
 
    The flames danced in the rain, searing vision, a bright, living thing in the dark landscape. The pyre burned brightly for a long time, and then the rain reduced the fires to ash, then steaming embers. Selys stood in the rain, watching the ash smoke and fizzle until someone touched her arm. 
 
    Tekshia. The old Drake woman leaned on Selys’ arm. She’d stood so straight, so proudly during the funeral. Now she looked tired. Selys unconsciously offered her arm, and Tekshia took it. 
 
    People were leaving. The after speeches went unspoken. No one wanted to say anything. Rather than leave all at once, the crowd in the plaza just trickled away. Many stayed, staring at the place where Zel Shivertail had been put to rest. Tekshia’s voice was soft as she and Selys walked down the street. 
 
    “I’m too old, Selys. Too old to do this again.” 
 
    “It wasn’t the same.” 
 
    Selys whispered the words. Tekshia looked at her. 
 
    “The same as what?” 
 
    “As Mom and Dad’s funeral.” 
 
    The elderly Drake paused. 
 
    “No. It wasn’t.” 
 
    That was all they said. Selys walked her grandmother back to her apartment, a lovely spacious one she’d had longer than Selys had been alive. She saw her grandmother off, stood in the rain. Until she realized someone was waiting for her. 
 
    “Do you get tired of bothering people?” 
 
    Wing Commander Embria stood at attention in the rain. Her red scales reminded Selys of the embers. She saluted stiffly. 
 
    “I apologize for my interruption.” 
 
    “Good. For you.” 
 
    Selys glared at her. Embria hesitated. 
 
    “Miss Shiv—Miss Selys. I know this must be hard for you, but there are some matters we must discuss in regards to your—to General Shivertail’s will. If you’ll come with me?” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The armor sat on a stand. It was a breastplate made of some kind of gold metal. There was really a limit to what you could say about it. Whatever [Blacksmith] had made it had engraved faint patterns into the armor, but the rippling fiery enchantment over the armor made it hard to see. When you stared at it, it was a breastplate that shone like fire and gold, like the dawning sun. 
 
    Like a pyre. If Selys hadn’t known what it was, she would have thought it was a beautiful artifact, worthy of a Gold-rank adventurer, maybe even a Named-rank one. But because she knew what it was, it looked…almost cheap. You would have thought a legendary artifact would light up the entire room or make everyone that stared at it fall to their knees in awe. But it was just magic. 
 
    Just magic. 
 
    “It’s yours.” 
 
    Zevara awkwardly gestured at it. She stood in the small room—one of the unused rooms in Liscor’s city hall—with Embria and Ilvriss. Selys looked at the others. 
 
    “Mine.” 
 
    “That’s correct. There was an argument—a battle, really—over the contents of the will. But the law was clear, and Salazsar and Pallass both backed your right to the armor. The other Walled Cities couldn’t protest, and while the Shivertail family was noisy…well, it’s yours.” 
 
    Selys stared at the armor. The Heartflame Breastplate. Just last week she’d had trouble meeting her rent since she’d spent too much on jewelry. Now she had this. This. 
 
    “I didn’t want it. I don’t want it.” 
 
    The Drakes looked at her with varying degrees of shock. Selys looked around. Military people. [Warriors]. They probably dreamed about getting artifacts like this. But she was a [Receptionist]. What was she supposed to do, wear it in case she was assaulted at her desk? 
 
    “This is mine?” 
 
    They nodded. Selys looked at the armor. 
 
    “What the hell am I supposed to use it for? A paperweight?” 
 
    Watch Captain Zevara cleared her throat. 
 
    “Miss Selys, I know this is a lot to take in. But this armor—you need to do something with it. We can’t keep guarding it forever. One of the Shivertails let it slip that it was bequeathed to you, and there are already hundreds of [Message] spells asking about it. Soon there will be [Thieves] and people trying to take it at all costs.” 
 
    “Someone already tried.” 
 
    Everyone looked at Ilvriss. The Wall Lord nodded to the armor. 
 
    “Last night, one of my people caught someone lurking around the side of the building. They escaped, but there was an attempted break in an hour later. A [Burglar], a local criminal, according to Senior Guardsman Relc, who apprehended him.” 
 
    “It’s already started. And it’s only going to get worse. Artifacts like this attract people like flies. And this one—Miss Selys—” 
 
    “I heard you. What am I supposed to do with it?” 
 
    “Sell it?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Selys looked at Ilvriss. He studied her and the armor with a quick, appraising gaze. 
 
    “I would like to offer to buy the armor from you, Miss Selys. I realize I can’t offer you fair compensation for a legendary artifact without a known value, but consider it. You could sell the artifact in exchange for coin, goods, services…this could make you a very wealthy Drake.” 
 
    “Wall Lord! Miss Selys hasn’t had time to process any of this. Give her time—” 
 
    “It’s an offer, Watch Captain Zevara. I have no doubt Miss Selys will receive countless others by the time the day is done. I simply want her to be aware that I can pay my price up front and out of pocket.” 
 
    Ilvriss’ voice was calm. Selys couldn’t imagine how much he was talking about. Ten thousand gold coins? No, for any powerful artifact— 
 
    “The army could use the breastplate. Miss Shivertail might consider choosing to give the armor away to someone allied with her interests, rather than an outsider.” 
 
    Embria slid smoothly into the conversation, smiling politely at Selys. If she hoped to be friendly it didn’t work. Selys eyed her and Ilvriss. Zevara raised her claws. 
 
    “Wing Commander, Wall Lord! Please, let Miss Selys decide for herself.” 
 
    “You mean, to sell an incredibly powerful magical artifact. Just like that?” 
 
    The Drakes looked at each other. Zevara coughed. 
 
    “Not right away. If you have any questions, feel free to ask. Your grandmother is sure to have an opinion on the issue.” 
 
    “You don’t have to make a decision today. We can defer the issue.” 
 
    “The issue of guarding it will of course be undertaken by my [Soldiers].” 
 
    “And my people. There’s no cost of course, but there is a limit—” 
 
    “A representative from Pallass is waiting to speak with you, and you have [Message] spells from—” 
 
    It was like rush hour and she was alone at her desk. Selys looked from face to face as the Drakes who were far, far too important to ever speak with her normally jostled each other for her attention. Then she had a thought. 
 
    “I can’t. I’d love to ask—but I can’t. I have to go. I have an appointment. My job.” 
 
    “Doing what? I’m sure it can wait.” 
 
    “No it can’t. My grandmother gave me a task and it’s today. Now, in fact.” 
 
    “Doing what?” 
 
    Selys wanted to laugh hysterically. 
 
    “I’ve got to go supervise a [Necromancer] in the sewers.” 
 
    They stared at her as if she were mad. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “Hey. Sorry I’m late.” 
 
    Selys walked down the street. Pisces glanced up and sniffed. He was standing next to a sewer entrance. He wasn’t wet. A barrier of air shielded him from overhead, keeping his spotless robes nice and dry. 
 
    “I would complain, but given the circumstances, I will refrain.” 
 
    “Gee. Thanks.” 
 
    Pisces glanced at Selys, and then his eyes flicked down the street. Selys didn’t have to turn to know that a group of figures was not-so-discreetly loitering there. 
 
    “I assume that those following you are friendly in some sense of the word?” 
 
    “They’re [Guardsmen]. And Liscor’s [Soldiers]. Oh, and I think some of them are Wall Lord Ilvriss’ people.” 
 
    “Ah.” 
 
    Pisces glanced at Selys and then at the sewer entrance. It was an iron doorway set into a tunnel that went all the way down to the sewers, Selys knew. It was locked, but Selys had a key. Pisces glanced at Selys again. She just glared at him. She was wet. She didn’t like Pisces that much, and she didn’t want to hear a single acerbic comment out of him. She wasn’t Erin, who had the patience to deal with weirdos all day. But to her surprise, Pisces cleared his throat. 
 
    “I could do this myself. Or we could postpone this task for another day.” 
 
    The [Receptionist] blinked at him. 
 
    “I have a job to do. And I have to follow you and make sure you’re doing it right.” 
 
    “Yes, but if you’d like to take a break, I would be more than willing to relegate this errand to a later date. I understand today might be somewhat stressful…” 
 
    He trailed off, and Selys realized what he was getting at. He was actually being tactful. She paused. 
 
    “I’d never hear the end of it from my grandmother if I shirked my duties.” 
 
    “You could tell her I failed to turn up. Or that I requested an extension.” 
 
    Why was he trying to be helpful? Selys’ tail curled with stress. 
 
    “I—appreciate the offer, Pisces. But Zevara, Olesm, and everyone else is breathing down my spines to get the sewers cleared. Let’s just get this over with.” 
 
    “As you wish. I assume you have the key?” 
 
    “Yeah. Move over.” 
 
    Selys fished around and came up with an old key. She unlocked the doors while Pisces stared over her shoulder. 
 
    “Please tell me that your escort isn’t going to follow us into the sewers. Fifteen Drakes and Gnolls crowded down there would be—” 
 
    He paused. 
 
    “—Fairly entertaining, actually.” 
 
    Selys bared her teeth. 
 
    “I don’t think they get paid enough for that. Besides, we’re not going in far, are we? Here we are.” 
 
    The sewer doors opened and let a terrible stench out. Pisces covered his nose and coughed. Selys gagged. She heard the [Necromancer] mutter a word, and a breeze blew past her. The smell vanished. 
 
    “Huh. Thanks.” 
 
    “Wind spell. A shame I never mastered scent illusions. Are you alright, Miss Shivertail?” 
 
    She was getting sick of being called Miss Shivertail. Selys eyed Pisces. 
 
    “It’s Selys. I’ll live. Where’s your undead creation?” 
 
    “In here.” 
 
    Pisces patted a bag of holding at his side. He hesitated. The steps leading down weren’t wet, but the rain was blowing in and there was a good amount of moss coating the old stones. 
 
    “You really needn’t come down with me. Neither of us need be here, to be honest.” 
 
    “I’m going. Stop trying to talk me out of it.” 
 
    Selys glared and walked past Pisces. She took the steps down as the stench of the sewers grew worse and worse. The steps led down to a very large, very flooded sewer. Selys had been down here only once before, back when she’d wanted to become an adventurer. One hour in here had disabused her of that notion. 
 
    The sewers of Liscor. Every decent city had sewers, at least in Izril. It rained too much not to invest in such things. But sewers brought trouble. They were a breeding ground for disease and pests, for one thing. Monsters had a nasty habit of invading the sewers, and as such, it was considered a rite of passage for most adventurers to start at Bronze-rank by slaying giant rats, slugs, slimes, and other monsters in the sewers for copper and silver coins. It was disgusting work, but it was plentiful. 
 
    If Liscor’s sewers were different from other sewers in other cities, it was in size. To manage the runoff of water, the sewers had been built larger, to withstand the heavy rains that came every year. Selys could see black and filthy water rushing down the main tunnel as she descended the steps. 
 
    You’d expect sewers to be filled with green sludge or resemble some kind of bog. You would be wrong. These sewers were meant to send the water out of Liscor. If they were clogged, something had gone wrong. And in fact, it was that very issue Selys was here to address with Pisces. 
 
    “Ancestors, what a stench.” 
 
    “It’s certainly pungent.” 
 
    Pisces seemed more immune to the horrendous smell down here than Selys. He wrinkled his nose and covered his face with one sleeve, eying the moss and lichen growing on the walls of the ancient stone. Selys breathed through her mouth. 
 
    “According to Olesm, the sewers are getting clogged thanks to moth bodies and rats. Those damn things stop water flow with their nests. Fortress Beavers do it too sometimes. I saw several streets being flooded since the drains are blocked.” 
 
    “That was my understanding. Olesm commissioned me to solve the problem, and I offered the use of my undead. I have my creation ready to deploy. Should I…?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    Selys just wanted to be out of here. Why was she here when she had just inherited a magical artifact? If she sold it, she’d never have to work in the sewers again. She watched as Pisces rummaged around in his bag of holding and then produced a handful of bones. He tossed them to the ground and pointed. 
 
    “Rise.” 
 
    Selys had never seen anyone animate an undead before. She watched in horror—and fascination—as the bones floated upwards and rotated, joining together to create a skeletal…thing on the floor. It was definitely not the skeleton of anything that had once been alive. 
 
    It resembled a dead animal that was half dog, half cat, and somehow, half rat. There were too many bones, and it had tearing jaws, long claws, and ‘spines’ of sharpened bones. It looked like it had been born to hunt down other creatures its size. Selys shuddered. 
 
    “That’s your creation?” 
 
    “Please don’t be alarmed. This creation is totally under my control. It is a variant of a Bone Horror, scaled down for utility. It will not approach you or harm you in any way.” 
 
    Pisces spoke quickly, holding his hand out as the bone hunter…thing flexed its body, raising a clawed leg and opening and shutting its mouth. Selys stared at Pisces and then at the undead horror he’d made. 
 
    “I’m not scared of it.” 
 
    “You aren’t? Ah, well, that is good. As I told Olesm, it won’t take any action without my command, and it will follow my instructions most precisely. You need not look at it.” 
 
    The thing appeared to be checking its body for faults. Selys stared at it and then at Pisces. He was half-shielding it from her view. 
 
    “Are you afraid I’ll pass out or something?” 
 
    He sniffed. 
 
    “I am aware of your people’s fear of the undead. I would not wish you to faint or become hysterical, especially given our proximity to the water.” 
 
    He stared at her with a mixture of disdain and condescension. Selys felt her blood boil. He thought she was going to run away screaming? She’d heard from the other [Receptionists] that they were terrified of him. Selys glared at Pisces. She stared at his Bone Horror and raised her foot. Then she kicked it into the water with a splash. 
 
    Pisces gaped at her. Selys glared at him. 
 
    “What? Don’t tell me it’s too fragile to take a kick?” 
 
    “No, but—that—” 
 
    Selys folded her arms. 
 
    “I’m not afraid of the undead. I just don’t like them. Is it going to get to work, or do I have to kick you into the water after it?” 
 
    It was cathartic to see the [Necromancer]’s jaw drop. Pisces raised a finger and then turned and pointed. Selys saw the water shift, and a dark shape moved out of sight. She waited, and then saw the undead thing clamber out of the water and lope down the elevated walkways. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    Pisces watched it go and then eyed Selys. He almost looked impressed. Selys got the impression that no one had ever kicked his creations before. She just glared at him. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Er, nothing.” 
 
    “Good to hear. How long until that thing gets to work?” 
 
    “It should already be hunting down rat nests, ah, Selys. It will locate them, climb into their dens, and eradicate them. If it senses a blockage, it will excavate the offending area.” 
 
    Selys raised one of her brows. 
 
    “Excavate?” 
 
    “It will, ah, disassemble any corpse or blockage it finds. My creation can dissect most creatures quite quickly.” 
 
    “Gross.” 
 
    Selys sighed. Well, adventurers did the same thing. That was one of the reasons why it was so hard to get people to do sewer work, despite the higher pay. It was a disgusting job where you had to haul dead and rotten body parts around. And if you fell into the waters—well, if there hadn’t been rain for a while, it could get nasty. 
 
    “Just show me when it kills things. I’ll stand here, say that you’re not creating an army of undead in the sewers, and go home. You can leave and I can go, okay?” 
 
    “That sounds like an excellent plan. Selys.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    The Drake folded her arms. Pisces blinked at her, still looking off-guard, and raked a hand through his hair. They stood together in silence as the waters flowed past them. There really wasn’t much Selys wanted to look at. After a while, Pisces spoke. 
 
    “It occurs to me that we haven’t spoken at length before now.” 
 
    “I don’t hang around Erin’s inn that often. And you don’t show up in the Adventurer’s Guild too much.” 
 
    “Yes, well, I am aware when my presence is unwanted.” 
 
    “Maybe if you stopped making undead and sneering at everyone, we’d all like you more.” 
 
    Pisces’ eyes flashed. 
 
    “My pursuit of necromancy is my choice to make! My spells are useful—even if only a few individuals are willing to acknowledge that fact. The fact that the Adventurer’s Guild refused to consider my reasonable offer after Olesm had approved it reflects more poorly on you than I. Or am I incorrect in thinking you resorted to my services due to a lack of interest in your ‘tried and tested’ methods of clearing the sewers?” 
 
    His voice was hurt and waspish. Pisces sniffed haughtily and immediately regretted the action. Selys just sighed. 
 
    “Yeah, you’re wrong. I said it was okay.” 
 
    Pisces paused. 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    Selys nodded, keeping her eyes on the dark waters. Why was she here? 
 
    “Yup. My grandmother was the one who objected. You know her? Tekshia Shivertail? She hates all [Necromancers].” 
 
    “But you don’t?” 
 
    The young man in white robes peered at Selys, looking suddenly a lot more interested and a lot less standoffish than before. Selys frowned. 
 
    “I don’t like [Necromancers]. Or the undead. But I thought Olesm’s idea made sense. It’s for the rats. I hate those things.” 
 
    “More than the undead.” 
 
    Selys’ tail curled around her legs with distaste. 
 
    “Have you ever woken up to a giant rat creeping around your kitchen?” 
 
    “Not as such. But I see your point. Well. I withdraw my former complaint. Am I to assume that it was your intervention that allowed this project to continue?” 
 
    Selys shrugged uncomfortably. 
 
    “I talked with my grandmother. Don’t thank me. It’s just that we have a sewer problem, and I live here. Better a [Necromancer]’s creations than sending adventurers down to deal with it. Do you know how many adventurers die each year in the sewers?” 
 
    “I believe that would be a rhetorical question.” 
 
    Pisces backed away as Selys raised her foot threateningly. She glared at him and sighed. 
 
    “Two. On average, two idiots lose their footing and drown. Or actually die if the rats swarm them. I know that’s not a lot, and it really only happens if someone’s careless. But that’s two reports I have to make—two dead bodies someone has to explain to their families. That’s why I’ll tolerate your damn undead, even if I hate them.” 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    The necromancer fell silent, and Selys kicked at a crumbling bit of stone. Pisces was not her ideal talking partner. She’d be happy if they never talked, actually. It wasn’t that he was that unpleasant—not once you took him down a peg—but Selys could live her entire life without needing to engage him in conversation. But here she was. She’d actually kissed him once. Why? Oh yeah. The mistletoe. 
 
    If Pisces recalled that incident, he didn’t seem to remember. Or care. He was focused on what Selys had said, frowning over her words like a true debater. 
 
    “While I appreciate your pragmatism, Selys, your statements raise a question for me. If you can see the utility of the undead, why do you despise them? Because of their appearance? Their nature?” 
 
    The question didn’t so much hit Selys in the gut as bounce off her scales. But it wasn’t a fun question, either. Selys stared past Pisces, wondering if she shouldn’t answer, evade the question, or kick him into the sewers. But no—that wouldn’t be fair. She sighed. 
 
    “My parents died when the Necromancer attacked the city.” 
 
    “Ah.” 
 
    The young man froze. Selys eyed him. 
 
    “Are you going to tell me you’re sorry?” 
 
    He wavered. 
 
    “I would like to express my condolences. Yes. But it was not my undead that killed your parents.” 
 
    Selys’ tail uncurled and lashed a bit. 
 
    “I didn’t say it was.” 
 
    “No, but the implication is there. And I understand your animosity towards all undead. But if I may—I would place the guilt on the Necromancer.” 
 
    “Not the undead?” 
 
    Pisces spread his hands. 
 
    “They are monsters. Some think. Most are mindless. But they hunger after the living, and yes, cause death and destruction if not stopped. But they are a force of nature, Selys. And to a [Necromancer], they are tools. Servants. And sometimes, yes, sometimes, valuable creations. Works of genius.” 
 
    “That killed my parents.” 
 
    Pisces shoulders hunched. 
 
    “Yes. In that sense the undead can be weapons. And they can be horrific. But it was the Necromancer who made war on Liscor. I don’t ask you to put aside your hatred, but look at my creation and see it as a tool, however disgusting, Selys. I see value in it. I know the bone and shape frightens others, but there is a craftsman’s pride in my creation.” 
 
    “That’s what you say. All I see is a horrible bone thing.” 
 
    Selys turned away. She heard a sigh. Pisces looked at her back but didn’t pursue the topic. She felt…well, not angry. Not really. She’d gone over her parents’ deaths too many times to flare up at Pisces. After a while, Selys couldn’t help it. She looked over her shoulder at Pisces, who was busy reading a spellbook he’d pulled out of his bag of holding. 
 
    “You should have given it armor.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    He looked up. Selys gestured around the sewers. 
 
    “Some of the rats and monsters you see here get big. They’ll smash this thing with their bodies if it provokes them, no matter how many claws and spines you give it.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “You ever seen a three hundred pound rat bodyslam someone? They’ll crush your little bone horror. You should have given it armor. And a ranged attack.” 
 
    Pisces closed his book. 
 
    “That’s not exactly possible with most undead, Miss Selys.” 
 
    She snorted. 
 
    “Yeah, not with skeletons. But what about Crypt Lords? Skeleton archers? Ancestors, you’d probably have done better than your Bone Horror if you just animated three skeletons and given them bows and swords!” 
 
    That stung his pride. 
 
    “My Bone Horror was customized to fight in narrow spaces!” 
 
    “By a [Necromancer] who’s never ventured into the sewers in his life! What happens if it runs into a slime?” 
 
    “Well—I, ah, suppose it would destroy the slime’s core.” 
 
    “Not if it’s engulfed entirely. Did you give it a way to deal with armored rats?” 
 
    “Armored rats?” 
 
    “They get weird. You could have made your Bone Horror better.” 
 
    He flushed. 
 
    “And I suppose you have a better idea?” 
 
    Selys did, actually. 
 
    “Yeah. Armor. And a projectile weapon. Let it shoot bone spikes. There are some undead that do that, aren’t there? That way, it might survive an encounter with some of the nastier things down here. And make a bigger Bone Horror, too. Something that can hunt down the huge monsters. That way you can have the little one flush out the tiny monsters while the big one patrols the sewers.” 
 
    She pointed down the sewers. The main water tunnel branched off down the intersections, but there were walkways on both sides of the canal where something could patrol. Selys looked back at Pisces and saw him staring at her. She smirked at him. 
 
    “If you’re going to create an undead monster, Pisces, do it right. Can you make more?” 
 
    The [Necromancer] had to fumble to reply. 
 
    “Um. Yes. I can. I lack the bones, but assuming my creation secures enough corpses…I can create another later tonight if that is acceptable. A variant like you described—I haven’t tried—bone spikes, you said? Which undead uses…?” 
 
    “Ever heard of a Spiked Stalker?” 
 
    “I—well, I’ve heard the name, but I’ve never encountered one…how do you know about them?” 
 
    Selys rolled her eyes mockingly. 
 
    “I’m a [Receptionist] for the Adventurer’s Guild. I have to memorize monster weaknesses and variants. You’re the [Necromancer] here. What’s your excuse?” 
 
    She saw him blink at her, and then, surprisingly, grin. 
 
    “My apologies, Selys. I will be sure to brush up on my knowledge of the undead. Am I to take it that you’re approving my creation of more undead to patrol the sewers?” 
 
    Selys wavered. Tekshia hadn’t given her permission. But Tekshia wasn’t watching a bit of poo float down the sewers. She nodded firmly. 
 
    “Yeah. Do that. Four should be enough if they’re working around the clock.” 
 
    “I’ll draw up new plans. And speaking of work—I believe my creation has already cleared out a nest. Would you like to inspect it?” 
 
    She was feeling a little better. Selys sighed. 
 
    “Might as well. Lead the way.” 
 
    Pisces took her down two corridors and into a gap in the sewer walls where the stone had crumbled away and enterprising rats had built a nest. Right up until a certain undead had found them, that was. Selys looked at the ravaged rat corpses with disgust. Blood was already running into the waters. Design flaws aside, Pisces’ creation really was good at its job. 
 
    “Alright, I think I’ve seen enough. I don’t need to watch it disembowel a moth corpse to know it’ll do it.” 
 
    “Excellent. And there are bones here for me to use. I’ll, ah, get to work after you leave.” 
 
    “Considerate of you. Well, thanks, Pisces. I’ll tell Grandmother—I mean, the Guildmistress—that you’re doing a good job.” 
 
    Awkwardly, Selys turned away from the bloody nest. She looked around the dark sewer tunnels with dismay. Pisces had created a [Light] spell, but the only other light came from the drains that let a little light in from above. 
 
    “Which way leads out of here? I’ve got a lot to do, and I can’t stand around watching crap float by with you. However much more fun that might be.” 
 
    “Ah. I’ll guide you out. Am I to take it that you’re deliberating on your current predicament?” 
 
    Pisces stood up and pointed. Selys followed him, frowning. 
 
    “My ‘predicament’? What would you know about what I’m up to?” 
 
    She heard a sniff and a cough as Pisces walked in front of her, shining the light orb so they could see where they stepped. 
 
    “Gah! An unfortunate habit—Miss Selys, I would wager that the entire city knows the contents of General Shivertail’s will, at least what pertains to you. He left the Heartflame Breastplate to you, and it is no leap of the imagination to assume that every important figure in the south of Izril desires it badly. Have you had many offers to sell?” 
 
    Selys bit her lip. 
 
    “Two, so far. Well, one to donate to Liscor’s army. Apparently I have more [Message] spells waiting for me. And people.” 
 
    “Hmph. No doubt. Well, I would hate to offer my advice unsolicited, but I do hope that you take care in choosing what you do with the armor. Leaving it be is obviously untenable, but selling it or giving to the wrong faction would be politically risky.” 
 
    Pisces’ knowing tone made Selys glare at his back. 
 
    “What do you know of Drake politics?” 
 
    He shot an amused glance over his shoulder. 
 
    “Enough to understand that strengthening Wall Lord Ilvriss’ position would undermine Pallass’ authority to restrict his travel through their Walled City. Salazsar and Pallass are currently at odds, so I wouldn’t be surprised if you were immediately approached with a counteroffer to sell the armor to Pallass. And if you don’t agree, I would imagine Pallass would quickly put pressure on Liscor and you to sell the armor to them or one of their allies.” 
 
    Selys gulped. That did sound likely, now that Pisces said it. Her little sewer adventure meant she’d missed speaking with the important people waiting to talk to her. Was that really what they’d do? 
 
    “You’re sure?” 
 
    “Well, I suspect that if you didn’t give away the breastplate within the day, multiple factions would start forming alliances to compete for the armor. Pallass doesn’t have to have the armor—neither does Oteslia, or any of the other Walled Cities. Simply denying it to their adversaries would be enough, and you would be caught in a whirlwind of competing influences, so to speak.” 
 
    “Is there a best move?” 
 
    Selys felt dizzy at the thought of all that. Pisces laughed. 
 
    “For you? For your finances? Or for Liscor? If you are worried about your safety, and would rather see this taken care of efficiently, I would gift the armor to Liscor’s army for a small sum of gold. They can hardly afford to outbid a Walled City, but you would be considered a patriot and would offend the fewest number of parties that way.” 
 
    They’d reached the stairs leading up. Selys shook her head. 
 
    “How do you know all this? Wait—you’re just making all this up! You can’t know all this.” 
 
    “Can’t I?” 
 
    Pisces gave her a superior glance. He began walking up the stairs backwards, looking down at her as he rattled off a list of facts. 
 
    “The Heartflame Breastplate. Last in the possession of General Ironscales of Oteslia. Lost in a conflict with the Reinhart and El family over a dispute regarding trade from Chandrar that resulted in a clash north of Liscor, a rare exception to the traditional conflicts in the Blood Fields. The armor and General Ironscales were lost when her command was routed and she disappeared in the chaos. The Heartflame Breastplate is known for its keen defensive properties and was considered to be unbreakable whether by magic or physical force…” 
 
    He trailed off as Selys stared at him. Pisces shrugged. 
 
    “Artifacts are of extreme interest to [Mages], particularly ones that haven’t been discovered yet. I confess, I did listen to the gossip. As for politics, I have studied Drake culture as a matter of interest. I am sympathetic to your circumstances, Selys. You have been thrust into an unpleasant dilemma.” 
 
    “Don’t I know it.” 
 
    Selys groaned. She could smell damp, refreshing air from above. She climbed out of the sewers with Pisces and locked the metal doors. She stank, and she wanted a hot bath, but she’d have to make a report. Selys glanced sideways at Pisces. 
 
    “Okay, you’re smart, for all you don’t know undead as well as you think you do. What would you do if you were in my boots?” 
 
    “Me? Do you mean, who would I sell to? No one. Not at the moment.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    The young Drake woman frowned at him. Pisces rolled his eyes heavenwards, a gesture that reminded Selys of herself. 
 
    “Simply put, the desire for you to sell or give away one of the most precious artifacts known to Drakes does not seem to be in your best interests, is it? Artifacts appreciate in value. And this artifact, well, it is an unknown quantity in part.” 
 
    “How so? It’s the Heartflame Breastplate. Everyone knows about it!” 
 
    Pisces smirked. 
 
    “Ah, yes, everyone. Tell me, Selys. How much do you know about the artifact you possess? Its history? All of its magical effects? You know a few rumors passed down by Drakes around a mug of ale. Are you certain you know everything about such a legendary artifact? Just like that?” 
 
    Selys nearly bit her tongue. She hadn’t thought of any of that. She was still grappling with the idea that the armor was hers! She looked hard at Pisces. 
 
    “I don’t suppose you know a lot about it, then?” 
 
    He hesitated. Pisces stroked his chin and looked at Selys. He seemed to waver and then shrugged to himself. He drew closer, and Selys heard him whisper as the rain soaked them from above. 
 
    “I know where we could find out.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    There was a crowd of Drakes passing through The Wandering Inn. They first came through the door to Liscor, waited impatiently as the connection was switched to Pallass, and walked through without so much as looking around the inn. Sometimes the Drakes would come the other way, and they were forced to wait in queues as they travelled from Pallass to the inn to Liscor. 
 
    None of them had much good to say about Humans today, and the [Innkeeper] in charge of changing the doorway from place to place was pretty fed up with it all. She’d just opened the door to Pallass for the umpteenth time when someone spoke her name. 
 
    “Hey Erin.” 
 
    Erin Solstice looked up in surprise. 
 
    “Selys!” 
 
    She waved at Selys who smiled as Drakes poured past her into Pallass. The Walled City was windy today, without a cloud in the sky. Erin eyed the lovely weather longingly. Selys glanced at the doorway. 
 
    “Lots of traffic?” 
 
    “Everyone wants to come through and back and through again!” 
 
    Erin rolled her eyes as a group of Pallassian [Soldiers] in yellow armor marched past her. She lowered her voice. 
 
    “Hey Selys, want something to eat? No one’s hungry, and they’re all glaring at me. They just want to travel to Liscor which is good because I have the you know whos in the basement.” 
 
    She pointed, and Selys glanced at the trap door to her basement. It was open a crack, and she saw a crimson eye staring at her before the trap door closed. Erin grimaced. 
 
    “I feel really bad, but it’s like—you know?” 
 
    She waved her hands to indicate that Hobgoblins in her inn was not a safe move right after Zel Shivertail’s funeral. Selys nodded. She edged towards the door. 
 
    “I’m not hungry, Erin. Actually…I’m going through to Pallass. Do I need to sign something or can I just walk through?” 
 
    “Oh? Well…no one’s signing things today. Go on through, I guess. I’m going to have to let people go to Liscor in a minute, but if you wait, you can get back in. I think.” 
 
    Erin gestured to some of the Drakes and a pair of Gnolls who’d come into the inn and were waiting impatiently. Selys nodded. 
 
    “How long do I have? If I want to stay in Pallass for a while?” 
 
    The young woman had to think. 
 
    “They’re holding the door open for the next…six hours. Just come back by then, okay? I feel really bad for the [Mages]—they’ve got to work really hard.” 
 
    She pointed to a sweating Drake standing by the door in the inn. There were more on Pallass’ side, and they were rotating in shifts. Selys nodded. She glanced casually over to her right at a patch of empty air. 
 
    “Well then. I’ll see you later, Erin.” 
 
    “Sure! And—wait a minute! What’s this about you inheriting—aw, she’s gone.” 
 
    Selys had already left through the doorway. Erin sighed and looked at the [Mage] standing by the door. He was frowning at Selys’ back, or rather, the air to her right, but he looked up as Erin sidled over. She leaned over conspiratorially as the Drake glared at her suspiciously. 
 
    “Psst. Want a snack?” 
 
    The [Mage] stared at her. He glanced around at the unhappy Drakes and then at her inn, perhaps realizing for the first time that it was an inn, and not a waiting zone made into his own personal hell. He hesitated and then replied in a whisper. 
 
    “…What kind of snack?” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Selys walked through Pallass, trying to look casual and not gawk. A Walled City! She’d just walked through, and now she was here! She looked around and jumped as a young man strolled across the street next to her. Pisces smiled pleasantly and whispered. 
 
    “Don’t jump!” 
 
    “I thought you were invisible!” 
 
    “I just kept the spell up long enough to enter Pallass. Humans aren’t unheard of in the city. I just wanted to avoid suspicion at the doorway, a sentiment which I thought you would share.” 
 
    The Drake [Receptionist] glared at him. She was on pins and needles just having walked into Pallass. The idea of it! But Pisces had been so sure. And he’d been right! No one looked twice at Selys. Everyone was entering and leaving Pallass, and so the normally vigilant guard on Erin’s inn had been slack enough for Pisces and Selys to slip through. 
 
    Now they were walking down the street, mingling with the crowd—of which there were a few Humans, it was true—looking for a building. Selys followed Pisces as he read signs. The [Necromancer] practically exuded confidence as he walked down the street, as if he had every right to be here. 
 
    “Hm. I think that building is it. Right up ahead. The architecture matches what we might expect, anyways. Ah yes, here we are!” 
 
    He pointed. Selys saw Pallass’ Archive, the repository of books and Drake knowledge, looming in front of them. It wasn’t so much a library as a treasury of texts. Drakes certainly couldn’t just walk in and take out books. They hoarded their valuable scrolls and books. Normally Selys would have been turned away at the door, but again, Pisces had a solution. 
 
    “Name?” 
 
    “Selys Shivertail.” 
 
    The Drake on duty at the desk looked down at his parchment, did a double take, and stared at her. Selys smiled weakly. He stared at her, opened his mouth. 
 
    “Uh—Shivertail?” 
 
    “That’s right. I’m, uh, visiting Pallass for the day. I was hoping I could read a few books…?” 
 
    Selys let the question linger in the air. The Drake stared at her, and then at his parchment. 
 
    “You’re not on the approved list. But, uh—you’re—I saw you on the scrying spell! You were at General Shivertail’s funeral! Standing right there!” 
 
    He gestured. Selys felt a pang in her stomach. She felt a nudge in her side and elbowed the air. Hard. She heard a muffled yelp. The librarian didn’t notice. 
 
    “That’s right. I couldn’t stay in Liscor, so I wanted to visit Pallass. It’s an amazing city. I know I’m not on the list, but I thought I could just…” 
 
    The Drake fumbled for his papers. 
 
    “We’re not supposed to let anyone in. But you’re—I mean, you knew—I don’t see what the harm is. If you’re just looking. I can just write you in as…well, I don’t know if I need to write this. Purpose of visit? Why not? I was devastated to hear about General Shivertail’s passing. Those damn Goblins.” 
 
    Selys nodded and made appropriate sounds, sensing someone move past her. Within five minutes, she was past the front desk and moving down the shelves. The helpful Drake had even pointed her in the direction of the texts she’d wanted to find. She paused at a shelf and whispered. 
 
    “Are you there?” 
 
    “You hit me.” 
 
    Pisces’ injured voice was a whisper. He needn’t have bothered; few people were in the archive and none of them were in this section. Selys glared in the direction of the voice. 
 
    “Be glad I didn’t do worse.” 
 
    “Be glad the [Invisibility] spell didn’t fail right then and there! Physical contact makes it break!” 
 
    Pisces retorted angrily. Selys paused. 
 
    “You should have mentioned that.” 
 
    “I didn’t expect to be attacked! Now, take that book off the shelves in front of you. The one with the green cover. That’s the one we’re looking for, or so I believe.” 
 
    Selys did so, carefully. She opened the book, noting the title. General Ironscales, Assorted Myths and Factual Accounts. 
 
    “Huh. I didn’t know there was a book like this.” 
 
    Pisces’ voice was dismissive. 
 
    “Opportunistic [Writers]. This one appears to be a compilation of gossip more than a piece by an accredited [Historian]. But myth may be what we need, so long as it’s detailed. Open it.” 
 
    Selys did. The words on the page were tightly written, and she read quickly. A [Receptionist] had to have the [Speed Reading] skill or go insane. Pisces was almost as quick, and he quickly helped her locate the section they were looking for. 
 
    “Here we are. The Heartflame Breastplate. Rumored to be worn by…part of a complete set…a complete set? Really?” 
 
    Selys glanced up. She felt an invisible hand turn the page of the book she was holding. Pisces’ voice was animated. 
 
    “Fascinating. I had no idea! This armor was known for far more than its defensive properties. Look at this passage. ‘One rumor attributes the armor’s defensive abilities to more than just its intrinsic toughness. Legend has it that General Ironscales would walk into battle surrounded by a barrier of flames that could turn aside arrow and spell alike. This rumor may have been due to her ability to breathe fire, but a separate and verified historical entry notes her ‘protection of flames’, rather than ‘protection from flames’ or other wording.’” 
 
    “Is that what you were talking about?” 
 
    Selys’ heart beat faster. The Heartflame Breastplate was more than just a powerful piece of armor? Pisces sounded excited. 
 
    “This is why I told you that research was essential. No doubt other cities are looking into the myths, as well. Too often, people assume to know everything, when in fact, the truth is only a fraction of the whole! Let’s see if we can find any more references to the armor.” 
 
    Selys paged through the book, noting every reference to the Heartflame Breastplate she could. There were more books that mentioned the legendary artifact, and with the helpful Drake librarian’s help, Selys went through lists of Drake artifacts, accounts of wars involving the breastplate, and more fables about Ironscales and the artifact. 
 
    “This is incredible.” 
 
    Hours later, Selys found herself leaving the archives, head spinning. She had learned so much about the Heartflame Breastplate. It had been part of a set, it had a power—all of the stories pointed to it having some kind of flame enchantment that was activated by means of some kind of secret command—and yet there was so much she didn’t know. She walked down the busy street, talking quietly with an invisible Pisces. 
 
    “I had no idea it was this famous. I mean, sure, you hear children’s stories, but there are so many! Like the Spear of Kissle, or the tale about Hessca the [Dragonslayer]. None of that’s real.” 
 
    “And yet, there is a nugget of truth in some legends. You possess the Heartflame Breastplate. An artifact worthy of any Walled City, any hero. You do. Is that not enough to make you believe in some of the mythology?” 
 
    “Yes. No. It doesn’t seem real.” 
 
    Selys kept her voice low. Anyone looking at her would just think she was talking to herself. Pisces’ voice was thoughtful. 
 
    “You are taking this quite calmly. Are you sure you’re not in a state of shock? I can hardly believe your level-headedness myself.” 
 
    Selys shook her head. 
 
    “I don’t know. The Heartflame Breastplate? Me, owning it? Thanks to Uncle Zel? I—I still haven’t really felt like it was mine, you know. It’s so sudden. They just showed me the armor, said it was mine, and told me to give it to someone.” 
 
    She walked past a burly Drake who was walking her way and sensed Pisces shifting closer to her. There was another group of Drakes walking, and he had to move to avoid them, too. Selys paused until she felt him nearby and went on. 
 
    “It’s all too fast. This wasn’t supposed to happen to me, you know? Maybe to Erin. But not me. I just knew my uncle. And he was a hero, but I—it’s too sudden. I can’t believe it happened. And the armor only belongs to me because he’s gone, you know? It’s like everyone’s forgotten that. But I—” 
 
    She looked around and realized she couldn’t sense Pisces’ robes swishing by her side. Instead, the burly Drake she’d just passed had turned and was walking her way. Too close to her. Selys walked away from him, irritated, but he was right by her side. What was his problem? She turned and glared at him. 
 
    “Hey, some personal space here?” 
 
    “Selys Shivertail?” 
 
    He looked down at her. He had dark orange scales and a scar over his snout. Selys paused. 
 
    “That’s me. How do you know my name?” 
 
    She looked at him and realized the big Drakes she’d passed were also standing behind him. A lot of them. In fact, they looked like they were all following her. Selys backed up a step. The Drake with orange scales nodded. 
 
    “That’s her. Do it.” 
 
    Selys turned and shouted. 
 
    “Hel—” 
 
    Something hit Selys on the back of the head. She sagged and someone caught her. Selys heard a panicked shout from someone across the street and then a voice. 
 
    “Let’s move!” 
 
    The world turned black as Selys felt herself being carried away at speed. She saw the empty street and Drakes staring at her in alarm as her head lolled back, but no one was following her as the thugs ran with her. No one was coming to save her. 
 
    No one at all. 

  

 
   
    5.18 S 
 
      
 
    “What’s it like, being a [General], Uncle Zel?” 
 
    “A [General]? Hm. That’s a difficult question. Why, are you planning on becoming a [General] instead of a Named Adventurer, Selys?” 
 
    “No…I don’t want to join the army. Grandma hates them. I do, too. Every time they come home, they cause trouble. They tried to kill some Antinium.” 
 
    “Ah. I heard about that incident. How is the city adapting to them?” 
 
    “Dunno. They’re weird, but I don’t see them often. There’s one in the City Watch. Did you know that?” 
 
    “I…did.” 
 
    “He’s really strange. He’s always polite and everyone avoids him. Why are we talking about the Antinium? What’s it like being a [General]? Huh? Tell me!” 
 
    “What part of being a [General] interests you, Selys?” 
 
    “Um…what’s it like being famous.” 
 
    “Famous?” 
 
    “You know. Everyone staring at you. Grandma said you led a huge army against a Gnoll Tribe last month!” 
 
    “The Vaskia Skyhunter Tribe. It wasn’t that large of an army. But yes. I had to do that.” 
 
    “So? What’s it like?” 
 
    “…What?” 
 
    “Being at the center of attention! Is it fun?” 
 
    “It’s not exactly like that, Selys. I’m a [General], not a hero. People take orders. It’s not like being an adventurer or a celebrity.” 
 
    “But they do pay attention to you, right?” 
 
    “They do.” 
 
    “I wish they did that to me. No one ever pays attention to me. Grandma’s famous. So are you. I’m just Selys.” 
 
    “It’s not everything you might think it is, Selys. Fame is a one-way street. Once you go down it, you can’t go back.” 
 
    “Huh? What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    “Er—being stared at by everyone isn’t always fun, Selys.” 
 
    “Why do you do it, then?” 
 
    “…Huh.” 
 
    “Wait, you don’t know?” 
 
    “I’m thinking. Hush for one second.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “…Why do I do it? Well, I don’t like being famous. Having everyone’s eyes on you, being trusted to lead an army…that’s a heavy responsibility. There’s something unique about being the one person in the world everyone’s watching. That’s true.” 
 
    “What’s it like, Uncle Zel?” 
 
    “Indescribable.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “Does it feel good?” 
 
    “That’s hard to say too. Being in command, taking charge…some love the feeling of doing that. Others hate it. I do it because there’s no one else. Because it’s my duty. Because…it must be done.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay. Well, I bet that I’ll like it. When I’m a Named Adventurer, I’ll visit you all the time, okay? I’ll be more famous than you are!” 
 
    “Hahaha—” 
 
    “Don’t laugh! I’m serious.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Selys. I know you are. I was just thinking that might be pleasant. When you’re more famous than me, come visit me anytime. It would be refreshing to have a niece more famous than I am.” 
 
    “Just you wait. I’m going to do it. Grandma’s teaching me how to use a sword, and I can go into the sewers when I’m fifteen! Evvy’s parents are going to let her try when she’s fourteen, but Grandma says I’m too reckless. I’m not.” 
 
    “I’m sure she’s just being careful. And she is the Guildmistress of the Adventurer’s Guild, Selys.” 
 
    “Yeah. Anyways, I’ve been practicing with those claws you gave me! Look, I brought them!” 
 
    “Oh. Well done. I suppose if you’re here, I should teach you another trick. Unless you want to use a sword?” 
 
    “Nope! I’m gonna learn how to do everything. Teach me another trick!” 
 
    “Alright. Stand back and give me some room. You’re going to want to be a bit back from your opponent when you do this—” 
 
    “Wow! Let me try!” 
 
    “Careful. It’s not easy. And remember what I told you?” 
 
    “Don’t do this to anyone I know?” 
 
    “Right. But the second part—” 
 
    “‘Stay out of trouble.’ I know, Uncle.” 
 
    “I’m just concerned for my favorite niece.” 
 
    “Really? Your favorite?” 
 
    “Well, maybe my second favorite—” 
 
    “Uncle!” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “Wake up.” 
 
    Someone smacked Selys with a claw. She jerked, felt the binding on her wrists, and stared at a Drake. He had an ugly, flat face, like a Human’s. And he was standing too close to her. She tried to back up, nearly fell, and realized she was sitting in a chair. Her hands were bound to the back with rope. She saw other Drakes in the room, huge, thickset ones, and thought of the worst. 
 
    “Touch me and I’ll—” 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    The Drake in front of her glared at her. He had dark orange scales, greasy and uncared for. He also had a knife. Selys realized that when he brandished it. She eyed the blade, but kept talking. 
 
    “If you lay one claw on me, I’ll bite your hand off, got it?” 
 
    The Drake exchanged a glance with his buddies. 
 
    “Cooperate and you won’t be harmed.” 
 
    “Yeah. Cooperate or we’ll have to persuade you. Which would be fun for us. And not for you.” 
 
    Another Drake leered at her. Selys stared at him. He was shorter with brown scales. She glanced around. This was bad. Really bad. What was— 
 
    The Drake in front of her slapped down a piece of parchment. Selys stared at it. The Drake put down an ink pot and quill. He pointed. 
 
    “Sign.” 
 
    Selys stared at him. She stared at the contract. It was hard to make out since the only light in the room was a single lantern. But she could make out what looked like a legal contract. ‘I, Selys Shivertail, hereby authorize Watch Captain Zevara to relinquish the artifact in my possession to the bearer of this document. Said artifact is known as…’ 
 
    The pieces flew together in her mind. The Drake [Receptionist] looked at the parchment, at the thugs, and then relaxed. 
 
    “Ancestors, that’s a relief.” 
 
    Her reaction caught the Drakes off-guard. They stared at her. Selys glanced around. Dimly lit room, about eight Drake guys—okay, one female skulking near the back, although she was twice as big as Selys so it was an easy mistake—she’d jumped to a far worse conclusion. Not that this wasn’t bad. But Selys felt better. She glared at the Drake. 
 
    “You hit me.” 
 
    “Sign the document. You won’t be hurt. We’ll keep you here until we obtain the artifact, and then you’ll be let go. Unharmed, if you cooperate.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” 
 
    If looks could kill, Selys would have been Liscor’s most-wanted years ago. She glared around and then yanked at her bindings. 
 
    “Hey! My hands are tied. How am I supposed to sign anything if I’m tied up? Are you idiots?” 
 
    The [Thug] in front of Selys stared at her. She glared at him. 
 
    “Untie my hands! Unless you want me to sign that parchment with my tongue? I can’t tail-write, you know!” 
 
    Her response took all of them aback. One of them coughed. 
 
    “What, you’re just going to sign? Like that?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah? I’m not stupid. I’m locked up in this room, and you’ve got knives. Give me the quill.” 
 
    The Drakes exchanged glances as Selys glared at them. What did they think she was going to do? Resist torture? An artifact wasn’t worth that, no matter what it was! 
 
    “Fine. I’ll release you. Don’t move. And don’t try to run.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I won’t. And watch my claws! I got them polished the other day!” 
 
    “She can’t be serious.” 
 
    One of the other [Thugs] muttered as the Drake with the knife began sawing through Selys’ bindings. Selys tried to breathe normally. She was being mouthy, but she was terrified. She waited until she felt the bindings fall off her claws and then grabbed the quill. 
 
    Everyone in the room tensed. Selys stared at them. 
 
    “I’m signing the document.” 
 
    Slowly, she dipped the quill into ink and scrawled her name across the bottom of the parchment. The Drakes blinked. Selys pushed the parchment back towards the Drake with the orange scales. 
 
    “There. How long until you let me go?” 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    “Uh—” 
 
    The [Thug] picked up the parchment, frowned at it, and looked around. 
 
    “We have the signature. Let’s go—pick it up?” 
 
    His companions looked nonplussed. The short Drake looked bewildered. 
 
    “I thought we’d have to torture her.” 
 
    “Why don’t we leave a guard—” 
 
    “Just like that? Okay, what if we—” 
 
    “You think you’re going? Not a chance. I’ll go with—” 
 
    Selys watched them argue, feeling a sense of unreality to the day. First she’d been to a funeral. And she’d been given armor. She’d gone into the sewers, then gone to Pallass, been kidnapped… 
 
    She’d been to a funeral. This morning. Selys could barely remember the smell of smoke and the sound of long speeches, now. It felt distant already. But at the same time— 
 
    Her uncle was dead. Zel Shivertail was gone. Those were the facts. Everything that followed, all of this—it was over his armor. The Heartflame Breastplate. Selys had barely seen it for more than a minute. Who cared about it? Why was this happening? 
 
    She lowered her head as her tail curled around her legs. Dead. But his ashes weren’t even buried and Drakes were fighting over his legacy. That was the worst of what they could be. That was what she’d tried to tell Erin. Drakes were descended from Dragons, yes. That was true. But where Dragons were greedy, Drakes could be so petty. 
 
    “Alright! We’ll do it like that!” 
 
    Selys looked up. The [Thugs] had come to a decision. Five went over to the door, while two folded their arms, looking annoyed. The one with orange scales came over to Selys. 
 
    “We’re going to take the artifact. Where is it being held?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Selys glared at the Drake’s incredulous face. 
 
    “Do you think I had time to put it somewhere? Zevara has it! I don’t know where it is!” 
 
    “You must have seen where it was last.” 
 
    “Yeah, but they moved it! I don’t know where it is!” 
 
    Selys folded her arms. The hired muscle looked at each other. One growled. 
 
    “Maybe she’s lying.” 
 
    “I’m not.” 
 
    The young [Receptionist] stared at the thug. He narrowed his eyes and came over. 
 
    “I don’t like the way she’s talking back.” 
 
    “Oh y—” 
 
    At last, Selys’ mouth finally got her into trouble. The other Drake caught her arm, and she yelped as he gripped it hard enough to bruise. 
 
    “Tell us where the armor is. You know where they put it. You’re just lying to us to buy time. I want to know where.” 
 
    “I don’t know! Let go of me!” 
 
    Selys grabbed the arm holding her, but the Drake was far stronger than she was. He grabbed her other arm and spoke menacingly a few inches away from her face. His breath stank. 
 
    “Think really hard, Miss. Or else I’m going to have to—” 
 
    He gasped and jerked. Selys felt him let go and saw him jerk backwards. Something was protruding out of his shoulder. The silvery tip of the rapier pulled back as he cried out in agony. Pisces appeared behind him. 
 
    “I would ask that you refrain from threatening Miss Selys, good Drakes of Pallass. Or I might be forced to harm you.” 
 
    He turned as the Drake he’d wounded grabbed at his shoulder. Pisces whirled, and the [Thugs] in the room cried out in shock. Pisces smiled, his white robes shining in the lantern light, his bloody rapier held at the ready. 
 
    “It appears that degenerate behavior is not simply a Human trait. I would have expected this in Terandria. Or Wistram. But here? Is there no regard for grief, no respect for mourning?” 
 
    They hesitated. Pisces flicked his gaze from Drake to Drake. There were eight of them, spread out around the room. The [Necromancer] backed up towards Selys. 
 
    “I would advise you to lay down your arms. You are outmatched. I am a Silver-rank adventurer and my team—” 
 
    The Drake he’d stabbed rose up, punched Pisces with a roar, and the other Drakes charged. Pisces yelped, and Selys saw him stagger back. The injured Drake charged him— 
 
    “[Stone Spray]!” 
 
    —And received a face full of razor-sharp stone shards. He screamed and fell, clawing at his eyes. Pisces whirled. Someone charged him with a club. The [Mage]’s form blurred and he lunged—the thrust of his rapier went through the Drake’s chest and out the other side. The [Thug] stumbled, dropped. Pisces backed up, cursing, as he tried to withdraw his fragile blade. 
 
    “He’s a [Mage]! Rush him!” 
 
    The Drakes charged. Pisces looked up, let go of his rapier’s handle, and flicked his fingers. 
 
    “[Flame Jet]!” 
 
    A gout of fire blasted from his fingertips, catching two of the Drakes. They screamed and dropped to roll about on the ground, and Pisces turned, forcing the others to back up. He fumbled for something at his belt— 
 
    “Watch out!” 
 
    Selys shouted. A [Thug] was throwing one of the knives he held in his claws. Pisces blurred as something dropped, and he appeared three feet to his left. The knife missed him, and the [Mage] flicked his finger. Selys saw a ring on his finger glow, and a bolt of white light shot across the room and struck the knife-thrower in the chest. She heard a crack, and the Drake folded up with a hole in the upper right part of his chest. 
 
    “He’s got artifacts!” 
 
    “It burns!” 
 
    “Get around him!” 
 
    The Drakes were shouting. Selys was standing up, but she had no intention of getting into the fight. She backed towards one wall as Pisces looked around. Five Drakes remaining, two of them burned badly. They dodged as he raised his hand and shot a stream of crackling electricity towards them. One had a buckler and caught the electricity on the wooden frame, grimacing. Pisces backed up towards a corner. 
 
    “I would advise you all to surrender.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” 
 
    It wasn’t witty repartee, but the murder in the eyes of the Drake who’d spoken did a lot for the delivery. Pisces sighed. 
 
    “Yeah. Look behind you.” 
 
    Amazingly, one of them actually did turn his head. That saved him. The others were just readying themselves to charge when the long scythe of bone shot out and buried itself in the back of the first Drake’s head. He fell. The others turned. And screamed. 
 
    A tall, tall creature of bone stood behind them. It had no face, just a torso without neck or head. Its arms were long whips of bone ending with curved scythes. It had long legs and a strange, ball-like waist from which it could rotate and bend its upper body freely. It did so now, leaning low to the ground and slashing at the other Drakes with its arms, cutting their flesh as they screamed and backed up. 
 
    “Ancestors, an undead!” 
 
    “He’s a [Necromancer]! Run!” 
 
    One went for the doors. The Bone Horror tangled him with its arms, cutting him over and over with whipping strikes that flayed the Drake. Another slashed at it, but Pisces’ creation simply ignored the blows. Pisces blasted a third Drake with a spray of stone, making her scream and back up— 
 
    “Nobody move!” 
 
    Someone grabbed Selys. She hadn’t seen the fourth Drake running towards her. She’d been too focused on Pisces’ creation. Now the criminal grabbed Selys with one hand, keeping his club raised towards Pisces. The [Necromancer] whirled. The air around his hands frosted with cold as he pointed a finger. 
 
    “Let her go.” 
 
    “Back away, or I’ll club her brains out! Tell that thing to leave!” 
 
    He was gripping Selys’ arm hard, his claw slippery with sweat. He was shaking. Of his seven buddies, five were dead and the other two bleeding badly. He tried to pull Selys towards the door. 
 
    “Don’t be foolish. You have nowhere to run. Let her go and I’ll spare your life.” 
 
    Pisces’ voice was cold and, somehow, larger. The Drake gulped. 
 
    “I won’t fall for that! I’m not turning into a zombie—back off!” 
 
    He was shaking with fear. Pisces stared at him. The light from the lantern in the room flickered suddenly, though there was no breeze. The [Thug] jumped. 
 
    “Don’t move! You cast a spell and she’s dead, you hear me?” 
 
    “Let her go. Do not make me ask twice.” 
 
    This time Pisces’ voice was deeper. It echoed and cracked with dark intent. The Drake holding Selys whimpered. Pisces took a step, and the Drake raised his club. 
 
    “Touch her, and you will suffer long after death. Don’t mistake me for a common [Necromancer], fool. I could do things with your body that would make you scream to hear about.” 
 
    “S-stay back!” 
 
    He nearly let go of Selys in his panic. He stared at Pisces. Now the [Mage] was grinning horribly, and the shadows behind him danced on the wall. There was a stench of graveyard rot in the air, and he seemed to grow as the Drake retreated. 
 
    “I could make you a puppet in your flesh. Would you like that? Let her go or I will ensure you live…forever.” 
 
    “I—I—” 
 
    The Drake was panicking. Selys stared at him. She stared at Pisces. Neither male was focused on her. Selys looked at her captor and tapped him on the shoulder with her free hand. 
 
    “Hey. Look at this.” 
 
    “Wha—” 
 
    The [Thug] looked down. Selys’ hand shot up. She raised her index and middle finger and jabbed them into her captor’s left eye. Her claws went into his eyeball. He screamed and let her go. Selys stepped back and wiped her claws on her clothes. Then she kicked him between the legs. The Drake fell, screaming. Pisces turned to Selys. She stared at him. He blinked. 
 
    “Huh.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Half an hour later, Selys sat in Watch Captain Venim’s office. She had a cup of hot tea in her claws, and Venim was downstairs, supervising the capture of the thugs that had kidnapped her. 
 
    Well, capture and clean up. Of the eight, five had died to Pisces or his Bone Horror. The other three were badly wounded, and it was a testament to the bloodshed that the one with the least amount of injuries was the one with a missing eye and bruising in the groin. The surviving Drakes were being arrested downstairs. Meanwhile, Pisces stood next to Selys in the office, looking around with interest. 
 
    He’d been interviewed at length as soon as the Pallass Watch had arrived. They’d come within minutes of Selys walking out into the street and shouting for help—apparently someone had seen her kidnapping, and they had already been canvassing the city. They hadn’t expected Pisces to arrive first, though. 
 
    The [Necromancer] hadn’t given Venim or his people much of an explanation as to how he’d saved Selys. He’d made the Bone Horror vanish into the bag of holding he held before the Watch had arrived. With just his rapier in hand, he’d greeted the City Watch. They knew he was a [Necromancer] somehow—perhaps from Liscor’s Watch, but they’d been impressed and disturbed by his nearly flawless victory nonetheless. 
 
    Now the two waited in silence for Venim to come back to the office. Selys heard Pisces’ robes swishing as he looked around. He walked behind Venim’s desk and eyed a stack of papers. 
 
    “I wouldn’t touch that.” 
 
    Pisces started and sniffed. 
 
    “I’m just investigating. A Watch Captain shouldn’t leave classified documents lying around.” 
 
    Selys eyed him severely. 
 
    “It’s generally considered polite not to snoop.” 
 
    “Polite, but not informative.” 
 
    The [Necromancer] sighed, but he backed away from the desk. He looked at Selys. 
 
    “How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Fine. Thanks.” 
 
    Her head had been treated with a splash of healing potion, and she was fine, albeit a bit shaken. Selys sipped at her tea. 
 
    “How are you? How’s the face?” 
 
    Pisces rubbed at one cheek where the shadow of a bruise was forming. He shrugged. 
 
    “A minor injury. I’m more embarrassed about it, in truth. I shouldn’t have let my guard down.” 
 
    “Yeah. What was that?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That! That—appearing and stabbing that Drake before facing them all down. What were you thinking?” 
 
    Pisces looked surprised, and a bit hurt. 
 
    “I was trying to intimidate them.” 
 
    Selys glared at him. Her nerves were shot. 
 
    “By yourself? You don’t give speeches, you idiot! You’re lucky that Drake on the floor didn’t stab you while you were showing off! You should have stabbed him in the back and laid a trap, rather than play the shining [Knight] in armor!” 
 
    The young man blinked at her. 
 
    “That’s strangely pragmatic of you.” 
 
    “I’m not an idiot! But you were, rushing in there! You could have been killed! [Mages] die after being stabbed, and taking on a bunch of [Thugs] with knives is a death sentence! What were you doing?” 
 
    Pisces hesitated. He rubbed at his cheek and glanced past Selys. 
 
    “I was…concerned for your safety.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Selys sat back. Pisces hesitated. 
 
    “I thought that I could distract their attention from you, or ambush them once they’d left. I grew worried when the Drake grabbed you.” 
 
    So he’d stepped in to protect her? Selys regretted shouting at him. She shifted uncomfortably in her chair. 
 
    “Well—thanks.” 
 
    “I only regret that I didn’t stop your kidnapping.” 
 
    “You couldn’t have known.” 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    “No, but I was there. Invisible, yes. I could have cut the first Drake down, but I elected to follow you.” 
 
    The gratitude infusing Selys’ heart faded slightly. She looked up over her cup’s rim at him. 
 
    “You what?” 
 
    “I thought it best to know the scope of the threat before I stepped in.” 
 
    “So you let them drag me away?” 
 
    “It was that or fight them all in the street. I had to know their numbers.” 
 
    Selys glared at Pisces as he hunched his shoulders. She opened her mouth, thought better, and closed it. 
 
    “Well. That was smart of you.” 
 
    “You think so?” 
 
    “It was the smart thing to do. There was no telling how many of them there were, or if they had more friends. So yeah, good job.” 
 
    Selys grudgingly agreed with Pisces’ decision. He blinked at her, looking slightly pleased. 
 
    “Well, I’m happy to help. Unfortunately, I fear that this is only the first event of many. I’m sorry you were targeted—although I noticed you were able to defend yourself. That was an, ah, appropriately vicious attack you performed.” 
 
    “What? Oh, poking that guy in the eye? Yeah…he deserved it. And I wasn’t about to wait for you to scare him into letting me go.” 
 
    The Drake [Receptionist] wiped her claws on her clothes for the umpteenth time, shuddering as she recalled the feeling. Pisces flicked his eyes towards her claws. 
 
    “Nevertheless, it was an adroitly done maneuver. Did someone teach you how to do that?” 
 
    Selys paused. 
 
    “My uncle taught me how to fight, when I was growing up. I was never good at claw fighting, but he showed me how to defend myself.” 
 
    “Ah. By poking eyes out?” 
 
    “Not everyone has time to learn how to use a rapier. Anyways.” 
 
    The young Drake woman cleared her throat awkwardly. She looked at Pisces. 
 
    “Thank you for saving me.” 
 
    It was the first time she’d gotten to say it. Pisces shook his head slightly. 
 
    “It was nothing.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    False modesty was somehow annoying on Pisces, who was often the exact opposite of modest. Selys raised one of her brows at him. He caught her glance and smiled slightly. 
 
    “Well, it wasn’t nothing. But I considered it my responsibility. I did invite you to enter Pallass. I should have considered the risks.” 
 
    “The risks. You mean, more of that might happen?” 
 
    “Perhaps. You are the inheritor of the armor.” 
 
    “Yeah. Damn it.” 
 
    Selys closed her eyes. All this and she’d only held the armor for a day! She was about to ask Pisces who he thought had hired the Drakes, when the door opened and Venim walked in. 
 
    “Apologies for the delay.” 
 
    He glanced at Pisces and nodded to Selys. 
 
    “We’ve arrested the surviving Drakes who kidnapped you, Miss Shivertail. We’ll interrogate them—after they heal up a bit.” 
 
    “Oh. Thank you. Do you know, um, who told them to get me? Or was it just them?” 
 
    Venim hesitated. 
 
    “That’s unclear. The Drakes didn’t say much—well, only one was conscious, so we’ll have to rely on truth spells when the other two wake up. We’ll charge them for kidnapping and attempted extortion, but my guess is they’re just hired [Thugs] and [Rogues].” 
 
    “Do you have any clues as to who might have organized their kidnapping of Selys?” 
 
    Pisces leaned forwards over Venim’s desk. The Drake Watch Captain frowned at Pisces. 
 
    “No. It could have been anyone.” 
 
    “Anyone?” 
 
    Selys’ heart sank. Venim nodded. 
 
    “You are the owner of the Heartflame Breastplate, Miss Selys. And while I’d like to assure you of your safety…things are moving quickly in Pallass. I’ve informed Watch Captain Zevara, and she’s requested that you immediately return to Liscor. I just need the rest of your statement and your…bodyguard’s before you go.” 
 
    “My who? Oh, Pisces? He’s not my bodyguard—” 
 
    “Oh. Then what was he doing in Pallass?” 
 
    Venim frowned at Pisces. The [Mage] smiled calmly. 
 
    “I came through. No one stopped me, so I assumed the passageway between Liscor and Pallass was free for public use on this day.” 
 
    “You just walked through?” 
 
    “Mm, yes. In a crowd.” 
 
    The Watch Captain flicked his gaze to Selys, who shrugged, keeping her tail still. Venim grunted. 
 
    “Well, the door is open, but I’ll have to ask you to refrain from visiting Pallass without requesting permission first, Mister…Pisces.” 
 
    Pisces bowed slightly, smiling. 
 
    “Oh, I believe I’ve had my fill of Pallass. What do you think, Selys?” 
 
    Selys looked around. Her head didn’t hurt. But she had a headache now. She raised her claws. 
 
    “I think I’ve had enough too. Can I go back to Liscor now?” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    A large group had formed in Erin’s inn, waiting for Selys’ return. Watch Captain Zevara, Ilvriss, Tekshia—and a member of Liscor’s council! He was the Guildmaster of the Merchant’s Guild, and he practically knocked over Pisces when Selys walked through the doorway. 
 
    “Miss Shivertail! I’m terribly glad to see you. What an affront, to be kidnapped while walking Pallass’ streets! I want you to know that Liscor did everything in its power to ensure you were found as soon as—” 
 
    “Thank you, Guildmaster Fleiss. Please, give Selys some room.” 
 
    To the [Receptionist]’s relief, Zevara stepped in and forced the heavyset Drake back. She nodded to Venim. 
 
    “Thank you, Watch Captain.” 
 
    “My pleasure, Watch Captain.” 
 
    He saluted her and left. Selys looked around, bewildered, as the others clustered around her. Erin tried to push past Fleiss. 
 
    “Selys, are you okay? I heard about what happened! Are you hurt? Did you—” 
 
    “Drakes first! Please! Miss Shivertail, we really must speak about your inheritance. I hate to bring up the subject so soon—” 
 
    “Silence!” 
 
    Tekshia raised her voice. The others fell silent. The Guildmistress stepped closer to Selys and inspected her granddaughter. She nodded. 
 
    “I heard you poked an eye out, Selys. Good job. Next time try ducking before they hit you.” 
 
    “Thanks, Grandma.” 
 
    Selys rolled her eyes. Tekshia nodded at her. 
 
    “Looks like you’ve had a rough time. All these Drakes want to speak with you. I just came to tell you that you can have tomorrow off. But I’ll expect you back into work at noon the day after, understand?” 
 
    “What? Grandma—” 
 
    “Enough. Don’t whine, it’s unbecoming. Now, I’ll be going. Innkeeper?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Give me another one of those ‘cookies’ you made. A bag, actually. I want to share them with some of my friends.” 
 
    Tekshia turned. She paused and glanced over her shoulder at Pisces. He was standing behind the others, forgotten. Tekshia met his eyes. 
 
    “Necromancer.” 
 
    “Guildmistress Shivertail.” 
 
    He bowed very politely. Tekshia snorted and walked away, the others looking after her. Zevara cleared her throat. 
 
    “You’re, ah, well, Miss Selys? Don’t take Miss Tekshia’s words too seriously. She was quite insistent you be found when Pallass informed us of the kidnapping.” 
 
    Selys smiled wryly. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I know. That was her being considerate and caring. I think. Trust Grandmother not to give me more than a day off for being kidnapped.” 
 
    “Speaking of kidnapping…” 
 
    Ilvriss broke in. The Wall Lord looked around, his tail wagging furiously. 
 
    “This is a disgrace. A citizen was kidnapped, in Pallass, on the streets? What kind of Walled City allows that kind of crime?” 
 
    “The kind that has an inheritor of the Heartflame Breastplate walking its streets, I think.” 
 
    Zevara glanced meaningfully at Selys, who flushed. She consulted a piece of parchment. 
 
    “Watch Captain Venim tells me they were local thugs, hired to kidnap Miss Selys and force her to sign a waiver allowing them to take the Heartflame Breastplate. They’d take it, drop it at a safe location, and receive their payment. Forty thousand gold pieces, allegedly. Not that they saw any of it—they may have intended to take the armor for themselves once they had it.” 
 
    “Dead gods, plots already?” 
 
    Fleiss shuddered. Zevara just shook her head. 
 
    “It was a shoddy plan that never would have worked. Whoever hired them must have panicked when they saw you in Pallass and didn’t think things through. If I’d have seen the document, I’d have arrested the Drakes and found out where you were being kept. Fortunately, you didn’t have to wait that long.” 
 
    She glanced at Pisces, who smiled politely. 
 
    “I was accompanying Selys, and I happened to be in the area, Watch Captain.” 
 
    “Good. Thank you.” 
 
    Zevara nodded at him and turned her back on Pisces. Ilvriss glanced at the [Necromancer] and then at Selys. He looked quite a bit kinder as he went over to her. 
 
    “Miss Selys, I understand you must be shaken.” 
 
    “A bit.” 
 
    Selys wasn’t going to lie—she was more than a bit unsteady. Wall Lord Ilvriss nodded sympathetically. 
 
    “I just wanted to let you know that my offer still stands. I don’t want to force you into a decision, but perhaps it would be best if you allowed some of my people to escort you—” 
 
    Selys’ eyes narrowed. 
 
    “Ancestors, I just got kidnapped and you’re already trying to buy the armor from me?” 
 
    Her raised voice made the others look at her. Selys turned red with embarrassment and anger. Her voice cracked as she shouted at Ilvriss. 
 
    “I don’t know what to do with the armor! Leave me alone!” 
 
    She turned and ran out of the inn. Zevara called out after her. 
 
    “Miss Selys, wait!” 
 
    Her voice had the authority of command in it. And she used a Skill. Selys stopped unwillingly. Zevara looked a bit ashamed of herself. She cleared her throat. 
 
    “You’re going to need an escort.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Selys hated everyone and everything by the time she got back to her room. There was a [Guardsman] outside her door—a pair of them, actually—and four had had to walk her back through the rainy streets. Zevara had suggested putting Selys up in an inn—and Ilvriss had immediately offered the Tailless Thief. Selys had turned them both down, instantly. 
 
    She was miserable. She sat in her bed, tossing her wet cloak to the floor and stomping into her kitchen. She reached for a mug, opened her cupboard, and realized she had nothing to drink. No tea leaves, no bottles, nothing. She’d forgotten to go shopping. 
 
    “Lizard’s eggs!” 
 
    Selys shouted. She turned and saw Pisces sitting at her table. He offered her a cup of dark red wine. 
 
    “Try this.” 
 
    For a second Selys considered poking his eye out. Her heart beat out of her chest. Pisces seemed to realize and coughed. 
 
    “Sorry. I should have announced myself.” 
 
    She stared at him. 
 
    “How did you follow me?” 
 
    “As a point of fact, I slipped in before you got here. Watch Captain Zevara made an error. She posted a guard who checked for invisible or concealed intruders before the escort brought you here. There was a window of opportunity as you opened the door. I followed you in.” 
 
    His self-satisfied explanation made Selys clench her fists. 
 
    “Pisces, I’m not in the mood.” 
 
    “I understand that. And I will leave instantly. I just wanted to give you this, actually.” 
 
    The [Necromancer] stood up and reached into his bag of holding. He produced a bottle of wine, a plate of steaming spaghetti and meatballs, and a bowl of salad. The salad had spilled a bit, and he shook a few leaves of lettuce off of the bowl. 
 
    “Apologies. Bags of holding are tricky to use. It’s practically impossible to put a cup of water inside and not spill it all.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Selys just looked at the food and wine and then at Pisces. Her stomach rumbled. She hadn’t had lunch—she’d barely eaten breakfast. The sight of food made her feel faint. Pisces shrugged and smiled a bit as he explained. 
 
    “You are under a version of house arrest. Ah, pardon me. I misspoke. You’re being ‘protected’. I thought you wouldn’t wish to eat dinner, or go shopping—or subject yourself to a public setting—so I asked Erin to make you dinner. I apologize if I’ve overstepped.” 
 
    He looked at her questioningly. Selys made her mouth work as her stomach made a motion for food. 
 
    “No, that’s—considerate of you, actually. Thank you.” 
 
    He offered her a crooked smile. 
 
    “Consider it further recompense for putting you into harm’s way in Pallass. I should have considered the risks. I will leave you alone now, if you’ll open a window to let me jump out.” 
 
    Selys hesitated. She looked at the food, and at Pisces. 
 
    “You don’t have to go. In fact—here.” 
 
    She went and grabbed two cups from her cupboards. She offered one to Pisces. He looked at it, surprised. Selys gestured at the table. 
 
    “I’ll let you have the salad.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    It was an awkward meal. Selys had never talked to Pisces, not in any intimate way. She barely knew him, and yet he’d been around Erin’s inn as long as she had. Longer, really. He wasn’t what Selys would call an ideal dining partner, but she needed someone to talk to. She was upset. 
 
    “Look, there’re threats to my life, people wanting to buy it from me—I just want to be left alone! Why is that so hard? Why does everyone have to bother me? And it’s just for the piece of armor my stupid uncle left me!” 
 
    She was on her fourth cup of wine. Pisces his second. He ate silently as Selys gnashed down a bite of food. Selys paused. 
 
    “I didn’t mean that. Uncle Zel—it’s not about him! That’s the problem! I just—I didn’t ask for this!” 
 
    “Some might call it good fortune.” 
 
    “Yeah? Tell that to the lump on the back of my head! And how good is this fortune? Am I just supposed to sell the armor? Get rich?” 
 
    “That’s the theory, yes.” 
 
    Selys snarled. 
 
    “I’d do it in a heartbeat if I didn’t think it would get me in trouble. But everyone wants it. If I sell it to one person, I get in trouble with everyone else.” 
 
    “A tricky conundrum, yes. But you would be rich.” 
 
    “Rich doesn’t help if everyone hates your guts!” 
 
    “You seem certain that would be the case.” 
 
    Selys rested her head on her hands and nearly poked herself in the cheek. 
 
    “It’s politics. I’ve seen it happen. If you’re not a patriot to your city, if you’re not a good Drake—you get treated like a traitor. If I get in trouble in Pallass for instance, I’ll get blacklisted until the end of my life and treated like a criminal. I don’t need that kind of drama.” 
 
    “And yet, you have an obligation to do something with the armor. Surely there is an optimal choice for you.” 
 
    Pisces’ reasonable tone made Selys angry. She jabbed a fork at him. 
 
    “What would you know? No one likes you! And everyone wants to be my best friend now!” 
 
    She paused. Pisces looked hurt. It didn’t show in his face, but his eyes reflected it. Selys paused, ashamed, and her tail drooped. 
 
    “Sorry. I didn’t mean—I’ve had a hard day. You have no idea how bad it’s been.” 
 
    “I might, actually.” 
 
    Pisces shifted in his chair and got up. He walked past Selys to fill his cup—not with wine, but with some water from a jug. It was stale. He grimaced but sipped it anyways. Selys looked at him, confused. 
 
    “How do you mean?” 
 
    The [Necromancer] sat awkwardly, resting his weight on Selys’ kitchen table. He studied Selys. 
 
    “Well, it’s true that I am a pariah in Liscor. But I would argue you seem to be one, too, although your fortunes are the inverse of mine.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Selys sort of got what Pisces meant, but the wine was making actual cognition difficult. Pisces saw this and flicked his fingers. 
 
    “Let me speak plainly. I attract attention because I am a [Necromancer]. A criminal. An undesirable element and, perhaps not least, a Human. This is not a new experience for me. I have long been a notable individual worthy of contempt. However, you are the same. Everyone knows you as the bearer of the Heartflame Breastplate. A Drake inheriting Zel Shivertail’s will. They all want something from you. But they do not care about you, do they?” 
 
    “No. They don’t.” 
 
    Selys bowed her head. She was just an ordinary person, changed by circumstance. Pisces nodded. 
 
    “So. I understand the feeling. It is not pleasant, even if the attention is envy, or intrigue, I imagine.” 
 
    “No. How do you deal with it?” 
 
    The young man pondered the question for a moment, sipping from his cup. 
 
    “There are many answers. Many personalities would react differently. I ignore the scorn. I weather hatred as ignorance. I am myself. I will not change for societal pressure. But you do not have that luxury, I fear. They want your inheritance.” 
 
    “They can have it. It’s no good to me.” 
 
    Selys slumped at her table. She heard Pisces sigh. He sat across from her. 
 
    “That attitude is defeatist.” 
 
    “Consider me defeated. What am I supposed to do?” 
 
    “Be honest.” 
 
    The words made her look up. Selys frowned at Pisces. 
 
    “I am being honest.” 
 
    “Are you?” 
 
    He challenged her. Pisces looked at Selys’ eyes. He had gray-green eyes, not vibrant, a dreamer’s, perhaps. But they were serious. 
 
    “You have been reacting to all that has happened, Selys. So much has changed for you. I understand that it must be…impossible in many respects. But have you truly taken a step back to think about all this?” 
 
    No. There was no stepping back in a hurricane. Selys shook her head. Pisces tapped the table with his cup. 
 
    “Then allow me to help. If you would.” 
 
    “I would.” 
 
    If he could make sense of it all…Pisces nodded. 
 
    “Let us ask one question then, and one question alone. Do you want the armor?” 
 
    Selys paused. Her instinctive reaction was to say ‘no, of course not’, but that wasn’t a true answer, was it? She spoke slowly. 
 
    “I don’t know. I haven’t really looked at it. I didn’t know what it was. Now I know. You showed me those stories in Pallass. And they were amazing! I had no idea that was what it was. I knew it was valuable. But it’s still like—I haven’t looked at it, you know? I didn’t care. When I saw my uncle, lying there—” 
 
    Her throat closed. Pisces looked at her. Sympathetically. Had Selys ever seen him look like that? 
 
    “Of course you didn’t pay attention to it. And that is the problem. You don’t know what others are so fixated on. You were cursed, Selys. Cursed with a conscience. Cursed with affection. You cared about your uncle’s passing, more than the armor. If you were greedy and selfish, you would not be in your predicament.” 
 
    Like the rest of the Shivertail family. Selys shuddered. That was true, though. She’d watched her uncle’s funeral this morning. It was too soon. But Pisces was also right, in that she had to face it. 
 
    “Okay. Do I need the damn armor? I don’t know. I want to look at it.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Then perhaps you should. That would be an adequate first step. Do you wish to see it now? Or later?” 
 
    Selys stared at him. 
 
    “Wait, what? You mean…go to it now?” 
 
    Rain was pattering on the shutters of her window. Pisces nodded. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    Selys opened her mouth. It was under lock and key! It was being guarded! It was valuable! 
 
    And it was hers. She closed her mouth. And stood up. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Watch Captain Zevara was not happy that Pisces had emerged from Selys’ apartment with her. Nor was she happy that they’d forced the [Guardsmen] assigned to her to bring them to her and the room the armor was being kept in. The Watch Captain stared at Selys. 
 
    “You want to do what?” 
 
    “I want to look at it.” 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    Zevara was probably off-duty. But she’d come hurrying as soon as Selys had made the request. The Drake folded her arms. 
 
    “It’s mine, isn’t it? I want to look at it.” 
 
    “Yes, but the security is there for a reason, Miss Selys.” 
 
    “And it’s still my armor. Unless you’re not going to let me see it?” 
 
    Selys stared at Zevara. The Watch Captain backpedaled immediately. 
 
    “No, it’s just that—of course you can look at it. For how long?” 
 
    “Is there a time limit?” 
 
    Perhaps she didn’t deserve this. Zevara’s jaw worked silently. She looked at Relc. The [Guardsman] was leaning against the wall next to the iron door, snoozing. The [Mage] that Ilvriss had assigned to the door was glaring at him, clearly envious. 
 
    “Relc. Wake up.” 
 
    “I’m up! Do I get to stab anyone?” 
 
    Relc jerked awake. He looked comical as he fumbled to attention and Zevara chewed him out, but Selys suspected that anyone trying to sneak into the room behind him would find that Relc was more attentive than he seemed. Zevara sighed as she looked at Selys. 
 
    “Take as long as you like, Miss Shivertail. Relc and Wall Lord Ilvriss’ people have the room warded and under guard.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    Selys put her hand on the door knob and heard the [Mage] mutter something. She paused. 
 
    “She deactivated the ward spell. Don’t be alarmed.” 
 
    Pisces nodded at the Drake [Mage]. She eyed him warily. Zevara turned towards Pisces with a frown. 
 
    “Thank you for bringing Miss Shivertail dinner…Mister Pisces. But I’m afraid that this is a restricted area.” 
 
    “He can come in.” 
 
    Selys thought Zevara might actually inhale her tongue. The Watch Captain turned towards her. Selys put her claws on her hips. 
 
    “It is mine, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes! But do you—” 
 
    Zevara bit her tongue on the rest of the sentence. Do you trust him? Pisces pretended not to hear. Selys sighed. 
 
    “Please let us in, Watch Captain.” 
 
    Zevara was in a bad mood. She looked at Selys, threw up her arms, and stalked away. Selys watched as Relc yawned. 
 
    “Go on in, Selys. Hey, bone-guy.” 
 
    “Guardsman Relc.” 
 
    Selys and Pisces entered the room. It was fairly large, a meeting room, in fact. It had no windows, and someone had cleared out the table and chairs to put a single stand in the center of the room. On it hung a shimmering, golden piece of armor. 
 
    Selys’ heart skipped a beat. She stared at the Heartflame Breastplate, taking it in. This was the legendary armor. This was the artifact everyone wanted. 
 
    She still thought it looked sort of cheap. It was gaudy. Gold metal, shining colors—it was impressive, yes, but— 
 
    Pisces’ inhalation of breath was more fitting for the moment. He stared at the armor as Relc closed the door and began flirting with the [Mage] on duty. The [Necromancer] approached the armor, stepping around it to stare from every angle. He reached out, hands shaking, and then looked at Selys. 
 
    “May I—?” 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    For some reason Selys’ voice was hushed. She held her breath as Pisces touched the armor. Then she felt silly and walked forwards. The metal was warm to the touch. That was all. There was no zap of magic, no aura of power. It was just armor. 
 
    But it was magical. Pisces ran a finger over the armor, seeing something that Selys could not. He murmured to himself as he inspected it. 
 
    “Warm. What exquisite spellcraft. And the metal—it’s alloyed with gold, but the rest of the metal is…Adamantium? Some spell-metal, perhaps?” 
 
    “It’s impressive. I can see why the legends say it was indestructible. It doesn’t have a scratch, even when—” 
 
    Selys’ throat closed. Pisces looked up. 
 
    “Your uncle—General Shivertail. Was his body…damaged by the battle?” 
 
    “It was. It was horrible. Part of his head was missing, and his body was cut and burned like—” 
 
    Selys felt like she shouldn’t talk about it, but she had to. The words spilled out, and Pisces listened. 
 
    “Ah. Those wounds are…incredible. But also a sign of the armor’s power, I think. General Shivertail was renowned for his durability and toughness in battle.” 
 
    “He was. He could block an unenchanted axe strike with his scales! But still, he—” 
 
    Selys broke off, shaking her head. Pisces peered at the armor and coughed. 
 
    “Ah, look here. I had wondered about the name, but this truly is a breastplate and not a cuirass, isn’t it? Curious that such a powerful piece of armor would lack rear protection.” 
 
    He indicated the armor. It was indeed just a breastplate. In that it only covered the front. Selys was no armor expert, but she knew that a cuirass covered both front and back. It was a strange design flaw. She wondered if that was one of the reasons why Zel had— 
 
    “Maybe they lost the other half?” 
 
    “It wouldn’t be called the Heartflame Breastplate if they had. Artifacts are seldom so easily dismantled. No, this is simply an oversight. Quite a curious one. One has to wonder why the Drakes who made this didn’t think to shield their backs.” 
 
    “Drakes do not run.” 
 
    Selys regretted saying the words as soon as they came out. It was such an instinctive response, the kind of thing you heard the army say all the time. General Sserys had coined the phrase, and it was a saying among the Drakes. But it was so… 
 
    Pisces raised a sardonic eyebrow. 
 
    “Drakes might not run, but presumably they do turn around at some point. I believe my point stands.” 
 
    She glared at him and then laughed despite herself. Pisces smiled. That was it. He always seemed to be laughing at his own sense of humor, his mockery of the world. For the first time, Selys was laughing with him. She stopped as soon as she realized. 
 
    “Okay, tell me, Mister Intelligent. Why would the Drakes make a mistake like this? Unless they didn’t have enough metal for the back?” 
 
    Pisces stroked his bare chin. 
 
    “Hm. That is a theory, but I suspect we’ve already obtained the answer. Do you recall the revelation of the Heartflame Armor’s abilities we uncovered in Pallass’ library? It had an enchantment. A fiery ward that sprang up around the armor and user.” 
 
    “Huh. That does seem likely. So it would have protected the back. But are you sure it came from the armor?” 
 
    Pisces nodded. He gestured at the shining breastplate. 
 
    “It seems realistic to assume that the fiery protection on the armor was an effect of the Heartflame Breastplate, especially considering the motif and name.” 
 
    That was true. Selys stared at the armor. But no one had mentioned her uncle using the ability, and both Ilvriss and Zevara had just thought the armor was…well, legendary. They hadn’t wanted to test the ability, and she was sure they would have tried, had they known. 
 
    “Do you know how it could be activated?” 
 
    “No, and I suspect Magnolia Reinhart herself may have lacked the information. The true powers of artifacts are often hidden from public knowledge. That is why I considered research—it may have more abilities lost to time.” 
 
    “So my uncle wouldn’t have known how to use it?” 
 
    Pisces hesitated. 
 
    “He may not have had time to research it, if he had thought of it. An [Enchanter] would have known to ask such questions, but would a Reinhart have let him inspect the armor? Well…we shall never know if it was inspected before. As for now…” 
 
    He pondered over the armor, checking its front and back as Selys gently ran her claws over it. It was warm. Soothing. 
 
    “Spell activation is tricky. If it were a ring, it would be activated by twisting, but usually armor is activated by contact or some other set of rules. Touching it in a certain place, striking it with enough force…but the myth of the armor seems to indicate that the protection effect could be triggered at will. Why don’t we try a few activation phrases?” 
 
    “You know some? And it’ll work? Don’t you have to put it on?” 
 
    Selys couldn’t imagine…it was hers, but could she…? No. And Pisces was shaking his head. 
 
    “Simply uttering the right phrase should work, Selys. It’s actually quite difficult to make the armor ‘sense’ who is speaking, so personalizing the command trigger to only activate when the wearer speaks is usually not included in the enchantment’s features.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Pisces nodded conspiratorially. He smirked. 
 
    “In fact, keeping the secret phrase of an artifact hidden is quite vital, unless it has been truly customized to a certain vocal pattern. Otherwise an enemy could trigger the enchantment in battle. It has happened on more than one occasion, historically speaking.” 
 
    “Okay, then what are some command phrases?” 
 
    “Well…why don’t we keep inspecting it? Perhaps there are hidden touch-mechanics. And I will utter as many phrases as I know. Thankfully, we know the common language has remained unchanged forever, although written text often replaces itself. So any phrase would work. It’s the key that could be anything. A phrase, a single word…there are a number of mage-sounds that I will try first. And I will have you do the same.” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “It could be that the armor only activates for a Drake. That would be a tricky enchantment, but it is possible. Keep your hands on the armor. Also, if you know any archaic Drake expressions, they would be the most likely activation code.” 
 
    It sounded impossible, and yet, exciting, too. A mystery to solve. Selys placed her claw on the armor. 
 
    “How about this? Drakes do not run.” 
 
    The armor was warm underneath her claw. Selys waited, but nothing happened. She heard a cough. Pisces looked away from her. 
 
    “Ah, Sserys’ famous line probably postdates the creation of the armor by at least six hundred years…why don’t we try a few older phrases? Allow me to begin.” 
 
    He made a sound and had Selys copy it. She came up with a phrase—nothing happened. Pisces ran through over a hundred different mage-sounds, some of which Selys found nearly impossible to copy. Nothing happened. The two gave up when their voices went hoarse after about two hours. It was a fruitless two hours, but for some reason, Selys felt much better afterwards, albeit with a sore throat. She’d had fun, laughing at some of the phrases and sounds Pisces came up with. 
 
    “Ah, well, activating an artifact is an extraordinarily difficult task in the best of circumstances, and I am no [Enchanter]. A true shame, really. I always wanted to learn that discipline, but I never got the chance in Wistram…” 
 
    Pisces was chatting to Selys as he closed the door. Relc stood to attention, as did the [Mage]. Selys didn’t have to look at Relc’s red cheeks to know she’d shot him down. Or slapped him. 
 
    Or both. 
 
    “Thanks for helping, Pisces. I’m going home—but I appreciate you giving me that advice.” 
 
    He smiled at her and hesitated as the sleepy [Guardsmen] marched over to escort Selys back to her apartment. 
 
    “I could come back tomorrow. This is a fascinating artifact, and if you would permit me to try and discover the key…” 
 
    Now it was her turn to pause. Selys looked at Pisces. He really had been helpful today. Surprisingly so. She found herself nodding. 
 
    “Sure. Why not? I owe you one.” 
 
    The smile he gave her was surprised, but he made a show of bowing to her as he bade her farewell. Relc muttered about ‘showoffs’ until the [Mage] standing next to him gave him a look. Pisces grinned impudently. 
 
    “Good night, Miss Selys.” 
 
    She smiled wearily. 
 
    “It’s just Selys.” 
 
    He nodded and strode into the rain. Selys watched him go and then looked up. It was raining, still. It was always raining. And then she felt tired. Good moments were only that. 
 
    Moments. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The next day, Selys woke up, went outside, and visited her friends. She had to. She had to be social and normal, or she’d go crazy. To her relief, she managed to find her usual gossip group and circle. Or rather, they found her. They walked through the rain, from shelter to shelter as the [Guardsmen] followed, laughing and talking. 
 
    Today Selys was the topic of conversation. Drassi was off work, so she was there, as were eight of Selys’ female friends and eleven male ones, even the ones Selys didn’t talk to that often. Even the ones she’d been fighting with and an ex-boyfriend. They all wanted to make up and talk with her. No guesses why. 
 
    After fifteen minutes, Selys was sick of it. The other Drakes were wagging their tails, agog over the gossip about Selys being approached by a Wall Lord and other cities to sell the armor. They wanted to know everything about it, what the reaction had been when the will had been read out loud. No one asked Selys about who had been wearing the armor. 
 
    “Can we…see it?” 
 
    One of the male Drakes suggested that quickly. The others leapt on his suggestion. That would be so rude! Selys was busy—and Watch Captain Zevara had it under lock and key. Guarded. No one could see it. But if they could… 
 
    “I think Zevara wants to keep everyone away. There are [Thieves] who want it, and there was an attempted break-in already.” 
 
    Everyone sighed in disappointment. Drassi nodded, though. 
 
    “There was another [Thief], Selys! They caught her this morning! Alive!” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Selys stared at her friend. But Drassi would know. She had both earholes to the ground, and she caught rumors like a lizard caught flies. That analogy had caused a fight the last time Selys had jokingly said it out loud. 
 
    “Well, I’m sure Zevara can handle it. And Ilvriss. And Embria. I’m so done with talking about it.” 
 
    Instantly, everyone took the cue. One of Selys’ friends looked around in the rain. 
 
    “I know, right? It’s so tiring talking about politics. Why don’t we go to a bar and relax instead?” 
 
    “It’s only just past morning!” 
 
    “Well—what if we—” 
 
    The others started arguing over the favorite place Selys might like, picking all of her favorites. Selys listened gloomily. It was a bit sickening. And depressing. Selys knew her friends, and she wasn’t surprised by how they were behaving. She’d probably act the same way. At least Drassi was open about it. 
 
    “All I want to do is tell people I know you, Selys. Everyone’s asking me to introduce them to you, and they want to see the armor! I bet you could get a date with any guy in the city—even the married ones—if you promised to let them touch it. By the way, did you hear about the Goblins in Erin’s inn? They got their own artifacts—” 
 
    “No one wants to hear about Goblins, Drassi!” 
 
    One of Selys’ female friends, Wuvisa, glared at Drassi. The [Barmaid] rolled her eyes. 
 
    “They’re not bad, Wuvisa. They don’t cause trouble—or try to slap your tail or butt like the Drakes in the bars I used to work at! They’re really scary, true, but listen—” 
 
    “Miss Selys Shivertail?” 
 
    A voice interrupted Drassi. All the young Drakes turned. Watch Captain Zevara strode up to them. She was in full uniform, and Selys saw more than one of her male friends eye her tail admiringly. What was the saying? There was nothing like a Drake in uniform. Or something. Selys just sighed. She had no time for tails, and neither did Zevara. The Watch Captain nodded to Selys. 
 
    “I’m afraid I’ll have to borrow you, Miss Shivertail. There are a number of dignitaries and officials waiting to speak with you. In connection to your inheritance.” 
 
    The other Drakes oohed and tried to pester Zevara with questions. Selys didn’t. She looked at Zevara’s unhappy face and sighed. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Zevara led Selys through the city and into Liscor’s city hall. There was a small meeting room set up with snacks and drinks. The Watch Captain offered Selys a seat, and after a moment, showed a Drake in. Selys rose as a Drake from Pallass—a senator from the Assembly of Crafts—walked in and gave Selys a bright smile. She was the first of a series of Drakes who had requested to meet Selys. All about the armor she owned. Selys sat, nibbling on her snacks and sipping from a cup, bewildered, listening. 
 
    Each Drake wanted something from her, and each one phrased it differently. A Senator from Pallass, a [Mage] representing Wistram, a Drake speaking for Zeres, one from Oteslia, a trio of Drakes from lesser cities, Wing Commander Embria… 
 
    That last conversation stood out to Selys. At least Embria was short and to the point. She didn’t beat about the bush, or offer Selys condolences for her loss or compliments. She walked in, gave Selys a firm handshake, and got straight to it. 
 
    “We want the armor.” 
 
    “So does everyone else.” 
 
    Selys’ arms were folded. Embria nodded. 
 
    “I’m well aware of the politics, Miss Selys. May I call you Selys?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Very well. I’m sure you’ve had any number of offers for the armor. Trades, bargains—and threats, no doubt.” 
 
    Selys was silent. More than one Drake had hinted—not quite overtly—that there could be trouble if the armor didn’t come their way. That was a scary threat, especially when it came from an entire Walled City. But a [Receptionist] could at least do a good blank face, so Embria got nothing more than the others. Embria went on without missing a beat. 
 
    “I want you to know that your safety is my priority, and the priority of Liscor’s High Command, regardless of what your decision is. Obviously, the army would appreciate the use of such a powerful artifact. We could reimburse you some of the cost, although I’m afraid purchasing the armor outright would strain even a Walled City’s military budget.” 
 
    “So what’s my incentive? You’ll protect me if all the bad Drakes get angry?” 
 
    Embria’s face didn’t move, but her tail gave the tiniest of twitches, telling Selys she was getting to the Drake. 
 
    “We hope you could think of your civic pride. If not to us, then perhaps you might consider relinquishing it to the city’s custody? It could still be your possession, but be put to use defending the city itself as the situation demands.” 
 
    “Only it’d be yours. I get the point. Thanks, Wing Commander, is it? You can skip the part where I’ll end up dead in my bed if I don’t give the armor to you. I’ll just assume you said it, okay?” 
 
    Selys saw Embria’s eyes flash. The Drake stood up. 
 
    “Now listen here you ungrateful—” 
 
    “Wing Commander Embria!” 
 
    The red-scaled Drake snapped to attention. Zevara opened the door, giving her a frown. The Wing Commander’s red cheeks turned darker. Selys waved at Zevara, who gave her a resigned look. She’d had to stop Drakes from trying to throttle or attack Selys three times today. Selys was in a bad mood, and she was inclined to share it. 
 
    “I think that’s enough for now, Wing Commander. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes. My apologies, Miss Selys. I shouldn’t have lost my temper. Consider my offer carefully. Liscor’s army is here to serve the city.” 
 
    “We didn’t see you when all the moths were trying to eat us!” 
 
    Selys shouted at Embria’s back. She heard the door slam and sat back with some satisfaction. Zevara eyed her as she took a seat—and a handful of dried fruit. 
 
    “I thought [Receptionists] were supposed to be welcoming.” 
 
    “Not in the Adventurer’s Guild. And it’s my day off. How many more do I have?” 
 
    Selys sighed. She was tired. Zevara shook her head. 
 
    “None for now. Ilvriss declined to take up your time. He just wants you to remember—” 
 
    “He’ll buy the armor. Yeah, yeah. And if I sell to him, Pallass might send an arrow into my skull.” 
 
    Zevara grimaced as she chewed. 
 
    “That’s a threat. I’d like to say it’s an idle one. If they do that, it’ll be a war.” 
 
    “Doesn’t help me if I’m dead. All these Drakes—you know, Oteslia offered me thirty thousand gold pieces and food for life? Just that. Food. They’ll feed me. What am I, a [Gourmet]?” 
 
    “It’s hard to compete with sheer wealth. Salazsar is rich, Oteslia less so. Other groups will offer you different incentives.” 
 
    “One of the Drakes offered me slaves. Is that legal here?” 
 
    “It’s rare, but not unheard of. There are strict rules about them, though.” 
 
    “Whatever. I don’t want slaves. I don’t want Wistram’s lesser artifacts or the gratitude of Liscor’s army. What should I do?” 
 
    Selys looked pleadingly at Zevara. She wasn’t that much older than Selys. Maybe seven or eight years, at most. But the Watch Captain felt older. Zevara hesitated. 
 
    “I have no idea, Miss Selys. It’s a tricky situation with a time limit, as you know.” 
 
    “How long do I have?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. Wall Lord Ilvriss is protecting the armor, and I believe his escort can ward off any potential thieves. I have Relc and Klbkch on guard duty as well, but Wall Lord Ilvriss is a member of Salazsar when all is said and done. There is some question about him influencing you…” 
 
    “Politics. He helped us defend Liscor.” 
 
    “My thoughts exactly. And he hasn’t given me any reason to doubt his word. It’s just that giving him aid—and by proxy, Salazsar—would put Liscor in a tricky spot, especially with this doorway to Pallass. I can’t make a decision for you, but you should know what might occur.” 
 
    Zevara offered Selys a sympathetic look. She glanced at Selys’ empty cup and reached for the tea pot. 
 
    “You could just sell it. The amount of gold you’d get from an heirloom like that would set you up for life.” 
 
    “But if I sell it to Ilvriss—” 
 
    “Sell it to Wistram. Or the army. Those are the safest bets. They might not be able to outbid a larger city, but you’ll get the least amount of trouble for it. I think we Drakes would be happier if none of us had it, rather than one of us.” 
 
    “Great.” 
 
    Selys buried her head in her hands. Zevara looked at her and cleared her throat a few times. 
 
    “Look at it this way, Miss Selys. Make a decision, and you’ll be rich for life.” 
 
    “However long I have left.” 
 
    There was nothing Zevara could say to that. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    It was too hard. Selys lay on her grandmother’s desk, groaning. Her grandmother looked at her and then pushed her off. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “I have work to do, Selys. This is your day off. Enjoy it.” 
 
    “How? I can’t go anywhere without an escort, and I have a magical artifact under lock and key! What am I supposed to do?” 
 
    “Stop lying on the floor. It’s dirty.” 
 
    Selys got up. She felt wretched. 
 
    “What do you think I should do, Grandma?” 
 
    “Sell it. Or give it away. I don’t particularly care.” 
 
    Tekshia sighed as Selys groaned and flopped back onto her desk. She rapped Selys on the head with a knuckle. 
 
    “You’re making too much of a fuss about this, Selys. The armor is armor. You’ll make enemies no matter what you do, so take the best deal and live with your choices! I had someone after my head when I was eleven! You’ll manage.” 
 
    “But Grandma—” 
 
    “You need to decide for yourself. No moping! Get out there and make a choice, young one! And don’t let me catch you bothering the adventurers downstairs!” 
 
    “I know one I can bother.” 
 
    “Then go find them. But stay out of my Guild! Until work tomorrow. I expect you on time, escort and armor or not.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    There was no good way out. No right decision. Selys was trapped. And she hated everything. Right now she hated Pisces, despite him being very helpful of late. 
 
    “Try these command phrases next. ‘Ia curim law’. ‘What is will be and shall ever be the will of flame.’ Um…‘Drakes rule.’” 
 
    Pisces paced back and forth as Selys kept her hands on the Heartflame Breastplate. She looked up at him. 
 
    “Seriously? Drakes rule?” 
 
    “Any phrase could work, Selys. Any one at all. It’s the most nonsensical that would be chosen so no one would guess.” 
 
    “There’s no point. I give up.” 
 
    Selys leaned her cheek against the metal, not caring about smudging the legendary artifact anymore. Pisces turned to her. 
 
    “Don’t say that. Isn’t this exciting? The challenge. Imagine it! You could unlock the secrets of a powerful artifact today!” 
 
    His eyes gleamed. Selys just made a thbbting sound. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. Someone else is going to get the armor. Let them have it.” 
 
    “Ah. So you’re inclined to sell?” 
 
    “I’m inclined not to die. Which means I have to sell at some point, only there’s no one I can sell it to that won’t make someone else mad! I’ll have to sell it and hire a [Bodyguard] for the rest of my life. How is that good?” 
 
    Pisces shrugged. 
 
    “You don’t have to sell it.” 
 
    “What? And keep it? Zevara won’t guard it forever—Relc’s already complaining about his job. [Thieves] will take it, or someone will kidnap me for it—what other options are there?” 
 
    “You could lend it—” 
 
    “Hah! That’s the same problem!” 
 
    “Not necessarily—” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. I’ve got no choice.” 
 
    Selys turned her head away. She knew Pisces was trying to help, but she was just done with it all. Erin could handle something like this, but normal Selys had nothing. She’d just sell it to Embria. Or give it to Wistram. That was safe. Then she’d ask Zevara for protection… 
 
    What a mess. Selys leaned against the armor as she sensed Pisces coming over. He sat next to her quietly. 
 
    “Do you recall what I told you yesterday?” 
 
    “It’s not helping, Pisces.” 
 
    “Perhaps not. But you never gave me an answer. I asked you if you wanted this.” 
 
    “I don’t. Problem solved. Okay?” 
 
    Pisces didn’t move. 
 
    “That’s not a truthful answer. Truly, honestly, without the issue of pressure, do you want this armor?” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter!” 
 
    “I believe it does. You should make a choice that is honest to yourself.” 
 
    “Honest? Myself? Honestly, I don’t want this! I’m not special, Pisces! I’m not an adventurer like you!” 
 
    Selys raised her head. She wasn’t crying, but she was angry. She glared at the [Necromancer]. 
 
    “I’m not meant for this. I’m just a [Receptionist]. This shouldn’t happen to me.” 
 
    “And yet it did. You may be Selys Shivertail, a [Receptionist], but your uncle was Zel Shivertail.” 
 
    “Don’t mention him. He’s not like me. He lived in a different world.” 
 
    Pisces raised his voice. 
 
    “So? You were part of that world. You can’t deny it! You may have only been his niece, but he cared about you, enough to give you his armor!” 
 
    “It was a mistake!” 
 
    “It was his will. And you were part of his life! Enough so that he gave you this, even by mistake! You were part of a legend’s life, Selys. You can’t deny it.” 
 
    “Shut up!” 
 
    Selys thrust Pisces away. He retreated a bit, hurt. But he didn’t give up. He called at Selys as she wrapped her tail around her body. 
 
    “If you want to be ordinary, you can claim ignorance, but you know that you’re at least related to—” 
 
    “I said, shut up!” 
 
    Selys screamed at Pisces. She was so frustrated and angry that she actually hissed at him. The sound was loud in the small room, an angry viper’s hiss. Selys felt hot with embarrassment. No—not hot. Warm. She saw Pisces staring at her, pale-faced, and felt awful. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Selys.” 
 
    “Look, I didn’t mean to—you should probably go.” 
 
    “Selys!” 
 
    Pisces was pointing, his finger shaking. Selys looked at him. Then she turned. 
 
    Behind her, the Heartflame Armor blazed. It was on fire. Flickering, ghostly-pale red and orange flames licked across the armor, burning without smoke. There was heat without sound, motion without fuel. Selys stared at the armor as it blazed. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “You did it!” 
 
    Someone hugged her from behind. Selys yelped and looked into Pisces’ ecstatic face. The [Necromancer] danced about the armor, happier than Selys had ever seen him. 
 
    “That was it! That was it! Of all the sounds! What genius! What simple—” 
 
    “What? What was it?” 
 
    Selys was confused until she recalled what she’d done. Her eyes widened. 
 
    “Hissing? But that’s—” 
 
    “So simple! Isn’t it? You wouldn’t expect it to be a phrase, and if you heard it in the heat of battle—and it’s something only a Drake would do! Do it again! Turn it off!” 
 
    “I’ll burn myself!” 
 
    “Try touching it from the inside!” 
 
    Cautiously, Selys did. She could feel the heat of the flames, but the inside of the breastplate was simply warm. Selys hissed, feeling embarrassed, but to her astonishment it worked! The flames immediately vanished. Pisces whistled slowly. 
 
    “Incredible. Hissing. A simple command, not lengthy, easy to activate and so simple that it would be overlooked by anyone attempting to guess the password. I suspect you can subvocalize the noise and activate the enchantment.” 
 
    “Sub what?” 
 
    “Make the sound so small, so inaudible that no one can hear it but you.” 
 
    She tried it. The flames flickered into life across the armor though the hissing sound barely passed her lips. Selys jumped. Pisces smiled widely. 
 
    “Wondrous.” 
 
    Selys just stared at the armor. The flames licking across the metal were hypnotic. They weren’t just fiery red anymore—they had shifted to become slightly purple with a white core. As if the flames were reacting to something? It was magical fire, and a magical effect. Selys felt someone standing next to her. Pisces. 
 
    “And so I ask you one last time, Selys.” 
 
    She stared at him. Pisces pointed to the burning armor. 
 
    “Look at it. Selys. This armor was given to you. It was your uncle’s will that you have it. I have but one question for you: do you want it?” 
 
    Selys stared at him. She looked at the armor. She closed her eyes. She didn’t need to think of the answer. She’d known it all along. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    Selys nodded. 
 
    “It’s mine. It’s what my uncle gave to me. It’s mine.” 
 
    She reached out and turned the enchantment off. Selys touched the warm metal slowly. Mine. Hers. Of course she wanted it. What Drake wouldn’t? And there was a part of her that remembered. She’d wanted to be an adventurer, wanted to be a hero. 
 
    Maybe her uncle hadn’t thought of it. Maybe he hadn’t updated his will. But he had known the Goblin Lord was coming. Maybe he hadn’t cared. Or maybe he’d remembered and decided to do nothing anyways. 
 
    “What’s it like, Uncle?” 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    Pisces was staring. Selys turned her head. There was an epiphany in her mind, a rushing roar of understanding. She felt like her heart was about to beat out of her chest. Everything was slow and fast at the same time. Dreamlike. 
 
    “What a strange world we live in.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    That was Pisces for you. He stared curiously at Selys, waiting for her to elaborate. She stared at the armor. 
 
    “Is this real? Or am I dreaming? It doesn’t feel real. It’s like a fantasy. Something I’d imagine. How could this happen to someone like me?” 
 
    There was no answer. There never was. Selys was ordinary Selys. A Drake without aspirations, without ambition. Only, that wasn’t true. She’d had all those things, once. She’d just given up on them. 
 
    The armor was heavy. Probably six pounds. Which was heavy for the average breastplate. But it was balanced well. Selys lifted it off the stand. If you wore it, it would be easy to move around in. Far lighter than if you had a back plate, too. 
 
    It felt like it should be heavier. Selys lifted the armor up. A legend’s armor. It had been worn by General Ironscales, by heroes of the Drakes. It had been worn by the Tidebreaker, and it had seen more battle and glory than Selys could ever imagine. It was an artifact worthy of myth. 
 
    And it still looked a bit tacky. Selys inspected the Heartflame Breastplate. 
 
    Then she put it on. 
 
    Pisces gasped. Selys fastened the straps around her body, feeling the metal shift to fit her form. It was a perfect match, despite having been on Zel’s chest before now. It fit like a glove. And it was—comforting. Selys turned, and Pisces backed up. His eyes were wide. He looked awed, in wonder and happy with it. Another emotion she’d never seen in him. Selys smiled. 
 
    “I’m going. Are you coming with?” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    She laughed. And pointed. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Liscor was busy in the rain. People walked to and fro under awnings, grumbling about the rain but accustomed to the season’s weather. There was a lot to do. Business was business, and there was actually more business in the spring. A lot of Drakes were on boats outside the city, hauling in prodigious catches of fish and watching out for aquatic monsters. Others were fishing from the walls, casting their lines into the water and returning with buckets of fish of varying sizes, shapes, and taste. 
 
    So there were plenty of people on the streets. Plenty of people who were going about their ordinary days doing what they thought of as mundane things. They looked up when they heard the shouting. They saw an ordinary Drake striding down the wet street. An ordinary Drake, a young woman. A [Receptionist]. 
 
    Wearing the Heartflame Armor. 
 
    Selys heard the shouting. She’d been hearing it since she’d left the room with Pisces following. She had a crowd in her wake. Angry Drakes, [Guardsmen], officials. Shouting at her. Telling her all kinds of things. 
 
    “Stop!” 
 
    “You can’t do that!” 
 
    “Put it back!” 
 
    “Who do you think you are?” 
 
    Noise. Selys walked through it all. She stopped in the street as Drakes and Gnolls paused, looking at her. The Heartflame Breastplate was warm on her chest. It shone. It would make a good nightlight. But that wasn’t all it could do. Selys took a breath, her heart pounding. Then, ever so softly, so quietly even the Gnolls couldn’t hear it, she hissed. 
 
    And there was fire. It sprang around Selys, covering her hands, her tail, her face—but she could see straight through the flames. It was only when she looked at her body that she saw the blue flame. She heard the angry shouting go silent. And then there were voices raised in awe. 
 
    They didn’t matter, either. It was just Selys, standing in the street. She stood and felt the armor burning. 
 
    Heat. Selys closed her eyes. She felt warm. Only, it wasn’t heat. The burning flames around her didn’t touch her scales. She didn’t feel the temperature. But her heart— 
 
    Her heart beat fiercely in her chest. Her blood rushed. Selys opened her eyes and felt alive. She looked around and finally took in the crowd. 
 
    People were staring at her. Hundreds. Some were running, others shouting. A Drake had fallen to his knees. A Gnoll was staring mesmerized into the flames. Another Gnoll was shaking her head, pinching herself. So many eyes, so many faces. 
 
    All turned towards her. It was surreal. Selys had been at the center of attention in the Adventurer’s Guild. She had made announcements, shouted for attention—never this. This was something else. This was a moment she couldn’t forget, a brief window in time where a part of the world had stopped to stare. 
 
    At her. Selys looked around and then started walking. She had to. She had to move. The crowd parted before her and trailed in her wake. Selys walked through the rain as it burned and turned to steam on her armor. 
 
    She walked with her knees shaking, her head light. Every head turned towards her. Selys felt the world passing slowly. For a second, a minute, she was the center of the world. It was terrifying. Amazing. 
 
    She wasn’t supposed to be here. They were staring—Selys shook like a leaf. But she was warm. And that gave her the courage to go on. 
 
    Down the street. Through the crowds as every person in Liscor came to a stop. Whatever they were doing, whatever they had planned—Selys occupied their attention. Zevara came running down the street and stopped. Embria paused as she and Ilvriss ran forwards. They became part of the audience. 
 
    Left at the intersection. Walking the same path from her apartment she’d always done. Selys looked around, trying to remember this feeling. Trying to capture every moment for the rest of her life. 
 
    There was a two-story building ahead of her. The doors were worn with age. Selys put her hand on the handle and opened it. Adventurers rose to their feet. The [Receptionist] on duty fell out of her chair. Selys walked into the Adventurer’s Guild. 
 
    Her home. She heard the crowd press at the doors. She saw an elderly Drake walk down the stairs and waved at her. Tekshia stared at her granddaughter, blazing, on fire. Selys walked past the line of wet adventurers, seeing them flinch back from her. She saw the Halfseekers turn. Gold-rank adventurers, staring at her just the same as the children. 
 
    The [Receptionist] at the desk backed away. Selys rested a claw on the wood and saw it begin to burn. She lifted her claw and turned. A room full of faces stared at her. 
 
    Ten minutes. That’s how long it had taken for her to come here at a slow walk. Ten minutes. That was enough. 
 
    For ten minutes she had been a hero. Selys looked at her grandmother and saw Tekshia looking at her with an expression Selys had never seen on her face. Wonder? Awe? Respect? There were no words. Selys stepped behind her counter. She ran a claw over it and saw smoke rising. Then she leaned on the desk. She hissed, and the flames died out. 
 
    In the silence, the smoke drifting from the desk swirled upwards and vanished. The Drakes, Gnolls, Humans, and other adventurers stared at Selys. She stood at her desk, wearing the Heartflame Breastplate. She smiled as wide as she ever had. 
 
    At the head of the crowd was a young man in white robes. Pisces stared at Selys. She beckoned him forwards, as if he were in line. He took a few hesitant steps. Selys leaned towards him. 
 
    “So what comes next? Huh?” 
 
    Pisces blinked. He stared at her and then around the room. She didn’t have to say it. She knew he was thinking the same thing. Sometimes, just sometimes, it was good to be the center of attention. At last, Pisces smiled. He looked at Selys, that challenging, excited gleam in his eyes. 
 
    “I don’t know. But I’m eager to find out.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Selys stood in a room with an odd group. Watch Captain Zevara. Wall Lord Ilvriss. Pisces. None of them were people she’d normally talk to. Well, maybe Pisces, but that was so new, as well. And yet, she didn’t feel afraid of talking to them anymore. Instead, Selys was all business. 
 
    When you wore the Heartflame Breastplate, people listened to you. Sometimes it was because you were on fire. But it was also because you’d dared. Dared to put it on. Even Ilvriss hadn’t dared to try. It was Selys’ armor. Hers. 
 
    And she was talking about giving it away. Pisces stood with a sheaf of parchment in hand, reading through his notes, talking animatedly. He’d been using [Message] spells all day. He’d taught himself the spell, apparently. 
 
    “…and in light of the new enchantment’s trigger being discovered, all of the cities are bidding desperately. They regard the armor’s powers—correctly—as something that could turn the tide of battle if used to full effect. A [General] wouldn’t need to fear danger, and take to the front lines with far more certainty, with such a powerful protective enchantment.” 
 
    “If my uncle had known how it worked, I wonder if it would have helped him.” 
 
    “There’s no telling. But the armor—” 
 
    Ilvriss stared at the breastplate. Selys had put it back on the armor stand. People also tended to stare at your chest if you wore it while talking to them. And it got heavy. Pisces nodded. 
 
    “I have noted your increased bid for the armor, Wall Lord Ilvriss. Backed by your Walled City, you are, of course, fielding one of the highest bids for the armor, from a purely monetary perspective.” 
 
    “One of the highest? Who else is bidding?” 
 
    Ilvriss swung around to stare at Pisces. The [Necromancer] smiled. 
 
    “Confidential, I’m afraid. Some of the potential buyers wish to preserve their anonymity, I’m sure you understand.” 
 
    Ilvriss narrowed his eyes, but he couldn’t exactly sneer at or ignore Pisces. The young man cleared his throat. 
 
    “However, yours is certainly an alluring bid. And Pallass is aware of it. They are concerned about Wall Lord Ilvriss’ ties to Liscor and have come up with a counteroffer, Selys.” 
 
    He turned to Selys and smiled. 
 
    “They’re willing to offer you a modest sum if you’ll agree not to lend, lease, or otherwise give the armor to Wall Lord Ilvriss.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Zevara and Ilvriss looked at Pisces. He looked smug. Selys stared at him. 
 
    “Not to sell it to Ilvriss? But then I’d be getting money—” 
 
    “For nothing. Exactly.” 
 
    Pisces looked around at the Drakes. He sighed. 
 
    “It’s a simple concept! A magical artifact can make money simply by existing and remaining neutral—especially in ideal circumstances like these. Pallass, and the other Walled Cities, are keen to get their hands on such an artifact, but not at the cost of outbidding each other. They would rather pay a small fee to ensure none of their enemies turn up on the battlefield wearing that armor than obtain it for themselves.” 
 
    “That’s robbery!” 
 
    Zevara looked aghast at the idea of paying someone for nothing. Pisces laughed. He actually laughed! 
 
    “No. Just politics. Terandria has treaties like this in place. That’s where I hit upon the idea.” 
 
    “And you’re willing to hold onto the armor? Even if it means risking losing it? We can’t guard it forever, especially if you want to wear it.” 
 
    Ilvriss turned to Selys, looking exasperated. She shook her head. 
 
    “I still want to earn money off it. More money, I guess. Come on in!” 
 
    She raised her voice, and the door opened. Ilvriss looked past Selys and up, as a giant head appeared. A half-Giant head. Moore stepped carefully into the room, bending so as not to bang his head on the ceiling. Jelaqua strode in after him, and Seborn appeared at their backs. Selys shook Jelaqua’s hand. 
 
    “You’re serious about this?” 
 
    The Selphid stared at the armor. Zevara and Ilvriss, catching on, stared hard at Selys. The [Receptionist] just nodded. 
 
    “I’m willing to lease the armor to your team, Miss Jelaqua. Lease, not sell.” 
 
    “For the dungeon? How would that work?” 
 
    The Selphid scratched at the back of her head, her claws brushing the spines. Her tail twitched, and Selys wondered if she could hiss using her body’s new throat. They’d figure something out, if not. 
 
    “It’s very simple. I’ll let you use the armor to take on the dungeon—or any missions in the area. You’d have to give it back to me after a set amount of time, but you can use it until our contract expires.” 
 
    The Halfseekers stared at each other. Seborn raised a hand. 
 
    “And if we lose it or it breaks? We’re adventurers. Accidents happen.” 
 
    “If you can find something that can break the Heartflame Breastplate, I’d love to see it. From really far away.” 
 
    Selys folded her arms. She nodded at a book that Pisces had found for her. 
 
    “I’ve been doing some research. With Pisces. Possession of artifacts is very clear. Under Drake law it means that if you die with the armor on in the dungeon, it’s mine. If it’s stolen, it’s still mine. Only in war does that rule not apply. If you lose it in the dungeon, I’ll hire someone to get it back.” 
 
    “And it’s not likely to break. Alright. But what happens to you in the meantime? I’ve been hearing rumors that lots of people are targeting you. I’d hate to get my team involved in…” 
 
    Jelaqua looked around at the other Drakes and hesitated. 
 
    “…politics.” 
 
    “That’s a good point. Miss Selys, your life would be in danger if—especially if you lent the armor to adventurers.” 
 
    Ilvriss looked like he was struggling to find a flaw in Selys’ plan. The Drake [Receptionist] just smiled. She looked at Pisces, who gave her a self-satisfied smirk. 
 
    “Pisces had an idea about that, actually. It’s the kind of underhanded thing I would expect from him.” 
 
    “I shall take that compliment in the spirit with which it was given.” 
 
    “Explain.” 
 
    Zevara demanded of Pisces. It was Selys who replied. 
 
    “In the event of my death, the armor doesn’t go to anyone in my family. No matter what I say, no matter what I might sign, it’ll go straight back to Magnolia Reinhart. With instructions on how to use it. That will is good for ten years, at which point I’ll have to renew it or write another one.” 
 
    “Back to—” 
 
    Ilvriss spluttered in horror at the thought. Selys imagined that would be the reaction of most Drakes. She nodded. 
 
    “Back to her. I can’t change it no matter what. That will is solid and sealed by a Wistram Mage—” 
 
    “Falene. Pah. As if I couldn’t do the spellcasting myself, given a moment’s time to study—” 
 
    The Watch Captain of Liscor ignored Pisces. She studied Selys seriously. 
 
    “And if she has you killed? Magnolia Reinhart uses [Assassins].” 
 
    Selys gritted her teeth. 
 
    “Then she’ll have to get through every Drake who cares about the armor to get me. And I’d say one Human [Lady] being after me is better than six Walled Cities pulling me apart, don’t you?” 
 
    Ilvriss had the decency to blush slightly. He looked around and sighed. 
 
    “Ancestors. You’re serious about this, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Jelaqua, if you’re willing, I’ll lease the armor to you. I know I could find a team in Pallass or someone else in Liscor—the Silver Swords, maybe—but I wanted to ask you first.” 
 
    Jelaqua looked dumbfounded. She looked at her teammates and then at Selys, rather helplessly. 
 
    “Well, of course we’d love to borrow it, even for a day! But Selys, we can’t afford—” 
 
    “Oh, it’s not about how much you can pay me now. I just want a cut of whatever you get.” 
 
    Selys interrupted the Selphid. Jelaqua snapped her fingers. 
 
    “You do? Of course! A cut of the treasure!” 
 
    “I don’t need artifacts or anything else. All I want is a percentage of anything you find. You can have first rights to artifacts, and compensate me the cost.” 
 
    The Halfseekers stared at Selys. She held her breath as they turned. Moore covered their heads as he bent his to confer. Jelaqua turned back within a minute. 
 
    “Well, if it’s a percentage of our findings, we could offer you thirty percent—but let’s talk this over, okay? How’s a drink sound? At Erin’s?” 
 
    Selys smiled. She turned to Pisces, and he gave her a thumbs-up. He looked satisfied as he edged over to Selys. 
 
    “I get a cut of the profits, right?” 
 
    She stared flatly at him. Pisces lost his smile. 
 
    “Ah. Was that the wrong time to ask?” 
 
    He yelped as Selys poked him in the side. The [Receptionist] winked. 
 
    “We’ll talk.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t over with the Halfseekers. Before they met to discuss the terms of their contract, which would be magically enforced and certified by Liscor’s Watch Captain, Selys strode into Tekshia Shivertail’s office. The elderly Drake looked up as Selys thrust a parchment onto the table for her. Selys didn’t wait for Tekshia to speak. 
 
    “The Goblins are going to be a Bronze-rank team. They’ll work their way up through the system, but this way Liscor can take credit for them entering the dungeon, and we get a cut of whatever they find. Otherwise, we have five Goblins running about who aren’t under anyone’s control but Erin’s.” 
 
    Tekshia picked up the form to create a Bronze-rank team. She studied it. Then she pushed it back across the desk. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Selys leaned over the desk. She should have worn her armor. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    Tekshia’s face didn’t change. 
 
    “I don’t trust them.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “So? You’re not the [Guildmistress].” 
 
    Selys stared at her grandmother. She glared and then took a deep breath. 
 
    “I’m not. But I say it should be this way, Grandma. If you’ll sign this, I’ll take responsibility for the Goblins. If they cause trouble, I’ll take the blame. Not you. You can put that in writing.” 
 
    She jabbed a claw at the parchment. For a second she thought Tekshia would scoff at her, but then, to her astonishment, Tekshia laughed. The elderly Drake grabbed a quill as Selys stared at her in astonishment. 
 
    “Do you know how long I’ve been waiting to hear you take some responsibility for your actions? Fine. If you’ll put your tail on the line…” 
 
    She signed the parchment with a flourish. Selys gaped at her. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Oh, don’t stare. I’ve waited for ages for you to suggest something and have the spine to back up what you’re suggesting. You’ll never get anywhere by trying to get someone else to take the risks, Selys. An adult takes chances, and backs them up! A shame you had to make Goblin adventurers your first big decision. Ah, well.” 
 
    Tekshia sighed as she pushed the parchment back towards Selys. The Drake stared and then snatched the parchment up. She peered at the signature. It was real. She glared at her grandmother. 
 
    “Wait, was this all another test? You mean all my suggestions—Pisces cleaning the sewers—all that was to prepare me to follow in your footsteps?” 
 
    The old Drake paused in nibbling at her quill tip. 
 
    “Hardly. I just don’t like [Necromancers]. What’s this about you following in my footsteps?” 
 
    “I thought—you were preparing to make me the Guildmaster! Guildmistress!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’ve been having me run about, do all kinds of important work for the Guild. And you keep talking about your bad back and how much work there is. I thought…” 
 
    Selys trailed off as Tekshia gave her an incredulous look. The old Drake shook her head. 
 
    “Guildmaster? You thought I was grooming you to replace me? Hah!” 
 
    She barked a laugh and pointed her inky quill at Selys like a dagger. Tekshia grinned, her teeth inky in one spot. 
 
    “You can have my place when I’m dead, Selys, and not a moment before! I just wanted you to take some responsibility and start leveling up again!” 
 
    “But—” 
 
    Selys felt like Tekshia had kicked the rug out from under her. The old Drake cackled. 
 
    “I’ll give you a small raise. Assuming you’re not too busy, running around in armor?” 
 
    “I—but—you—I worked so hard—and you—” 
 
    Selys spluttered. Tekshia shook her head. 
 
    “You’re not having my job. Too much good fortune is bad for your character, anyways.” 
 
    “I hate you! I worked so hard! And for what? I’m not working overtime again!” 
 
    Selys raged as she turned and stomped away from the desk. She had to come back for the parchment. Tekshia nearly laughed her tail off. But she stopped Selys as the young Drake stormed for the door. 
 
    “It was a smart idea to keep it, Selys.” 
 
    Selys turned. The young Drake woman smiled at Tekshia, her anger forgotten. 
 
    “I know. And I couldn’t just give it away. After all, Uncle Zel gave it to me.” 
 
    Tekshia sighed. 
 
    “He did, at that.” 
 
    The door closed. Tekshia watched Selys hurry down the street through the window and laughed before snorting. 
 
    “Guildmistress? Hah! Not this year.” 
 
    Then she reached under her desk and produced something round and soft to nibble on while she worked. It was a cookie. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t over. Selys sat at a table in The Wandering Inn, talking animatedly with Jelaqua. She was no [Shopkeeper], but she had a certain degree of charm, and she could talk shop with any adventurer under the sun. 
 
    “I’m just asking for a reasonable percentage of whatever profits you make. With this armor, you can literally walk through some traps unharmed. And the flame enchantment will protect you from all kinds of effects. For a Selphid you’d practically be invulnerable, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “True. But we haven’t tested the magnitude of the enchantments. Forty percent is high. Hell, thirty percent is high! We’re doing all the work!” 
 
    “And I have a legendary artifact. With it on, you might be a Named Adventurer, Jelaqua. Think of that. If you don’t want it, I could talk to Ylawes…” 
 
    The Selphid was thinking, Selys could tell. Jelaqua leaned back to whisper to Seborn, and someone passed by their table. 
 
    “Another round?” 
 
    Erin lifted a mug, smiling. Selys smiled too. She had barely had time to talk with Erin over these last few days. But that was the thing, wasn’t it? Erin had her busy life to lead. She was always getting into trouble or finding something weird. And for once, Selys could relate. 
 
    “I’ll have a fruit drink, Erin. No more alcohol. But can I have another kebab?” 
 
    “Coming right up! Hey, did you know I didn’t make this, for once? Ishkr’s really good at searing the meat. As good as I am with my [Advanced Cooking] Skill!” 
 
    Erin left and returned with some hot skewers of pork and chicken. Selys gobbled one down happily as Jelaqua looked resigned. She had her on the ropes! Selys would be content with thirty five percent, actually. It was just a matter of getting the Selphid to agree… 
 
    Selys paused as she chewed and swallowed. Her armor was going to be huge, especially if Jelaqua’s team found something. But there was something she had to do as well tonight. It had to be tonight. She’d talked with Zevara, and it had to be tonight. Zel’s remains would be transported through to Pallass tomorrow with a huge honor guard. So… 
 
    “Erin, I need a big favor.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    The [Innkeeper] looked intrigued. Selys scooted her chair back to whisper in her ear. 
 
    “I need you to pull a few strings to get some people to help me. Here’s what I’ll need…” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Later that night, two [Guardsmen] stood in one corner of Liscor as the rain fell unceasingly. They were on duty—it was customary for the Watch to post a guard here, regardless of weather or circumstance. The graveyards of all major cities were well-tended, and the remains were disposed of in such a way that the undead couldn’t rise, but you could never be too certain. 
 
    It was wet. One of the [Guardsmen] shifted and yawned. He raised his voice and spoke above the patter of rain to his companion. 
 
    “Say, Klb, old buddy. How much trouble would we be in if we were caught doing this?” 
 
    The Antinium standing next to him paused. Rain dripped off his mandibles as he opened them to reply. 
 
    “By saying ‘we’, are you referring to you and I as Senior Guardsmen, the four of us present in the graveyard, or the entire group, including Watch Captain Zevara and Miss Solstice?” 
 
    Relc paused. 
 
    “Any of us.” 
 
    “Hmm. I believe in our case we would both be fired, or forced to resign instantly, be court martialed, perhaps imprisoned, and potentially be executed.” 
 
    “Ah. Right. I was just curious.” 
 
    “Indeed.” 
 
    They turned their attention back to watching. Not watching for intruders, but rather, watching for anyone who might catch the two intruders already in the graveyard. They were holding shovels. One of them whispered to the other. 
 
    “Can you hurry up?” 
 
    “I’m trying! This would be easier if you would let me use an undead, rather than do it myself—” 
 
    Pisces straightened, mopping dirt, sweat, and rain from his forehead. Selys glared at him. 
 
    “What, and get murdered for desecrating the graveyard more than we already are?” 
 
    “I think this is a treasonous offense, either way. The coffin is just a few more feet.” 
 
    “You sure?” 
 
    “It has bones in it. Of course I’m sure!” 
 
    Pisces was irate. He hadn’t signed up for manual labor, as he’d pointed out all night, but Selys had trusted no one else. Ironically, the [Necromancer] was her only expert in this field. Digging up a grave. 
 
    Not just any grave either. Selys shuddered. She pointed at Pisces. 
 
    “Don’t you dare steal so much as a bone from this graveyard. I mean it, Pisces!” 
 
    “I wouldn’t dare.” 
 
    He sounded sincere, so Selys relaxed. Pisces grunted as he hopped back in the hole he’d dug. 
 
    “Besides, all the bones are disposed of in such a way that they can’t be used easily. Warded coffins, silver dust…it really is inconvenient. Or so I’ve heard.” 
 
    “Please stop talking. You’re standing over his grave.” 
 
    Selys closed her eyes tightly. She clutched the urn to her chest as Pisces kept digging. She heard him pause. 
 
    “Ah. Here we are.” 
 
    Selys looked down. Pisces clambered out of the hole he’d dug and eyed the gravestone in front of the hole. It was a marvelous tombstone, a grand thing that looked a lot better in the daylight. The name of the owner was emblazoned across it. A name every Drake child knew. A name from history. 
 
    General Sserys. 
 
    “The coffin is right there. I presume you don’t want to open it? It’s probably loaded with enough ward spells to destroy half this graveyard if I managed to break through it at all.” 
 
    Selys shuddered. 
 
    “No, it’s fine. It just needs to be next to the coffin. Here. Give me a moment.” 
 
    Pisces walked back. He stared at Selys as she opened the urn. In the pouring rain, Selys hesitated over the hole. A perverse part of her thought it would be so funny if she tripped and fell in. Then she stared at the urn. 
 
    It was so small. Too small. And try as she might, Selys couldn’t find enough sadness in her heart. It was still there, but she’d done so much mourning that it was smaller. Truly. And this moment didn’t strike her as sad. She held the urn over the grave and said a few words that were lost to the rain. Perhaps Pisces heard them—perhaps not. The rain was loud. But then again, he could read lips. 
 
    Selys poured the urn’s contents into the hole in the ground. The ash fell, a brief cloud, settling into the grave. Selys stood there for a minute and then turned to Pisces. 
 
    “Okay, let’s cover it all back up. Hand me a shovel.” 
 
    The two got to work, piling the wet, heavy dirt back into the grave and tamping it down. Pisces even levitated the plaque back into place, adding the uprooted turf so it looked like no one had ever tampered with the grave. The two stepped back, and there was a moment where they looked at each other. Pisces cleared his throat. 
 
    “Turnscale. Not a word I’m familiar with.” 
 
    Selys jumped. She glanced at Pisces, and he shrugged. Selys hesitated and turned away. 
 
    “That’s probably because it’s not a word you’d find in any Drake book.” 
 
    He nodded, flicking wet hair out of his eyes. 
 
    “You’re most likely correct. But I can guess the meaning.” 
 
    “Yeah. It’s fairly obvious.” 
 
    “From the context of what you’ve done, I can only infer one conclusion. Selys. Am I right in thinking…?” 
 
    Selys looked at Pisces. He fell silent. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    The [Necromancer] looked startled. 
 
    “Truly? I can understand General Shivertail. But was Sserys…?” 
 
    The Drake [Receptionist] hesitated. 
 
    “No one knew. He died long ago, and Uncle never talked about it. But I think he and Uncle were…he wouldn’t have written that, if it hadn’t been true.” 
 
    Zel Shivertail’s will. The words that had been taboo, unutterable. Unthinkable. They came to Selys, unbidden. 
 
    Bury me with my love. 
 
    A simple request, nothing more. She had honored it as best she could. Selys turned away. Pisces stared at the grave. 
 
    “Could you imagine?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “If it were true. Think of what that would mean for history!” 
 
    “It was true. No one talked about it.” 
 
    Selys stared at the grave. It felt…good. She’d just dug up a grave, in a sense, despoiled the grave of Liscor’s greatest hero, General Sserys. If Embria had known about this, she would have beheaded Selys and Pisces in an instant. Or stabbed them. She did use a spear. But Selys only felt good. It was what Zel had wanted. And she thought it was what Sserys would have wanted. 
 
    She lingered over the grave, as Pisces walked back towards the entrance of the graveyard, where Relc and Klbkch were waiting. Selys stared at the grave. There was no grave for Zel, no marker of where he had been truly buried. But she thought he might have liked it that way. He didn’t like standing out, in the end. He’d done it out of duty. 
 
    And now, he was gone. Selys rubbed at her eyes but found nothing to irritate them but grave dirt. It truly was the end. She bowed her head and spoke one last time. 
 
    “Goodbye, Uncle. Rest well.” 
 
    Above, the rain kept falling. It should have stopped. There should have been a moment of peace, perhaps a brief ray of sunlight or something else. But there was nothing. Selys turned and trudged away. She looked back only once. 
 
    She wondered what had been. What might have been. And for an instant, Selys imagined a tall [General], proud and commanding, laughing with Zel Shivertail over a cup, in the corner of an inn. For a moment Selys could see it—then it was gone. Selys left the graveyard, empty urn in hand. She had to come back fifteen minutes later to find the lid. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Here’s how it finished. That night, Selys stayed up late, taking care to wash all the dirt off her scales in a tepid bath of rainwater and soap. Then she sat in her small apartment and made a small fire, though the rainy spring night really didn’t call for it. She let the fire burn hotly for a long while, breaking up the decaying logs and embers until it was burning low, and then extinguished it. Then Selys waited some more, until the embers were out. She gathered a dustpan and broom and began collecting what was in her fireplace. She got a good helping—not too much, and sifted through it to remove any telltale debris. 
 
    At last, Selys poured the hot ash and dust into the urn and then set it carefully on her dresser, wiping the rim so it looked polished and untouched. Selys stared at it for a second and then shook her head. 
 
    “Have fun burying that with a big ceremony.” 
 
    She turned, blew out the candle on her bed, and lay down. She was so tired. Selys hadn’t ever been more exhausted in her life, not even after fighting for her life against the undead! She had worn herself down. But she felt good. Relaxed. Almost at once, Selys drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    [Receptionist Level 19!] 
 
      
 
    [Heiress Level 6!] 
 
    [Skill – Legacy Whispers: Heartflame Set obtained!] 
 
      
 
    In the night, the rain poured down. Slowly, the Drake sat back up in her bed. Eyes wide. She heard thunder and then words. There was no voice that spoke them, no tongue to shape them. They appeared in her head, searing, unforgettable. 
 
      
 
    To find the helm of fire, 
 
    Look to death’s ire; 
 
    That village without rest, 
 
    Where the Putrid One met his death. 
 
      
 
    They were there, and then only a memory. But what a memory. Selys sat in bed, clutching her covers to her chest, heart pounding wildly. She looked around. 
 
    “Ancestors.” 
 
    And then she went back to sleep. 

  

 
   
    5.19 G 
 
      
 
    He is coming. He is nearly here. He is coming. He calls. He is a Lord and he calls your name. 
 
    Garen— 
 
    The Goblin awoke. He lay and stared up at the dark stone ceiling overhead for a second and then rolled out of his bed. The rough, woven mattress barely bothered his thick skin. He had wool and cloth, scavenged or stolen to make it warmer and more comfortable, but it was hardly luxury. 
 
    In this place, other Goblins slept on silk blankets stolen from merchant caravans carrying goods from as far away as Chandrar. But this Goblin liked the simple, undecorated room he lived in. It was bare, without comforts. A warrior’s room. 
 
    The Goblin walked over to a pile of clothes and grunted as he kicked through them. Goblins didn’t bother with laundry unless something was really dirty, and many considered clothing an option rather than a rule, in most circumstances. However, this particular Hobgoblin was used to wearing clothes, and so he dressed himself before putting on his armor. 
 
    Simple leather armor. Worn down, but flexible. Unenchanted. In times past, he could remember wearing heavier stuff. However, most Goblins fought in rapid, brutal offensives. Speed mattered more than protection. If you got hit, you were dead. And if you were up against enchanted weapons, leather made about as much difference as steel plate. 
 
    Clothing. Armor. The Hobgoblin looked around. His crimson eyes were weary as he rubbed at them. But that was a weakness he only showed in this room. By the time he pushed open his door—another sign of his rank—he was wide awake. 
 
    “Redfang.” 
 
    There were Goblins waiting for him. Two—one a regular Goblin, short by Human standards, and the other, a Hob, thinner than he should be, but wiry with muscle. Both male. Garen grunted at them, and they nodded. 
 
    Guards on his room. Another odd thing in this place. Posting two of his followers at his door had been a hard choice for him. It wasn’t like Garen had anything to steal. And he didn’t want to give away the impression he was afraid of being attacked in his sleep—Garen was confident he could kill anything creeping into his room. Nevertheless, he’d given in. It was a symbol of authority, and while it wasted time, his faction expected it of him, here. 
 
    His faction. This place! Garen growled under his breath as he stalked the halls. Goblins were always up and about, here. The small ones avoided him, rushing about with their work. The Hobs gave Garen space as well. They were Hobs, and he was a Hob, but only a fool would have thought that meant he was on their level. And Garen had killed enough fools to make his point already. 
 
    This was the mountain. Dwarfhalls Rest, the former home of Dwarves in another age. Now, a Goblin bastion, home of the largest tribe in the north. The domain of the self-styled Great Goblin Chieftain, Tremborag. 
 
    And the tribe that had ignored the Goblin Lord’s summons. Here waited those who had refused to join him, who hated everything he represented. Garen bared his teeth, and a Hob thought twice about walking near him and edged to one side of the corridor. But not all Goblins in this mountain were alike. 
 
    He was Garen Redfang, and if Goblins had anything close to a legend or hero, it was he. His name was famous. Once a Gold-rank adventurer, the only Goblin to ever hold that rank. Garen had infiltrated Human cities under disguise, taught himself to speak. And when he had left civilization, he built a tribe like no other, a tribe of warriors trained in his image. And he had settled in a place Goblins called death. The High Passes. 
 
    As Goblin Chieftains went, Garen stood above all the rest. Or he should have. His tribe was powerful, and Garen was as strong as any Gold-rank adventurer. 
 
    And yet, he had come here. To another Chieftain’s hold. To join with another tribe, fleeing the Goblin Lord’s advance. Because—his tribe wasn’t nearly large enough to defy the Goblin Lord alone. If that were all, it would have mattered little. But there had been an unexpected complication. A young Chieftain, a genius whose talents were a mirror to Garen’s. Young, weak, inexperienced, but able to command a tribe far larger than his own with her ability to command, to lead, to think. Garen’s fist clenched. 
 
    Rags. The small Goblin from Liscor. She had left the mountain, claiming Garen was no true Goblin. And she had taken her tribe, many of the tribes he had gathered, and his tribe. His warriors. Over two thirds of them had gone with her. Those that had remained had refused to fight their traitorous kin. They had suffered Garen’s rage that day. 
 
    Power, fame, influence. These were Human concepts. In another place, in another tribe, it wouldn’t have mattered. Garen was Chieftain. The idea that his tribe, his warriors, would leave him was impossible. But in this place, Goblins learned treachery, and to think of things in terms of gain and loss, and not the good of the tribe. They replaced loyalty with ambition. 
 
    Politics. In the mountain, Garen was one of many Goblins with the rank of Chieftain. There were multiple Hobs with that status, with the drive and ambition to have tribes of their own. Yet all were somehow part of the same tribe, underneath the Hob that had created this anomaly. The Great Chieftain. 
 
    Tremborag. 
 
    It was to this Goblin that Garen strode, despite the early hour. The burning certainty in Garen’s mind made him too restless to sleep. He had felt it. The Goblin Lord was coming. Like a blazing bonfire growing brighter, drawing closer, his army was marching on the mountain. Garen felt this knowledge in his core, in his bones, in his very soul. And if he had felt it, Tremborag surely had. 
 
    The mountain was not quiet. The halls echoed with Goblin chatter, the pounding of Tremborag’s Goblin [Smiths], the creak of the wooden bridges crisscrossing the mountain, enduring the weight of hundreds of bodies every minute. 
 
    And screams. Oh yes. Not Goblin screams either, most of them. There were Humans, and other species, in the mountain. Prisoners. Captives. Some kidnapped, others captured during a raid or battle. 
 
    Women. Females. Garen tried to block out the sound. But two voices stood out from the rest. He heard male voices, shouting in agony. Garen remembered them. 
 
    Gold-rank adventurers. A scouting team, sent from one of the local cities to investigate this place. News of a Great Goblin Chieftain had shaken the Human cities’ complacency, and they had begun connecting the Goblin raids over the years, wondering if the villages, cities, and towns raided over the last decade could have been the work of one tribe. 
 
    So they had put out a request to scout the mountain, and a Gold-rank team had taken it. Why not? It was dangerous, but the pay had been provided for by multiple cities. They could always run. And they were Gold-rank adventurers. What could Goblins do to them? 
 
    Screams. Garen listened. The adventurers were being tortured. The Gold-rank team had been a group of three. The two males were howling in agony. Somewhere, in a room nearby perhaps, Goblins from Tremborag’s tribe were torturing them. For information? Garen wondered. Perhaps they just enjoyed it. He shook his head. This place was too different. Too alien to what Goblins were. Too…Human. 
 
    Two voices. The Gold-rank adventurers had been experienced, strong. They’d infiltrated the mountain well, until they’d gone in too far. Garen had ambushed them with a group of Hobs. The adventurers probably had no idea that Goblins could detect them, even with [Invisibility] spells and other concealing enchantments. They’d put up a good fight. Garen’s side still hurt from where an enchanted blade had struck him, despite the healing potion he’d used. But he had slain more than a few Gold-rank adventurers himself, and Hobs were as strong as a Silver-rank adventurer without magical equipment. 
 
    All three had been taken hostage. But Garen didn’t hear the female adventurer’s voice. He suspected she’d killed herself with poison. He’d seen her chewing something as the Goblins had subdued the three. It wasn’t something male adventurers really thought of. He wondered if the two living adventurers envied her foresight. 
 
    More screams. Enough! Garen strode faster, outdistancing the sounds as best he could. He headed to two massive, open doors as the corridor widened. The center of the mountain was a vast feasting hall, a place where the Goblins of the mountain ate and feasted. And it was here their Chieftain could almost always be found. 
 
    “Tremborag!” 
 
    Garen shouted one word as he strode into the room. It wasn’t meal time, so there were fewer Goblins in the room. Some off-duty Hobs, eating, as was their privilege, scurrying servaile Goblins, carrying food, and a huge Goblin at the head of the room. 
 
    An enormous, fat Hobgoblin sat on a ‘throne’, surrounded by female Goblins and some of his most trusted lieutenants. He was eating savagely, and the other Goblins were maintaining a small distance from him. Tremborag, Great Chieftain of the Mountain City tribe, looked up. His crimson eyes flashed fury for a moment, and he stared down at the approaching Hobgoblin. 
 
    “Redfang.” 
 
    Tremborag’s voice was a growl. Garen paused, his hand reaching unconsciously towards his sword. The other Goblins surrounding Tremborag stared with fear and envy at the red blade Garen carried. It was that which had earned him his second name. Redfang, for the enchanted blade. Garen, for the name he’d claimed himself. They backed up as Tremborag rose. 
 
    Up, up! A mountain of flesh. Tremborag was huge even by Hobgoblin standards. Many Hobs tended towards fat, but Tremborag had surpassed them all. He was massive, gargantuan. Compared to Garen’s lean, trained body, he looked too slow and heavy to move. But Garen knew that was an illusion. Tremborag had not created this tribe, arguably the most powerful in the north, by being soft. The two Chieftains glared at each other. 
 
    It was always like this. In Tremborag’s mountain, Garen was his second-in-command. He couldn’t be anything else; Garen was too powerful, too influential, not to be followed by a large faction, his Redfangs. And yet, Tremborag was his Chieftain. In any other tribe, Garen would have left or fought Tremborag for control. But it was different here. 
 
    With effort, both Hobs restrained themselves. Tremborag glared at Garen, his mood sour and savage. He reached for a haunch of meat and tore into it, letting fat and oil drip down his chin. 
 
    “What, Redfang? More adventurers, seeking to enter my mountain?” 
 
    Tremborag’s voice was deep, booming. It was also fluent in the common tongue. Garen replied less fluently, although practiced from past years of use. 
 
    “No. You know what happened. He is coming.” 
 
    The Great Chieftain paused in chewing a mouthful of meat. He glanced to one side. 
 
    “Leave.” 
 
    The Goblins around him scattered. Tremborag watched them swiftly exit the banquet room with the other Goblins, leaving Garen and him alone. Then he looked down at Garen. 
 
    “He marched slower than I thought he would. This Goblin Lord.” 
 
    Garen shrugged. 
 
    “Battle. He fought one at Invrisil.” 
 
    “True. But his tribe would heal on the march and grow. The Goblin Lord took his time. He has not sent out any raiding parties, any other armies.” 
 
    “Because he is coming here.” 
 
    The Chieftain of the Redfang Tribe bared his teeth. Tremborag nodded once. 
 
    “Because I am here.” 
 
    “We.” 
 
    Tremborag grunted. 
 
    “Does it matter? He senses the Goblins here. And he is drawn to us. He wants my strength. Our strength, to add to his own. And he will not have it.” 
 
    The Great Chieftain crushed the bone he held in his hand. He tossed the fragments of bone aside, snarling. Garen repressed the urge to snarl as well. Both of them knew what the Goblin Lord wanted. Both of them felt his call. And both had refused. Garen, out of disgust. Tremborag…for other reasons. 
 
    “I felt it, too. His call. The arrogance of it. To command me. To pull every tribe in five hundred miles into his army! But I refused the Goblin King and I refuse him. If he comes to my mountain, he will leave with nothing. Or he will die.” 
 
    It was reassuring to hear Tremborag say that. Garen shifted his posture, keeping his balance, still wary of the Great Chieftain in front of him. A Goblin Lord. Among Goblins, they were rare. Powerful. Normally. a Goblin Lord would be a thing of wonder, of pride. But this Goblin Lord—how could any Goblin follow someone like him? Garen had felt it. How could any Goblin Lord be like him? How could anyone treat with the undead, and worse—be a slave? 
 
    His disgust must have been apparent on his face, because Tremborag paused as he reached for a handful of walnuts drizzled with wild honey. He stared at Garen intently. The Hobgoblin shifted again, disliking the look. Tremborag seldom talked with Garen, save to make plans, or order a raid. They did not work together well. But the giant Hobgoblin’s voice was thoughtful. 
 
    “Redfang. How old are you?” 
 
    The question caught Garen off-guard. He glanced up at Tremborag, frowned, and thought about refusing to answer. But he reluctantly replied at last. 
 
    “Fourteen.” 
 
    “Hah! Old for a Goblin. Young for anything else.” 
 
    Tremborag laughed as he stuffed the walnuts into his mouth. He chewed, swallowed, and glanced at Garen. 
 
    “You were young when Velan appeared, weren’t you? Do you remember him? Our beloved, late, Goblin King?” 
 
    Another odd question. Garen had to think honestly before he could answer. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You never saw his face?” 
 
    “No. Heard him appear. Saw tribe leave. Many to follow. Never saw him. Only saw a Goblin Lord once.” 
 
    “Because it was war.” 
 
    Tremborag’s eyes gleamed. He picked up a pitcher of wine, kicking his foot to offer Garen one of the cups lying about. The Hobgoblin shifted his head a fraction to the left, declining the offer. Tremborag drank, speaking savagely. It was incredible to Garen—he had never heard any older Goblin speak of the Goblin King, Velan the Kind, with anything but regret and longing. But Tremborag’s voice was bitter. 
 
    “He told the young to hide. He told the old to hide! He told the pregnant and those afraid to fight, to hide! He took only the warriors, only those willing to follow him to death. So that when he fell, Goblins would quickly rise again.” 
 
    “He knew he would fall?” 
 
    “Knew? He expected it! He came across the sea. From Baleros, fleeing his enemies. He knew they would follow. But he fought! He took every Goblin warrior in the world into his army and fought. He knew he would fall, he must have. If he had died in Baleros, he would have ended it all there. But he fought. And he invited us to share his folly.” 
 
    Tremborag drained the pitcher, threw it aside. It shattered as the Goblin glared down at Garen, his red eyes flashing. 
 
    “The arrogance of him. The waste! You never saw his face. But I? I sat here. On this throne when a Goblin Lord came to my mountain. I refused him then, and the Goblin Lord left. I sat here in this very spot when the Goblin King came here. And I looked him in the eye and refused to follow.” 
 
    The words made Garen shudder. He had refused the Goblin King? Tremborag? He tried to imagine it and failed. He had never seen Velan, only felt the pull as a young Goblin, urging him to war, feeling the fury, the rage of his kin. And then—the loss. But Tremborag had refused the King to his face. Garen tried to see it. All he saw was a fat Goblin. Old, dangerous, but hardly the stuff of such legends. And yet, Tremborag’s voice betrayed that beast, that monster lurking within. 
 
    “A Goblin King could not rouse me from my home. Now another upstart claims to be Lord. If he comes to claim me, let him break his army on my mountain home. I am Great Chieftain of the Mountain, and I bow to no Lord or King.” 
 
    Powerful words. Fighting words. Garen bared his teeth, relieved to hear them. He was coming. The Goblin Lord. And he would find nothing but blades at his throat. That would make all this, all this frustration, worth it. And perhaps afterwards… 
 
    Garen felt at something in his pocket. Tremborag saw the movement, and his eyes narrowed. Garen noticed and took his hand away from the tiny key, his hand sliding over the hilt of his sword. Tremborag ignored that and spoke slowly. 
 
    “A secret. I dream of it too. The secret Velan hid. And I will have it, Redfang.” 
 
    “We will have it.” 
 
    Garen glared up at Tremborag. The Great Chieftain eyed him, and Garen tensed. He had magical artifacts, his sword, and his experience from years as a Gold-rank adventurer. But Tremborag was at least twice his age. Neither knew what would happen if it came to a fight between them, but both knew it would be to the death. At last, Tremborag nodded. 
 
    “One of us will. When the Goblin Lord is over, we will decide who.” 
 
    Slowly, Garen relaxed. He nodded. The dream burned in his mind. Memory. A Goblin Chieftain remembered the past, looked backwards through time. When Garen touched the key, he could remember that Velan the Kind had hidden something. Not what, but where. With a key. With two keys. 
 
    “Ready the mountain.” 
 
    Tremborag’s voice was low. He stared at Garen’s pocket, and his claws tightened on the arms of his throne. His voice rose. 
 
    “Summon to me my armies. Bar the gates! Sharpen swords and eat! The Goblin Lord comes. And we wait for him. There will be death soon. Death! Let the Goblin Lord come. He will never take the mountain.” 
 
    “Agreed.” 
 
    Garen bared his teeth in a fierce smile. Tremborag grinned as well, dark mirth. Their crimson eyes shone in the darkness. The Goblin Lord was coming. But all they could do was wait. To the south and west, another tribe, far smaller, was moving. And neither Garen nor Tremborag had forgotten, or forgiven. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “We’re moving.” 
 
    Rags snarled the order as arrows sang through the air overhead. None of the Goblins around her argued. They broke into a run, streaming down the hill, as a force of Humans a thousand strong chased after them, loosing arrows and magic at their backs. 
 
    “Lotta Humans.” 
 
    A Goblin with no ears panted as he broke into a run. Rags was mounted, and she wheeled her Carn Wolf. Her hand rose, pointing. 
 
    “Stall. [Firefly]. [Fire Arrow].” 
 
    Her words were punctuated by a flying bird or insect made of fire, and a trio of fiery magical arrows. They flew into the ranks of the Humans, making them throw up their shields and halt. The Goblin running behind her grinned and pointed back as well. 
 
    Lightning crackled. Thunder roared. The ranks of the Humans flew apart as a bolt of lightning blasted the first rows of Humans. Rags heard screams and an order. The Humans held their ground, and more archers and mages began filling the air with projectiles. 
 
    “They stopped. Move faster!” 
 
    Rags snapped at the others around her. A group of Hobs and smaller Goblins ran behind her as she kicked her Carn Wolf in the side. The gigantic wolf with rust-colored fur bounded ahead. Rags heard a snarl as a Hob was struck by an arrow in the back and a shout of pain as someone was hit by a magic spell. But the Goblins kept moving. The Humans were too far away for their arrows and magic to do much good, and they weren’t high-level. But there were a lot of them. 
 
    And there were only about forty or so Goblins. True, nearly a third of that number were Hobs, but the Humans could overwhelm them with bodies. The infantry was slowed, wary of the magic spells that had come their way, but Rags turned her head and saw another problem heading at them fast. 
 
    “Horses!” 
 
    She snapped as she saw a line of cavalry headed straight for them. The [Riders] were lightly armored, and there were only fifty or so, but they could definitely tie up the Goblins long enough for the rest of the army to catch up. Or cut them down on the run. 
 
    Rags made a quick choice. She leaned out of her saddle and barked a command. 
 
    “Spell and arrow! One volley! Then run!” 
 
    The Goblins instantly reacted to her words. Half of the Goblins stopped, raised crossbows or grabbed an arrow and put it to their bowstrings and loosed. Rags brought up a black crossbow with both hands, sighted, and fired. One of the Humans riding the horses cried out as his mount went down; the other arrows and another burst of lightning made the riders spread out. The Goblins didn’t pause. As soon as they’d fired, they were running again. Enraged, the riders came after them. 
 
    “Lotta riders!” 
 
    Noears gasped as he ran, both legs churning up a hill. Rags was the only Goblin mounted; she saw Noears was at the back with several of the fatter Hobs. She urged him on, shouting. 
 
    “Hurry!” 
 
    The Goblins knew the riders were right behind them. They crested the hill as the first of the riders began to ascend, swearing, swords drawn, spears leveled. The lead rider’s spear was aimed at Noears’ back. Rags pointed, and an arrow of fire struck the horse in the face. The flame was too weak to do more than burn, but the horse reared, throwing its rider. Rags felt bad for the horse—less so for the Human. Up until this point Rags and her Goblins hadn’t killed a Human! They’d just been looking. 
 
    “Faster!” 
 
    She wheeled her snarling Carn Wolf and urged it down the hill. Her wolf bounded past Goblins as they sped down the slope. The riders had to slow again when coming down the hill; they weren’t experienced enough to race downwards. But they were nearly on top of the Goblins. Just a bit more! Rags could practically hear their thoughts. Just a bit more and they’d be able to run them down! She glanced towards the forest in the distance. Too far away to reach in time. If you were on foot, that was. She grinned as she heard a horn blaring. 
 
    Just in time. The Humans on horseback hesitated when they heard the single, shrill blast. It echoed out of the forest, and then again. Rags heard a Human voice calling in alarm. 
 
    “Mounted Goblins coming out of the forest! A hundred of them!” 
 
    It was only around eighty. Rags saw a wedge of Goblins riding Carn Wolves, all regular Goblins, not Hobs, riding across the short distance between them and the Humans. They were whooping, holding weapons, and screaming war cries. She heard them shouting a word as the Humans rapidly lost confidence behind her. 
 
    “Redfang!” 
 
    It was a name to inspire fear among Humans. The Redfang Warriors, mounted on the fierce Carn Wolves of the High Passes, were a known threat. The Human leading the riders made a rapid decision. 
 
    “Retreat!” 
 
    It was the only smart thing to do. Rags grinned as the Redfang Warriors raced past her, harrying the Humans, who were now on the defensive. They were a perfect counter to most riders; their wolves were lower to the ground and scared horses, allowing the Goblins to tear a mounted brigade to shreds in moments. 
 
    There was no tearing this time though; the Redfang Warriors just ran the riders back while Rags and her group of Goblins beat a fast retreat to the forest. After all, there was still an army at their backs, and the Redfang Warriors couldn’t fight ten times their number. Well, they could, but Rags wasn’t about to try it. 
 
    Soon the Goblins were in the forest, and after a few more minutes of running, Rags decided they were far enough away that the Humans would give up the chase. Their foot soldiers couldn’t run that far, and they’d be wary of an ambush. She raised her hand, and the Goblins slowed from their mad dash, gasping and pausing to pant. 
 
    “Five minutes rest. Heading back. Check injuries. Any missing?” 
 
    The Goblins looked around and shook their heads. One of the Hobs reached out and patted a Hob with an arrow in her back. The Hob grunted; the other Hob pulled the arrow out fast and applied a drop of healing potion, closing the wound somewhat. The injured Hob only grunted and patted her friend on the back. Hobs were tough. 
 
    Rags turned her Carn Wolf, patting it on the head and feeding it a bit of dried meat as it panted. She turned and saw the Redfang Warriors riding into the trees. One of them, a Goblin with a scar over his face, waved at her. 
 
    “Orders, Chieftain?” 
 
    Redscar, the leader of the Redfang Goblins and former second-in-command to Garen Redfang himself, looked expectantly at Rags. He was older than she was and more experienced. But he instantly obeyed Rags’ commands, posting several of his warriors on watch and taking the rest of them ahead. They were heading back. As soon as the Goblins had taken a breather, Rags set a quick pace through the forest. She saw Noears looking up at her and hopped off her Carn Wolf’s back to jog alongside him. 
 
    “Lots of Humans.” 
 
    He grunted at her, grinning as if being shot at was normal. Which it was, if not exactly pleasant. Rags nodded sourly. 
 
    “Lots of them. Very wary. No good this way.” 
 
    Noears sighed. 
 
    “No good this way. No good that way! No good any way, eh, Chieftain?” 
 
    She had to refrain from nodding. Rags scowled and kept her feet and arms pumping. It was like this everywhere. Humans were patrolling, hunting down Goblins in large armies. Rags had led her scouting expedition thirty miles north and run straight into a small army of Humans. She’d been hoping to find a way south, but no joy. The appearance of the Goblin Lord, and his battle at Invrisil, had set the north ablaze with worry. And Rags and her tribe were caught in the middle of it. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The Flooded Waters Tribe. Originally a small, barely surviving tribe based around Liscor. Now a tribe thousands strong, with many Hobs and a mounted force of Carn Wolves. In any other year, they would have been one of the strongest tribes in the region. But with the Goblin Lord facing off against Tremborag’s Mountain City Tribe, they were the smallest fish caught between two giants. And all the angry Humans. And yet, as Rags and her company of Goblins rode back towards the forest of tall trees, she didn’t see much anxiety among her tribe. 
 
    Oh, they were watchful. The Goblins posted in the treetops spotted the approaching Goblins from far away, which was good—Rags would have kicked their butts if they’d missed them approaching. But as she passed through a wooden barricade, Rags saw her tribe was getting about business as usual. Business as usual when they weren’t trying to run or hide or flee for their lives, that is. 
 
    What did Goblins do for fun? It was generally eat, sleep, have sex, poke each other and make Goblin conversation, or find something fun to do. Usually in that order. Goblins didn’t always have a lot of free time; scavenging for sustenance was an important job, especially if your tribe was big. 
 
    But Rags’ tribe was organized. They had tents, cook stations, supplies of food—a luxury—and latrines, the most important of Rags’ innovations. They’d dug into the forest and made it their own. There was food here, a handy lake for water, and a very defensible position. They’d fought off Lady Bethal and her Rose Knights here not a week and a half ago. Now they were living life well, which was to say, lazing about. It would be a shame to move. 
 
    But that’s what Rags had to do. She’d known it the instant she saw the small Human army patrolling the road south of here. She barked a command as she rode into camp and saw Goblin heads turn. The Chieftain was back! Like a ripple, both that fact and Rags’ demand were transmitted through camp. She only had to wait a short while until she saw several Goblins approaching her. 
 
    “Chieftain?” 
 
    A Hob looked up at her, squinting up at her and the Carn Wolf she was riding. The wolf sniffed the Goblin—the Goblin sniffed right back. Rags pointed. 
 
    “Moving out. Can’t stay here. Start get—getting—ready. Where Pyrite?” 
 
    “There, Chieftain.” 
 
    The Hob pointed. Rags nodded and hopped off her Carn Wolf. She pointed. 
 
    “Food.” 
 
    It was a Goblin word, and the Carn Wolf had been trained to understand basic commands. It joyfully bounded over to a group of Goblins who were coming over with food for the Redfang Warriors’ wolf mounts. Rags strode through camp, feeling all eyes on her. 
 
    Rags. She was short, attractive, and just past four years of age. By Goblin standards that made her around twenty years of age, at least developmentally. Goblins could function as adults by the time they turned three, and although that meant they could work and develop quite quickly, there was still a huge gap between having an adult body and actual maturity. Normally, Rags would have been an ordinary Goblin in a tribe, but her fortunes had risen dramatically this last year. As had her levels. 
 
    Level 19 [Chieftain]. Level 13 [Mage]. Level 18 [Tactician]. Level 11 [Warrior]. By any standard, Rags had grown exponentially from when she’d first been a Level 2 [Backstabber] and Level 5 [Scavenger] hiding in the grass around Liscor. Her incredible growth was due to her genius. And yet, Rags knew it wasn’t enough. She passed through her camp, grunting as Goblins waved at her, keeping an eye out for one particular Goblin. She found him standing by a tree, eating. That, at least, was predictable. He was always eating. 
 
    Pyrite was facing Rags, but he was intent on something cupped in his hands. He looked up as Rags approached, and she saw he was chewing on a handful of small, writhing maggots. The tree behind him was partially denuded of bark, and Rags saw that there was a colony of some kind of insect burrowed into the wood. The Hob had raided the nest, judging by the angry insects trying to swarm out from the tree. Pyrite chewed on his snack, ignoring some of the biting brown insects on his arm and chest. 
 
    “Chieftain.” 
 
    He nodded at her. Rags eyed him and nodded. 
 
    “Biting bugs?” 
 
    “Big ant-things. Bitter. Want?” 
 
    He offered her a maggot. Rags eyed it and accepted one. She popped the squirming thing into her mouth and chewed. Then she shrugged. 
 
    “Small. Good rations?” 
 
    “Too much work.” 
 
    Pyrite shook his head. He mimed clawing his way into the tree, and Rags nodded. Pleasantries done, Pyrite walked after Rags. He was a big Hob, classically fat, and deceptively placid-looking. Rags knew he was actually quite sharp at times, although she had trouble reading his face. Pyrite treated words like food; he had some at all times, but he didn’t generally share what he had with others. He was her second-in-command, and she trusted him implicitly. 
 
    “Going, Chieftain?” 
 
    “Yes. Lots of Humans south.” 
 
    Pyrite nodded, unsurprised. 
 
    “Which way?” 
 
    “That.” 
 
    Rags pointed past the lake, west and slightly south. Pyrite nodded. 
 
    “Will make tribe go.” 
 
    He walked off. Rags watched him poke a Goblin and mutter a word and offer a maggot, satisfied. If their conversation had been short and unfulfilling by Human standards, it was simply because Humans had not made their mode of communication as streamlined as Goblins. There were no wasted words between them. 
 
    Rags had identified the problem; that their tribe had lingered in the area far too long and needed to move before the Humans encircled them. Pyrite had queried their direction and intent. Rags had given him a direction, steering their tribe out of the path of any of the Human settlements she’d scouted. Thus, their tribe had a purpose. Pyrite spread the word, and within minutes, the tribe was bustling with purpose. 
 
    Goblins loaded food and supplies onto wagons. Others grabbed weapons—crossbows, twenty-foot-long wooden pikes, and a host of assorted weaponry, some of it enchanted. Warriors moved into their assigned groups while children and non-combatants clustered in their assigned spots, gabbling to each other, moving with purpose. 
 
    Rags watched it all proudly, occasionally snapping an order and correcting a wayward Goblin. This was her ability and her tribe. She was organized, and as such, everyone in the forest moved far more efficiently than any other Goblin tribe in the world. They were happy with her leadership, by and large. If there were any exception, it would be the loud, irritated voice coming from a Human woman dressed in filthy clothing being herded towards a wagon. 
 
    “Don’t touch me, you filthy monsters!” 
 
    A young woman with black hair and pale skin from lack of sunlight was snapping at the Goblins around her. They were patiently urging her onwards, trying to poke at her with sticks and sheathed swords. She was having none of it. Welca Caveis, Knight of the Petal and now captive of the Flooded Waters tribe, swung a fist at a Goblin, making him duck. She lunged at a Goblin carrying a sword and was forced back as the other Goblins poked at her menacingly. Rags strolled over to watch. Welca spat as a Goblin poked her, pointing to a wagon. 
 
    “Just kill me already! I refuse to—stop poking me! Give me a sword and fight me like a—stop poking me!” 
 
    “Dead gods, stop arguing with them and just walk, Welca! They want you to get into the wagon.” 
 
    A tired voice snapped at Welca, and the young woman straightened. An older man, his beard unkempt but his clothes in much better shape, walked past Welca. He wasn’t being herded. 
 
    “Sir Kerrig! We don’t know what these Goblins mean to do with us!” 
 
    The older [Knight] paused and turned to Welca. She was giving all the Goblins around her a look of deep mistrust—which was slightly hurtful, even to the Goblins. Sir Kerrig Louis, another Knight of the Petal who’d been stripped of his arms and armor, sighed. 
 
    “They’re moving, Welca. Marching, I have no doubt. And they intend to take us with them.” 
 
    “And we should just let them?” 
 
    Kerrig turned. His eyes found Rags, who regarded him curiously. He nodded slightly at her. 
 
    “It’s that or be forced there. Don’t waste your energy fighting.” 
 
    “If they intend to take advantage—” 
 
    “They would have done it yesterday, or the day before that. Or last week. They’ve fed us, given us clothing—which you turned down—and haven’t laid a finger on us.” 
 
    “They stole our armor! They stole my sword and attacked us!” 
 
    “After we slaughtered them. Welca, I am ordering you, as your superior, to get on that wagon. Stop wasting time.” 
 
    Kerrig pointed towards the waiting wagon, and Welca hesitated. Neither [Knight] was bound, and after a moment, Welca went towards the wagon without another word. Her cheeks were burning as she climbed up. Kerrig nodded towards Rags and followed her. She watched him climb onto the wagon next to a sack filled with looted potatoes, and the Goblin driving the wagons clucked his tongue at the pair of mules hitched to it. 
 
    They’d captured two of the Rose Knights about a week ago, after dropping trees on them. Incredibly, the armored [Knights] had survived the crushing impact, although it had knocked them out. Lady Bethal had abandoned them rather than continue fighting in the trapped woods, and so the Humans had become Rags’ prisoners. It had been an odd thing, but Rags had elected to keep the two as prisoners rather than have them wander off and get eaten or lead a group of Humans right to them. She still wasn’t sure what she wanted to do with them, actually. 
 
    The first night after they’d been held captive and found themselves tied up, the two Humans had tried to escape. They’d overwhelmed one of their guards, stolen a sword, and promptly been flattened by a dozen Hobs. Without their armor, the two deadly Rose Knights were much less of a threat. What had happened after that was interesting, to say the least. 
 
    The younger Rose Knight was Welca Caveis, the very same warrior that Pyrite had dueled and nearly drowned in battle. She was defiant, raging at the Goblins, treating her every waking moment in the camp with hostility and suspicion. She feared the Goblins as much as she hated them and was clearly a very nervous young woman; she feared for her chastity, her honor, her reputation, and a bunch of other things that confused the Goblins guarding her. 
 
    All they wanted to do was give her food and clothing so she’d stop smelling bad and complaining. Rags had made her treatment of the prisoners very clear. No one would take advantage of her prisoners, male or female. She had left Tremborag’s mountain for the way he treated his prisoners, among other things, and she would not compromise her beliefs. Nor would the Redfang warriors, who had made it clear what would happen if any Goblin disobeyed Rags’ orders. 
 
    Nevertheless, Welca seemed incapable of realizing this fact. Her fellow [Knight] and senior, on the other hand, was different. Sir Kerrig Louis had cooperated with the Goblins after he realized neither his life nor Welca’s chastity was in immediate danger. 
 
    He’d readily answered their questions about his name, whether Bethal was likely to return, and whether he liked raw meat or cooked meat—Kerrig Louis, not likely, and cooked meat—and been bemused when they’d left him and Welca largely alone. He hadn’t been permitted to roam, but Rags had noticed him observing everything with interest. She’d debated talking with him, but she’d been very busy these last few days. 
 
    The Goblin Lord was moving. He’d won a big battle and killed someone important, apparently. That was all the Goblins could find out, but it was enough. Like a kicked anthill, the Humans were out for Goblin blood and paranoid they might be attacked next. So Rags had been actively scouting for a way to head south, away from the Goblin Lord. The only route that she’d found that didn’t take her too near Invrisil, the Goblin Lord, or Tremborag’s mountain was west and then south. So that was where they were headed. 
 
    Rags saw her tribe was about ready, so she whistled and saw her Carn Wolf bound over to her. She rubbed his head and climbed up his fur. The Carn Wolf waited patiently until Rags urged him forwards, and then he padded towards the head of the tribe. Rags sat and turned in her seat and saw thousands of green faces and crimson eyes staring at her. She felt the eyes of her tribe on her, waiting, trusting her. Rags scowled. 
 
    “Hurry up.” 
 
    She pointed, and the Goblins went. In her wake followed her Hob escort and her officers. They came out of the crowds, riding or walking behind Rags, a group of their own. Sir Kerrig watched the Hobs pass by his slower wagon and identified each of them at a glance. 
 
    Redscar, the normal-sized Goblin riding his Carn Wolf. 
 
    The appropriately named Noears, a powerful [Mage], walking next to Poisonbite, another normal-sized Goblin with a pair of poisoned daggers. 
 
    The Rockfall Chieftain, a female Hob who had commanded a fairly strong tribe before joining Rags’. 
 
    And a Hob from Tremborag’s tribe, nicknamed Quietstab, a seasoned raid leader who represented the rest of the Mountain City Goblins. 
 
    They had established themselves as her chief officers, her most trusted and influential lieutenants. Aside from Pyrite, her second-in-command, Redscar could be said to be strongest of the group as he led the former warriors of Garen’s tribe. After him was probably Poisonbite and Noears; Poisonbite for her large group of female Goblins warriors, and Noears for his small group of Goblins who could cast magic. 
 
    They were a formidable bunch, and if Rags compared herself to them, she fell behind. Each Goblin was better at what they did than she was. Noears could throw lightning, Poisonbite was a better fighter, Redscar a better fighter and battle leader, and the Rockfall Chieftain and Quietstab were both probably stronger and definitely older than Rags. But what they didn’t have was Rags’ mind. That was why she was Chieftain. 
 
    Rags rode ahead as the Goblins behind her assessed her, judging her performance, arguing about what was the best course of action, but being loyal. Being Goblins. Although, it had to be pointed out that the definition of Goblin was still up for debate. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “Marching south?” 
 
    The officers talked quietly as Rags rode ahead, supervising her tribe as it began its march. Poisonbite stared at Rags’ back, looking around at the others. Not exactly challengingly, but questioningly. Noears shrugged. 
 
    “Less Humans that way. Lots of scouting. Doesn’t want fight.” 
 
    Redscar nodded. 
 
    “Ran into Humans. Smaller. Thousand. Not too dangerous, but bad fight many.” 
 
    The other Goblins nodded at this. Still, the Rockfall Chieftain sucked in her cheeks. 
 
    “Must fight soon. Cornered death otherwise.” 
 
    Her words gave the other Goblins pause. It was true that running wasn’t exactly an option forever. Still, Redscar seemed positive. 
 
    “Good run not fight now. Good food, good moving.” 
 
    He looked approvingly at the stream of Goblins marching. It was a multi-faceted comment, speaking to Rags’ ability to get her entire tribe moving very quickly, the way she interspersed Hobs among the regular Goblins to keep order, her patrols of warriors in case of danger, and not least, the speed at which the Goblins moved. One of Rags’ newest and best Skills was [Fleet Foot], a Skill that affected her entire tribe and allowed them to cover far more ground. And Goblins were already good at moving fast! 
 
    Grudgingly, the Rockfall Chieftain agreed things had been good with a pat of her belly. Goblins were always hungry, especially Hobs, but they’d been less hungry of late, and what was better, they hadn’t had to eat their own dead. In that sense, Rags was doing very well. 
 
    “Going march. Liscor?” 
 
    Quietstab looked around. The other officers shrugged. Maybe? Rags’ desire to return to her home was known, and the rumor in the tribe was that she planned on returning to the dungeon. There was food and magical items in a dungeon. True, there was a lot of danger there too, but if they had to choose between a bunch of angry Humans and a dungeon… 
 
    It was a matter for debate. Rags’ lieutenants often talked amongst themselves. It wasn’t that they didn’t trust their Chieftain—they’d left Tremborag’s mountain precisely because they trusted Rags more than him. It had been a moral choice. But Rags was young, and her tribe was made of very disparate factions, so this…debating had become a normal practice. It wasn’t politics. Rags was Chieftain. But it seemed to the Goblins that she could be more Chieftain at certain times. 
 
    Still, if Rags had more than just her mind going for her, it was her right-hand Goblin, Pyrite. The big Hob was respected by all factions. He’d been part of Tremborag’s tribe when he was young, he was a good fighter, which the Redfang Goblins loved, and he was experienced and steady, a good match for Rags. The real question was whether he was interested in Rags, which the data was inconclusive on. Goblins didn’t play card games, which was fortunate, because Pyrite would have had the world’s best (and first) poker face. 
 
    “Pyrite. Where going?” 
 
    One of the Goblins decided to put the question to Pyrite himself. They came over as Pyrite was sharing the last of his larvae among some Goblin children. The Hob straightened, frowned, and flicked his ears. 
 
    “That way.” 
 
    He pointed. Poisonbite ground her teeth impatiently. 
 
    “That way lots Humans? Fighting? Or run and hide to Liscor?” 
 
    Pyrite thought about this. 
 
    “Don’t need fight Humans. Waste time. Hurts. Chieftain smart.” 
 
    That was his opinion plainly put out there, all right. The other Goblins muttered to each other. Poisonbite folded her arms. 
 
    “No fight. Can’t level. If we can’t raid, can’t eat.” 
 
    Her words got a nod from some of the others, but Pyrite just scratched his chest. He reached into a pocket and pulled out a dandelion. A handful of them, actually. He offered them to the milling Goblin children, but they weren’t hungry enough to want the bitter things. That was a good sign. Undeterred, Pyrite chewed on the plants before replying. 
 
    “Raiding gets pink Humans. Undefeatable death.” 
 
    A bit of Poisonbite’s bravado faded as she recalled the nightmarish attack by Lady Bethal and her [Knights]. Hundreds of Goblins had died, and only Rags’ quick thinking—and the reveal of Greydath’s true identity—had saved them. She stared at Pyrite and nodded slowly. 
 
    “Old Goblin. Goblin Lord. Greydath of Blades. Knew you.” 
 
    She pointed at Pyrite. The other Goblins stared at him. Just saying Greydath’s name, knowing that a Goblin Lord had been here, among them, was amazing. But it was true. Pyrite had known Greydath. He’d stuck around the old bearded Hobgoblin. Everyone was thinking the same thing: had Pyrite known? He must have. And if he had, had Greydath taught him anything? 
 
    Pyrite farted. He let the other Goblins cough and back away and then shrugged. 
 
    “Old Goblin. Liked talk. Very secretive. Didn’t know much.” 
 
    He chewed another dandelion, passed more gas, and walked away. The Goblins eyed his back. Skepticism was heavy in the air—as was a powerful stink. That had been a very convenient fart. 
 
    Still, if Pyrite wasn’t going to speak, there was always more to talk about. Rags’ tribe marched fast, propelled by her Skill and the Goblin’s own quick pace. If anything, it was the pack animals who had to struggle to keep up. The tribe had acquired a lot of them, and the plodding beasts were treated with care until they passed on, usually of old age. Then they were eaten as food, but Goblins knew the value of getting someone else to carry stuff for you. Plus, pack animals were a valuable emergency food source, not a primary one. 
 
    Soon, the tribe passed out of the forest and around the lake and into wilder territory. Izril was vast, and Humans had yet to settle or intrude into some parts of the continent, despite having lived there for millennia. Oh, perhaps they had built structures here in centuries past, but monster attacks, or disease, or simply bad luck, had erased their presence here. 
 
    The Goblins were well aware of the risks of travelling in large numbers in the wild, and Rags had assigned a heavy scouting presence to match the guards keeping pace with the tribe. She received reports of wild animals, monsters, and steered her tribe accordingly. Redscar, as her subordinate in charge of military matters, got the same reports. His warriors attacked lesser monsters and animals where they could, scaring them off, or collecting animals for tonight’s dinner. Only once did the tribe change directions as a whole—in response to seeing an entire colony of skunks. 
 
    Soon, the tribe found themselves reaching the first obstacle in their journey. They had entered a humid, wet area. Swampland, or maybe just an area flooded by the spring rains. The Goblins grumbled as they found themselves marching through the muddy ground. That wouldn’t be so bad; it meant few Humans were about, since they hated getting dirty, but the passage of so many bodies stirred a far worse menace into the air. 
 
    Insects. A biting, flying swarm of midges and larger mosquitos and other pests descended on the tribe. There were so many that Rags had to actually pull her Carn Wolf out of the way to avoid riding right through a cloud of them. They followed her, and Rags saw several mosquito-things land on her arm. She smacked them angrily, but more landed on her as her hand squished a trio of the offending insects. 
 
    “Bugs!” 
 
    One of the Goblins moaned as the insects descended on the tribe. There were so many, and they bit and stung! Rags felt her skin swelling and starting to itch. The Goblins in her tribe began to complain loudly, and the scouts rode back with bites all over their bodies, reporting that the swampland stretched for miles ahead. 
 
    Rags scowled as she heard the complaints mounting. The animals were going crazy as they felt the insects feasting on them, and the Goblins were no less unhappy. She raised a hand and called an immediate halt. Swiftly, Rags called out, and a group of Goblins descended on her position. 
 
    “Swamp! Bugs! How to fix?” 
 
    She’d called all the older Goblins, all the ones whose tribes had lived in areas like this, to her location. There were about a hundred of them, and Rags’ question immediately got a lot of head scratching. But one Goblin had an idea, and she was immediately ushered forwards to Rags. 
 
    “Keep off skin. Got to keep bother. Swat fast. With flap thing.” 
 
    “Flap thing?” 
 
    Rags scowled in confusion. The Goblin woman shrugged and poked her husband standing next to her. He muttered with her, found another Goblin to poke, and set off a chain reaction. Within minutes, the Goblin woman found what she was looking for—a bunch of stringy reeds. She shredded them, creating a fine whisk of fibers and bound the lot onto a wooden handle. Then she flapped the whisk, stirring the air and chasing away a cloud of midges around her. 
 
    “This, Chieftain.” 
 
    It was…Rags stared. What was it? It was like a whip, but made of many small parts. It wasn’t meant to hit things. How could it kill bugs? Then she realized that it wasn’t killing the bugs, it was just scaring them off! The insects sensed the whisk flying through the air and wouldn’t land so long as the Goblin woman kept it flying around her. Rags held out a hand and analyzed the fly whisk the woman gave her. She looked up and nodded. 
 
    “Make.” 
 
    “How many, Chieftain?” 
 
    A Goblin scratched his side as he asked her. Rags pointed to the tribe of Goblins waiting and slapping their arms, chests, legs, and each other’s backs. 
 
    “Lots.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    This was how it worked. Each of the Goblins who’d seen the fly whisk knew what it looked like. They wandered into the tribe, poking, describing what Rags had shown them, and the Goblins they’d poked communicated that idea. All of the Goblins who knew anything about crafting immediately poked back with a general understanding of what was needed. Reeds or long plant fibers, sticks for the whisk, and so on. Goblins began gathering the material from the landscape or their stores and assembling the mosquito whisks rapidly. It was a communal effort, which every Goblin in the tribe took part in. 
 
    Within the hour, these mosquito whisks were being used up and down the line of Goblins, and more were being made on the march. Goblins waved them in the air, swatting any bugs stupid enough to land, and the amount of biting insects diminished greatly. This was a great relief, and also a talking point for Rags’ audience. They jabbered to themselves as Noears solved the bug problem around them by creating a charged field of air around his group. The bugs sensed the impending lightning and made themselves scarce as he talked with the others. 
 
    Now, how would Garen Redfang have handled a situation like that? Or Tremborag? Or another Chieftain? The other Goblins conferred, assessing Rags’ performance. 
 
    Garen would have ordered his Goblins to march through it and ignore the bugs. He probably would have regarded stopping to make anything as a waste of time and told his warriors to ignore the bites and march faster. Not exactly ideal, even Redscar had to admit. 
 
    Poisonbite and Quietstab had to admit that their Chieftain wouldn’t have been much better. Tremborag wouldn’t have cared about other Goblins. He’d have made sure he wasn’t being eaten alive, and maybe some of his lieutenants would have proliferated the fly whisk designs, but nothing else. 
 
    And another Goblin Chieftain might have left the area rather than have to deal with the bugs. On the whole, Rags had reacted quickly and decisively. She’d seen a problem and solved it. With her head! True, she hadn’t come up with the idea, but asking for and implementing a solution wasn’t a natural Chieftain’s skill. Rags had also attended the suffering pack animal’s needs, and they were being carefully protected by a few whisking Goblins as well. 
 
    On the whole, it was a good performance, and the tribe found itself marching onwards without issue. Pyrite, who was suffering the most from the insects coveting his plump form, found himself lagging behind as he tried to make a longer fly whisk that could chase off more insects. He was grumbling and searching for appropriate reeds when he heard a sound. 
 
    “Don’t touch me! Don’t touch—” 
 
    He straightened instantly and turned his attention towards the source of the noise. Somehow, Welca had veered away from the main group of Goblins and was surrounded by a group of Goblins. Pyrite nearly reached for his axe before he realized it was missing. He began to run. 
 
    A group of Goblins and Hobs was surrounding Welca. They were from Tremborag’s mountain. She was shouting and trying to keep them off her—Sir Kerrig was shouting as well, trying to draw the attention of Rags and her tribe. But they were too far away. One of the Hobs caught Welca’s hand and grabbed her other one as she punched at him. He let another Goblin grab at her clothes as he laughed and then felt a hand like a vice grab his head. He turned around, saw Pyrite, and paled. 
 
    There were six Hobs and about nine smaller Goblins. They whirled as Pyrite grabbed the first Hob. The former Tremborag Goblin was Pyrite’s height, but a lot thinner. He was muscled and strong and grabbed Pyrite’s arm. Pyrite squeezed the Hob’s head and heard a scream. He squeezed harder, and the Hob punched at him wildly. Pyrite lifted the Hob, smashed his head into the side of the wagon, and turned. The other Goblins stared at him. 
 
    One of the Hobs raised his fists. He punched and blinked as Pyrite ducked. He looked down and saw a fist coming up that broke four teeth. And his jaw. Another Hob punched Pyrite from behind, pummeling his body with furious blows. Pyrite turned, swung, and the Hob realized that a lot of Pyrite’s fat concealed muscle. He was bigger than all of the Hobs present, and when he hit, the other Hobs fell down. 
 
    “Get back towards the cart!” 
 
    Kerrig shouted at Welca as he struck another Hob repeatedly in the face, dodging back as the Hob swung at him. Unarmed or not, the [Knight] was a better fighter than the other Hobs. Pyrite grabbed a third Hob and head-butted him, and then turned to one of the smaller Goblins. He had a knife. Pyrite raised a fist, pointedly. The Goblin considered what might happen if he stabbed Pyrite and threw down his weapon. So did the other Goblins. The two Hobs remaining backed up. Pyrite glared around and raised his voice. 
 
    “Chieftain!” 
 
    He bellowed across the swamp, making Welca and Kerrig clap their hands to their ears. The sound did what all the shouting could not. Pyrite saw Rags’ head turn, and several Redfang Warriors immediately rode towards them, swearing angrily. 
 
    All of this had taken place within the protective circle of Rags’ scouts. Within a minute, Rags was riding towards the Hobs with murder on her face. One of the Redfang Warriors was gesturing with a spear, and the Goblins still conscious were being herded towards Rags for punishment. Some of the Redfang Warriors were already beating the offending Goblins before Rags called them off. 
 
    Pyrite had bruises and a cut along one arm from a claw. The Hobs lying on the ground had broken bones, missing teeth, and concussions. He turned towards Welca, who was covering her ripped clothing and staring at him. Sir Kerrig was panting, his knuckles bloody. 
 
    “Alright?” 
 
    Pyrite looked at Welca. She backed up from him and then slowly got out of the cart. 
 
    “You saved me?” 
 
    The Hobgoblin shrugged. Welca looked at him, and her eyes flicked to Sir Kerrig and the busy Goblins kicking the offenders. She hesitated and then smiled at Pyrite. 
 
    “Thank you. I’m very grateful.” 
 
    He grunted, eying her. Pyrite turned his head and then jumped as Welca laid a hand on his arm. She smiled again, looking somewhat pained, and then pointed to the wagon. 
 
    “I must lie down. I’m very distressed.” 
 
    She waited until Pyrite nodded to walk back to her wagon. Welca eyed the Goblins, watched Rags snap orders at an arguing Redscar, and then slowly backed away from the wagon. Then she turned and ran. All the preoccupied Goblins looked up, surprised. Welca might have managed to run for a few minutes, if Pyrite hadn’t known exactly what she was about to do. He picked up one of the unconscious Hobs and threw the Goblin at Welca. 
 
    Pyrite was rewarded with a loud cry of pain and quickly stomped over. Welca looked up just in time to see his fist descend. Pyrite hit the young [Knight] over the head. Gently, which meant that Welca was still conscious enough to regret her escape attempt. The Hob slung her into a wagon as he kicked the groaning Goblins awake. He lifted up the Hob he’d thrown and glared at the befuddled Goblin. The Hob jerked awake, saw Pyrite, and tried to take a swing. 
 
    “Don’t.” 
 
    Pyrite caught the fist. The Hob stared at him and wilted. Pyrite looked back at Rags. She was watching him and Welca. Sir Kerrig looked at Pyrite as well. 
 
    “I take it there are criminals among Goblins as well? What a thought.” 
 
    “No criminals. This—wrong.” 
 
    Rags spat the words. Sir Kerrig nodded. He looked at Pyrite, and the Hob saw the older man straighten. Sir Kerrig had grey hair mixed with his brown. He was in his forties, for all he had the body of a younger man. He bowed his head slightly to Pyrite. 
 
    “My thanks, sir. Your people aren’t at all like what I’d been given to believe.” 
 
    Pyrite blinked at him. The older [Knight] looked tired. He gestured. 
 
    “Might we speak? We are your captives, and I know our attack on you merits us no sympathy—but I would be in your debt if we might talk honestly. I’d heard Goblins could be peaceful, but I’d scarcely given it credence after Velan the Kind. ” 
 
    His words, the way he looked at Pyrite…the Hob stared at him. He rubbed his cut arm and then nodded. He looked around and waved at Rags. Welca sat up blearily in time to see Pyrite offer Sir Kerrig a slightly muddy dandelion. Pyrite smiled as the man stared at it in bemusement. 
 
    “Let’s talk.” 
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    What did they think when they looked at her? Did they see just another Human, another enemy? Did they judge her by her comments, the way she refused to so much as look at her captors or touch anything they handed her? Did they hear the revulsion in her tone and care? Did they even care? 
 
    Surely they must. Surely they heard every word, noticed the way she glared at them and tensed, clearly wishing for a sword in her hand. Sir Kerrig had noticed the difference in the quality of the food they’d given him as opposed to Welca, his junior. He received his bowl of soup or baked potato and hot slice of meat first; she got the colder portion or the dregs. 
 
    That was unlikely to change Welca’s opinion of the Goblins. But by the same token, Sir Kerrig could not find it in his heart to lower his opinion of her. She and he were of the same order, the Knights of the Petal, sworn to the Walchaís family. 
 
    She was from a larger house, while Sir Kerrig was of the landlord nobility—that was to say, someone whose only claim to aristocracy came from their small holdings, diminished over the years. Sir Kerrig had inherited a small plot of land from his father, an unused property that had once been home to a village and small estate a century ago. 
 
    It had been worthless to him, save as proof he was in fact a lesser [Lord] of the realm. In name alone. Sir Kerrig had become a [Knight] instead, a rarity among first-born sons, and he had risen through the ranks of his order for years. He had seen war, fought against Drakes, ridden against Goblins and monsters, for over three decades. To Welca, he was an experienced senior in her order, despite her greater social standing. 
 
    All of this meant that they were companions, the two unlucky [Knights] who had been hit by falling trees in the Goblins’ trap. They had expected to die and fought their captors upon waking. Welca hadn’t bitten her tongue or taken the easy way out in that first moment of horror either. She’d fought, resigning herself to whatever fate she might suffer. That she might live and return to her order. Sir Kerrig admired her courage. 
 
    How could he, in good conscience, condemn her hostility towards the Goblins? It was natural, and she was young. So he didn’t snap at her or order her to silence. He tried to explain as they sat together in the smelly, bumping wagon. He tried to teach her something the Knights of the Petal wrestled with—something all knights of this day and age had to reconcile. That there was a difference between being a [Knight] and a knight. 
 
    “Look at them, Welca.” 
 
    “I’ve looked at them enough, Sir Kerrig. There’s nothing to see. They all look alike. Hobs, goblins, males, females—there’s not a shred of decency among them.” 
 
    “None?” 
 
    “They attacked us! Attacked me not five minutes ago!” 
 
    “And we were saved. By another Goblin. A Hob.” 
 
    “One of them. I’ve memorized his face. One of the tribe’s officers, like that group arguing over there.” 
 
    Welca nodded surreptitiously towards the Goblins. Her head was still ringing from the punch she’d taken from her savior, ironically enough. 
 
    The one who’d saved her, the one Kerrig had heard being called ‘Pyrite’, was standing next to the tribe’s Chieftain, a small Goblin mounted on a Carn Wolf. She was scowling and listening to an angry Goblin with a red scar on his face pointing towards the cowering Goblins who’d attacked Welca. The young [Knight] lady glared at all of the Goblins. 
 
    “I’ve memorized their faces. One of us has to spread the word when we’re freed. A tribe like this—” 
 
    “When we’re freed? Lady Bethal will not send reinforcements. She doesn’t know we’re here. She abandoned us, Welca.” 
 
    “She’s expecting us to return to her!” 
 
    The young woman’s eyes flashed. Sir Kerrig bit his tongue on a retort. Welca was enamored with Lady Bethal, the leader of their order and patron. Lady Bethal inspired the younger [Lords] and [Ladies] of Izril, to the extent that some had become [Knights] just to serve her. All well and good, but Sir Kerrig had known Lady Bethal since she was a child, and he was aware that her passion and noble gestures were only half of who she was. Lady Bethal could be caring, driven, compassionate—or as uncaring as the sun. 
 
    “She left us, Lady Caveis. If she had intended to free us, Sir Thomast or a force of our own would have assaulted the Goblins a week ago. You know as well as I that Goblin prisoners do not last long. Lady Bethal left us behind.” 
 
    “I know that.” 
 
    Welca’s shoulders slumped. Sir Kerrig looked away. It was a hard thing to swallow. He spoke dispassionately. 
 
    “It was the correct decision, if a hasty one. The Goblins were dropping trees, and I could well imagine they had more traps ready to block a retreat. Lady Bethal is nothing if not pragmatic. I suspect she believed us dead in any case. She probably isn’t aware of our capture.” 
 
    “All the more reason to—” 
 
    Welca broke off, glancing around suspiciously. There were no Goblins around them in earshot. But she lowered her voice all the same. 
 
    “We must escape, Sir Kerrig. Our hands are untied. We could seize arms and make a break for it.” 
 
    “And fight off every Goblin that followed us? Assuming we could outrun the ones on foot, the mounted Goblins would hunt us down. They have Carn Wolves, Lady Caveis. Born hunters. They don’t need to tie our hands to recapture us.” 
 
    “Then the Chieftain—” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    The force of Sir Kerrig’s tone made Welca look up in surprise. She glared at Sir Kerrig, and he found himself frowning back. 
 
    “Sir Kerrig! We are [Knights] sworn to protect our people! If we have a chance—” 
 
    “Lady Welca Caveis.” 
 
    The older knight’s tone was full of authority. Welca broke off, hearing it. Sir Kerrig sat up against the backing of the wagon’s side. 
 
    “As your superior, I am ordering you not to take any action against the Goblins. Or to attempt to escape. Instead, I am telling you to listen. To watch, and when that Hobgoblin returns, to talk with them.” 
 
    “Why?’ 
 
    Sir Kerrig glanced towards Pyrite, towards the young Goblin named Rags. He saw Rags turn her head and glance back towards him, her red eyes sharp with understanding. She met his gaze and then looked past him. Sir Kerrig slowly nodded. 
 
    “Because these Goblins are not savages. They are not the marauding bandits that have been striking across Izril. They did not kill us. Some of them believe in honor, in the accords of war.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    Welca was shivering. She was dressed lightly, and she’d refused a change of clothes. Sir Kerrig looked at her. 
 
    “I have killed many Goblins, Lady Caveis. More than I can count. Not once did I offer them mercy. I expected the same from them. But you and I woke up as prisoners, not as corpses, or worse. Watch this tribe. See if they are different.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    The young woman’s petulant tone would have been better suited towards a [Lady], not a knight. Sir Kerrig sighed. 
 
    “Because it matters.” 
 
    Welca looked at him. Sir Kerrig turned his head back towards the Goblins. In silence, he watched and listened and wondered if he’d been blind all his life, or if he’d simply ignored the truth. Because, to his horror, when he looked at the Goblins standing and arguing, turning to their leader, ignoring the children running around the muck, brushing away flies, shifting impatiently, talking, thinking, speaking, he was terribly afraid. Afraid that he hadn’t been killing monsters, but people. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Pyrite had cuts on his arms and bruises on his body. Some of the Hobs had hit him pretty hard. Still, it was nothing worth using a healing potion on. He stood next to Rags, resisting the urge to pick at the drying blood on his arm. A bloodsucking insect tried to land on the spot; Pyrite slapped it. 
 
    The smack of flesh meeting flesh made the other Goblins look up. Redscar scowled as he pointed at the Goblins sitting and shivering, the Hobs and regular Goblins that had attacked the [Knights]. Against Rags’ orders. 
 
    “Punish.” 
 
    Redscar said only one word, but it made all the sitting Goblins cringe. There was no sympathy, no compassion in Redscar’s eyes. Just fury. His Redfang warriors had been hitting the Goblins repeatedly until Rags called an end to it. Now Rags sat on her Carn Wolf, listening, a scowl on her face. 
 
    Punishment. Redscar’s word meant more than a slap on the wrist or no food for a meal. His version of punishment was digging a hole in the swamp and burying the Goblins up to their necks. If they survived, they were free to live. On the other hand, the Goblins standing across from him in the small circle shook their heads. 
 
    “Exile.” 
 
    So said Quietstab and his Goblins, the former members of Tremborag’s mountain faction. They glanced at their fellows with a mixture of scorn and sympathy—they had disobeyed their Chieftain, and yet none of them wanted to see their friends die. 
 
    “Wrong. Broke rules. Attacked! No honor!” 
 
    Another Redfang Warrior, a Hob, growled at Quietstab. The Redfang Warriors muttered agreement, looking at the offending Goblins darkly. They’d taken this offense most to heart; the idea of assaulting anyone, much less a prisoner, ran against everything Garen Redfang had taught them. It was Poisonbite who offered another solution to the stalemate. 
 
    “Cut.” 
 
    She grinned and flourished a dagger as all the Goblins stared at her. The Goblins sitting on the swamp floor—the male Goblins—blanched at the suggestion. The female Goblins of Tremborag’s tribe had their own version of justice, a product of the gender gap in the Mountain City Tribe. 
 
    However, that was one opinion. Quietstab vehemently rejected Poisonbite’s suggestion with a slash of one hand. She grinned at him, showing all her teeth. But she didn’t take it further than another fairly explicit gesture. All eyes turned instead towards the true arbiter here. 
 
    Rags. The young Goblin Chieftain sat on her Carn Wolf, scowling, thinking deeply. Pyrite stood next to her, swatting bugs away, waiting. And thinking. This incident had placed Rags in a tricky spot. Pyrite had been a Chieftain once, and he could tell what she was thinking. 
 
    The problem stemmed from this tribe being made up of separate groups, other tribes. They still lacked unity, for all they acknowledged her as Chieftain. If they had been fully united, this would not have happened. As it was, the situation was tricky. Killing the offending Goblins was simple, but it would make the former Tremborag Goblins very unhappy—the male ones, at least. 
 
    Some of them still regarded rape and any form of torture done to Humans as quite acceptable, for all they’d left the mountain. On the other hand, giving the traitorous Goblins a lesser punishment would upset the Redfang Warriors, who loathed such actions to the core. And exiling the Goblins wasn’t a good option either; they’d probably run straight back to Tremborag’s mountain if they managed to survive, and that meant trouble in the long run for the Flooded Waters tribe. 
 
    A tricky situation. But not one that Pyrite would have struggled with long. He would have taken Redscar’s suggestion and had done with it. Chieftain was Chieftain. But Rags was different. He waited to see if she would surprise him, give the angry factions the answer he couldn’t. When she finally did look up and swat a fly on her forehead, Rags spoke. 
 
    “Punishment.” 
 
    She held up a claw as the Redfang Warriors grinned and the sitting Goblins tensed. Quietstab’s objection froze in his mouth as Rags looked at Redscar. 
 
    “Punishment. Not burying death.” 
 
    “What then?” 
 
    The elite Goblin warrior frowned at Rags. She tapped the shortsword at her hilt and then pointed at the Goblins. 
 
    “Punishment. Redfang style.” 
 
    It took a few seconds for Rags to communicate the idea to the other Goblins with a few additional gestures. Sometimes ideas were hard to express with the Goblins’ intuitive body language reading. When they finally understood, the Goblins looked at each other. Quietstab nodded in agreement. And it was Redscar who grinned. 
 
    “Fine. Punishment.” 
 
    The sitting Goblins looked up, half-relieved, until the Redfang Goblins glared at them. They cowered. Rags pointed. 
 
    “Marching. Enough time wasted!” 
 
    The sitting Goblins were forced up and scurried back towards the main tribe, who’d had to patiently wait this entire time, swatting bugs with their mosquito whisks. They were followed by the Redfang Warriors, who muttered insults at their backs and kicked at their behinds to get them moving faster. Pyrite watched. It was a good solution. Thoughtful. He nodded at Rags. 
 
    “Want talk.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    She glanced at Pyrite. He pointed. 
 
    “Humans.” 
 
    “Talk?” 
 
    Rags looked blank. Then she shrugged. 
 
    “Good. Talk.” 
 
    “You, Chieftain?” 
 
    She frowned and shook her head. 
 
    “Busy. You talk. Talk about what?” 
 
    For all her natural inquisitiveness, there was a limit to how much Rags wanted from the prisoners. Pyrite thought she was unsure of what to do with them, which is why she hadn’t released or killed them yet. It wasn’t as if they had anything to give her; Rags had asked them about Lady Bethal and heard about the plan to assault the Goblin Lord at Invrisil. 
 
    Beyond that, the [Knights] had literally nothing to offer. And Pyrite didn’t know what Sir Kerrig wanted either. The fat Hob just shrugged as he felt something sting his shoulder. Quick as a flash, he slapped the spot and stared at a smashed insect’s carcass and the blood it had sucked. He wiped his hand on his belly. 
 
    “Dunno. Human things, Chieftain.” 
 
    “You talk. I go. Practice. Talk next break.” 
 
    Rags scowled, and Pyrite nodded. The tribe was moving again. The former Goldstone Chieftain trudged back towards the Goblins as another Goblin rode towards him. Redscar pulled his wolf back before it could slobber on Pyrite’s chest. 
 
    “Pyrite. Good job.” 
 
    It was high praise coming from him. The Redfang’s number one warrior was usually taciturn, but he looked approving. Pyrite nodded at him. 
 
    “Redfangs watch?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    A group of Redfang Warriors were heading over to replace the regular Goblins on guard duty. Pyrite eyed them and spoke. 
 
    “Watch big one. Smart. Strong.” 
 
    Redscar nodded. He whistled, and two more Redfang Hobs came over to reinforce the area around Sir Kerrig. Pyrite grunted approvingly. He didn’t think the [Knight] would cause trouble, but if he did, it was better to have good warriors around him. Just in case. Redfang nodded to Pyrite and rode off, more mounted Goblins following him into the swamp ahead. 
 
    “Hey there!” 
 
    A voice made Pyrite look over. He saw Sir Kerrig seated in the wagon as a small Goblin climbed up and started the donkeys moving again. The Human waved at Pyrite. The Hob waved back. The puzzled look on Sir Kerrig’s face said that he didn’t understand. 
 
    “Talk?” 
 
    Pyrite waved again. He didn’t feel like shouting. The [Knight] stared at him, and Pyrite pointed. Towards the moving tribe. The [Knight] nodded and sat back. 
 
    Talk? What a thought. Talk to Humans? Pyrite didn’t know what to make of it. Fortunately, he didn’t have to worry; there wouldn’t be time for talk right now. The tribe was moving and that meant he had a job to do. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The issue of the traitorous Goblins had only taken around ten minutes to settle, from Pyrite finding them, to Rags passing her judgment. Not much time was wasted, and already the tribe was moving on. They needed a good spot to camp for midday—squatting in ankle deep water wasn’t appealing at all. However, the mud and difficulty of lugging the wagons meant the beasts of burden had to rest. Rags had Hobs take over as the bemused horses, donkeys, and other animals got to plod along next to grumbling Hobs pushing and pulling the wagons. 
 
    Pyrite strode back into the convoy as Rags watched. Each of her officers had a duty at times like these. Redscar was usually the scout, occasionally with Quietstab and his Goblins on foot. But usually Rags would keep a few of her better leaders in reserve in case of an attack. Poisonbite, for instance, usually marched with her warriors. But the rest of her Hobs and officers were spread around the marching tribe. To deal with problems. 
 
    What kind of problems? Just…problems. Most Hobs could handle things like a Goblin picking up a stick that turned out to be a biting snake. But sometimes Hobs got into trouble, like one that somehow shoved a stick up their nose and couldn’t get it out. Stupid problems, sometimes fairly dangerous problems. It was that which Pyrite sorted out, pulling out sticks, breaking up fights, making sure wagons didn’t get stuck or run over other Goblins, and so on. It wasn’t Rags’ duty to deal with squabbling; she got to ride along in peace until a major problem occurred. 
 
    So Rags occupied herself as she rode. She rode up to a band of Goblins sitting on a wagon, a mark of privilege. Noears grinned at Rags as all the hair on her Carn Wolf tried to stand on end. Her wolf grumbled, but Rags patted his head and offered him some meat. She rode closer and saw Noears was holding some crackling electricity in his hand. 
 
    “Chieftain.” 
 
    “What teaching?” 
 
    She pointed at the lightning. Noears grinned and pointed around. Rags saw he was surrounded by fourteen adults and eight children, some of whom were clinging to the sides of the wagon since there wasn’t enough space. 
 
    Noears was teaching them magic. Rags wanted to know what kind. Noears pointed, and the lightning in his hands jumped onto his finger and shot across the swamp. There was a crack and a thwoom of sound—all the Goblins around Rags jumped, and several Carn Wolves howled. Rags glared at Noears, her ears ringing. He just laughed and held up his claws. 
 
    “[Lightning Bolt].” 
 
    All the Goblins around Noears stared at the Goblin [Mage]. He produced another handful of electricity, and they ducked. Rags felt her Carn Wolf shift and patted his head. She raised her hands and tried to duplicate Noears’ feat. 
 
    Goblins didn’t believe in small spells. The theory was that if you were going to learn magic, you might as well learn something useful. Who needed [Electric Jolt] when you could learn to throw lightning? Noears certainly believed in that theory; he described the spell as the Goblins listened intently. 
 
    “Lightning go like this. Build up. In air. In hands. And then—shoot!” 
 
    He gestured. The simple explanation made more sense with his gestures, although the concept was abstract. He was telling the Goblins to build up a charge in the air, similar to how it felt right before a really big storm. Then to concentrate it in their hands and reach a critical mass of energy before unleashing it. All the Goblins concentrated, trying to reproduce Noears’ theory with varying degrees of success. 
 
    Rags watched the lesson, mildly upset. None of the Goblins here had any formal training. None of them had ever unleashed their magic like Pisces had done for her and Erin. Noears’ explanation of the spell was rudimentary, crude. It was how he’d taught himself. Rags thought of Pisces’ detailed explanations of how a spell should work. If she’d learned more— 
 
    But she hadn’t. And Noears was a better [Mage] than she. All Rags knew was how to cast [Firefly] and now [Fire Arrow], a spell Noears had taught her. The Goblins sitting on the wagon were all gifted, prodigies who’d awakened magic within themselves. They’d learn the spell—or not—and their chances of survival would depend on how much they could discover about magic from Noears or by themselves. 
 
    There was a bitter sense of fairness to it, in a way. Not even the Chieftain got special treatment. Rags concentrated, trying to form the image that Noears had described. Electricity crackled around her fingers but failed to coalesce. 
 
    Lightning. It made less sense to her than fire. Fire was easy. All Rags had to do was feed it her mana and let it burn. Noears wasn’t good at fire, though. He understood making this energy come to him. How? Rags furrowed her brow, sweating as her Carn Wolf whined under his breath. Lightning, lightning…this was the problem. Noears was a lightning expert, and she was fire. 
 
    Still, Rags persisted. She built up a charge with the other Goblins, trying to collect energy and not let it slip away. This was magic. It was tough, like wrapping your mind around a problem you only half understood, could only think of in abstract terms. Once you got it, you understood. But until then… 
 
    “Chieftain? Break?” 
 
    Rags opened her eyes. She was sweating and covered in many bug bites. She saw Pyrite walking next to her and realized the tribe had stopped. The swampland had opened up into a slightly drier area, and the Goblins were setting up for lunch and a break. Rags looked at Noears’ students and saw most of the Goblins were lying around, listless, having used up their mana. She wasn’t that badly off, but she was fairly tired herself. She nodded and leapt off her Carn Wolf. 
 
    “Lunch.” 
 
    Pyrite nodded. 
 
    “I go talk. You?” 
 
    He looked at her. Rags scowled. Noears was making a bit of lightning jump from his hands to a young Goblin child’s, laughing as the small Goblin shrieked with glee. She stomped over to the fires. 
 
    “I practice.” 
 
    She wished she had a spellbook. Or Pisces. Magic was so difficult when there was no one to explain it! And Rags wasn’t good at intuitive magic, self-taught like the way Noears and the other Goblin [Mages] cast spells. She liked books. She liked reading. 
 
    Of course, she liked being a Chieftain more. Her ears perked up as Redscar rode towards her. Rags walked towards him as the Goblin leapt out of his saddle. She didn’t notice Pyrite wandering over to the Humans. They weren’t particularly interesting. What could Pyrite possibly have to talk with them about? 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for talking with me. And thank you for assisting us earlier.” 
 
    “No need.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “Bad goblins. Disobeyed orders. Punished. No need thank.” 
 
    “I see. Well, you have my thanks regardless.” 
 
    “Mm.” 
 
    They sat in front of each other, eating fish. Pyrite’s was cooked with bones and eyes intact—Sir Kerrig’s had been deboned first. They were wrapped in thick, broad leaves to keep the temperature, and by his side, Sir Kerrig saw Welca peeling off the skin of her fish with a look of disgust. She was used to travelling, camping in miserable conditions, and so forth, but always on pre-prepared rations. Welca was a typical [Knight] in that she went on quests, expeditions against monsters. She didn’t live off the land. 
 
    The fish was tasty, if slightly bland. The seasoning was light, and hunger was the best spice for this meal. Sir Kerrig sat cross-legged as Pyrite casually swatted at a fly and crunched on the bones of his fish. The Hob ate his fish, the leaves that had held it, and then pulled out a bundle. He opened it and produced several rich, fragrant soaps. Welca stopped eating and stared. Her mouth dropped open as Pyrite began eating the soap. 
 
    “What in the name of…?” 
 
    “Welca.” 
 
    Sir Kerrig nudged her. He stared, fascinated, as Pyrite began consuming the soaps, biting off pieces and grunting in satisfaction. The [Knight] cleared his throat, and Pyrite looked up. 
 
    “Sir…Pyrite?” 
 
    “Mm.” 
 
    Pyrite’s ears twitched slightly. He seemed to enjoy being called by his name. Sir Kerrig stared at him. He was so quiet, so patient. He’d spoken very little when he’d come over with the fish, save to speak his name and warn them the fish were hot. Still, that alone had seemed so…normal. 
 
    “My name is Pyrite.” 
 
    “Fish are hot.” 
 
    The second sentence was crude, but each word was pronounced correctly, and the Hob didn’t stumble. He seemed to be at ease sitting with the Humans, although he kept glancing from Welca to Kerrig. There was nothing for it but to talk. So Kerrig did. He took a deep breath and spoke. 
 
    “What does your tribe want of us, Sir Pyrite?” 
 
    The Hob paused in chewing a piece of soap. He swallowed, burped unapologetically, and then shrugged. 
 
    “Don’t know. Chieftain decides.” 
 
    Welca and Sir Kerrig exchanged a quick glance. 
 
    “Do you want a ransom? It may be that Lady Bethal would consider it. But she has no idea we’re alive—” 
 
    “Mm. Not really. Chieftain doesn’t want. She decides.” 
 
    “So we’re prisoners then? For…?” 
 
    Sir Kerrig’s voice trailed off. Pyrite stared at him, shrugged. 
 
    “Chieftain decides.” 
 
    That was a dead end. Sir Kerrig nodded. 
 
    “I understand. Then may I ask another question?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    The Human paused. Pyrite looked up, face blank. Not a hint of laughter was on his face, not the smallest glimmer of a smile. And yet, it was there, right in his eyes. Sir Kerrig felt himself flailing, off-guard. Welca was just staring. Was this a Goblin? Was this a Hob? Unintentionally, Sir Kerrig asked the important question, rather than a trivial one. 
 
    “What does your tribe want? What do Goblins want?” 
 
    “To live.” 
 
    The answer came back so quickly that it was a shock. Sir Kerrig waited, but Pyrite said nothing more. He chewed and swallowed. 
 
    “To live? Surely there must be something else.” 
 
    Pyrite flicked his eyes up towards the trees above. He scratched at an insect bite, shook his head. 
 
    “No. To live. Tribe wants. Goblins want. To live. Nothing else.” 
 
    “But what is your tribe doing next?” 
 
    Pyrite frowned, and Sir Kerrig wondered if he’d asked the wrong question. But Pyrite just shrugged. He pointed. 
 
    “Go that way.” 
 
    Both Humans turned and looked. They saw swamp, they saw trees. Dismayed, Sir Kerrig looked back at Pyrite. 
 
    “Sir Pyrite. We are your prisoners.” 
 
    “Mhm.” 
 
    Another pause. 
 
    “You’ve treated us well, with hospitality, despite the lives we took. I must confess, I did not expect your tribe to be so—civilized.” 
 
    “Humans don’t.” 
 
    A deadpan reply. Welca glanced at Sir Kerrig’s slack expression and glowered at Pyrite. 
 
    “You Goblins have been raiding Human settlements for weeks now! Why?” 
 
    Pyrite raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Not our tribe.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He turned and pointed another direction into the swamp. 
 
    “Great Chieftain of the Mountain City tribe raided. Not our tribe.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    Pyrite looked blank. 
 
    “Am.” 
 
    “You’re lying.” 
 
    Welca glared at him. Pyrite blinked at her. The young [Knight] clenched her fist. 
 
    “Everyone knows Goblin tribes raid and steal constantly! This tribe attacked caravans!” 
 
    Pyrite nodded. 
 
    “Mhm.” 
 
    The [Knights] stared at him. Pyrite waited. After a while he popped more soap into his mouth. 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So? You were lying!” 
 
    Welca burst out, enraged. Pyrite considered this. 
 
    “Not lying.” 
 
    “You said—” 
 
    The young woman made a strangled noise as Sir Kerrig gripped her arm. Pyrite shook his head. 
 
    “Didn’t lie.” 
 
    Before either Human could respond he continued. 
 
    “You said ‘raided settlements’. This tribe attacked caravans. Didn’t raid settlements. Attack settlement. One. Only took from caravans. Didn’t kill. Not like Mountain City tribe.” 
 
    “That’s splitting hairs! You can’t talk your way out of—” 
 
    Welca broke off as she realized what she was implying. She turned pale. Goblins? Arguing over the definition of language? Sir Kerrig eyed Pyrite. 
 
    “That was why we were summoned. You attacked a small town and killed a number of residents. You hung their bodies from the roofs.” 
 
    “Mhm.” 
 
    Pyrite didn’t seem to object to Welca’s fiery glare. He picked up another soap, sniffed it. Sir Kerrig waited. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    The Hob paused. 
 
    “Killed Goblin tribe.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Human town. Killed Goblins. Killed adults, killed children.” 
 
    The two Humans looked at the Hob. He didn’t meet their glances. Slowly, his claw sank into the soap and he tore a piece off. Chewed it. Swallowed. 
 
    “So you killed them?” 
 
    “Mhm.” 
 
    “For vengeance?” 
 
    Welca’s hot tone made the Hob look up. 
 
    “They killed Goblins. We killed Humans. Same number.” 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    The Hob’s eyes flashed crimson. 
 
    “We counted.” 
 
    Silence. The swamp was humid, but the sweat on Sir Kerrig’s skin was only due in part to the climate. Pyrite’s expression changed back to normal, and he sat, once again a quiet, affable Hob content to eat soap. Welca tried to find a response. 
 
    “It wasn’t your tribe, though, was it?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Did you know them?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Why did you do it, then?” 
 
    Pyrite stopped eating soap and met Welca’s eyes. 
 
    “They killed Goblins. Why did you come to kill us?” 
 
    Because Goblins killed Humans. It was a simple logic. Silence. Sir Kerrig felt sweat rolling down the back of his neck. Pyrite seemed content just to sit there. His ears flicked as he glanced at Welca. She stared at him. The Hob slapped a fly that landed on his arm. 
 
    “It was because Goblins were raiding that the town did that.” 
 
    Welca seemed to feel the need to excuse the slaughter somehow. Pyrite nodded. 
 
    “Goblins raid. Because Humans kill.” 
 
    “We only kill because Goblins are a threat! You kidnap and rape and steal and murder!” 
 
    “I don’t kidnap. Or rape.” 
 
    Pyrite’s voice was calm. He squished the soap into a ball and took a bite out of it. 
 
    “Sometimes steal. Sometimes kill. Can’t live otherwise. Humans kill Goblins. Goblins kill Humans.” 
 
    It was like talking in a circle. Welca’s angry intake of breath was cut off as Sir Kerrig leaned forwards. 
 
    “Can there be peace between Humans and Goblins?” 
 
    “Maybe?” 
 
    The Hob shrugged again. He was out of soap. So he began to eat the wax paper. It didn’t seem like he was hungry—he was just mechanically eating, as if not eating were boring. He spoke as he shredded up the wax paper and munched on it. 
 
    “Some Goblins raid Humans. Some Humans kill Goblins. Not all. This tribe only kill Humans when fight. Some tribes never kill.” 
 
    “That’s impossible. Goblins always—” 
 
    Welca yelped as Sir Kerrig kicked her in the ankle.  
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Pyrite nodded. 
 
    “Was Chieftain. Goldstone Tribe. Never fought Humans.” 
 
    “You were a Chieftain?” 
 
    “Mm.” 
 
    The two [Knights] exchanged a glance. Once again, Pyrite waited without elaborating. It was Welca who asked a question next. She couldn’t help herself. 
 
    “Goldstone? Why was your tribe called that?” 
 
    Predictably, Pyrite shrugged. 
 
    “Gathered gold stones. For fun.” 
 
    “What? That’s it?” 
 
    Welca’s skepticism put a frown on Pyrite’s face for the first time in the conversation. He grunted, stood up. The [Knights] watched him warily. Pyrite paused, farted. Welca recoiled. 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    Pyrite fanned apologetically at his backside and walked off. Sir Kerrig coughed. It was a…floral scent in the air, horribly corrupted by other smells. He looked at Welca. 
 
    “Did that question offend him?” 
 
    “I have no idea! Sir Kerrig, why are we talking to a Hobgoblin?” 
 
    “I don’t know. But isn’t it fascinating that he’s able to respond? His command of our language was rough, but he answered every question!” 
 
    “It’s not fascinating, it’s disturbing. Goblins speaking our language? What next? And what was that question about peace, Sir Kerrig? What about Velan the Kind?” 
 
    “If there’s a chance, Welca, I’d rather see less death, especially if this tribe takes the offensive. Maybe if we—” 
 
    “Hold on. It’s coming back. He—I mean.” 
 
    Welca pointed. Pyrite had walked off. Now he was returning with a large hemp sack. It was quite old and very dirty, but it had no holes. Pyrite sat back down next to the two [Knights]. He rummaged in the dirty sack as Welca edged back as much as she could. Sir Kerrig waited curiously. Neither Human was prepared for the glittering, shimmering nuggets that shone in Pyrite’s hand. 
 
    “Gold!” 
 
    The raised voices attracted some attention from the main Goblin tribe. A few Goblins looked over, grunted, and looked away. Pyrite held up a handful of shining gold nuggets. Sir Kerrig gaped until he realized something. 
 
    “That’s not gold. That’s—pyrite.” 
 
    Pyrite grunted and smiled. He was holding nuggets of pyrite, the crystalized, hard fool’s gold glinting and rubbing together. Flakes of it fell to the ground as he placed it on the ground. Then he reached into his bag and pulled out another handful. Pyrite pieces, larger hunks, and there, gleaming among the fake gold— 
 
    “Is that a nugget?” 
 
    Welca’s breath caught in her chest. Pyrite glanced dismissively at the duller gleam among the pyrite. It was a gold nugget as thick as two of the Hob’s fat fingers put together and nearly as long. Welca stared at it. Pyrite picked it up. 
 
    “Hm. Nugget?” 
 
    “That means a piece of gold. That is gold, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Nugget. Mm. Yes. Is gold.” 
 
    Pyrite shrugged. 
 
    “Worthless.” 
 
    He inspected the gold nugget carelessly and tossed it into the mud. The pyrite gleamed as Pyrite held it up. 
 
    “This is better. Lighter. Shiny.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    That seemed to be Welca’s phrase of the day. She stared at the pyrite and then pointed at the gold nugget. 
 
    “How is that worthless? You could sell this and buy something! Armor! Weapons! Enchanted goods!” 
 
    “Humans can. Goblins can’t.” 
 
    Pyrite shrugged, which was his action of the day. He turned his head, and Sir Kerrig jumped as he saw several Goblin children had crept up on them, attracted by the glitter. They fled when the [Knight] looked at him, but a few of the braver ones edged behind Pyrite. One pointed towards the gold nugget. Another grabbed for it. 
 
    The darting hand was quick, but Pyrite was faster. He held up the thieving Goblin child and spoke a word in their crude language. The Goblin child shrieked as Pyrite tossed him—no, her—over his shoulder. The child landed lightly and then got up and gabbled at Pyrite. She pointed at the gold nugget, clearly desiring it. Pyrite replied without turning his head. The child stomped her feet and then ran off into the swamp. 
 
    “What was that about?” 
 
    Welca looked blankly at the child. Sir Kerrig looked away. A Goblin child. You saw them in tribes. Not usually among warriors. But when a Goblin tribe had to be eradicated, there were always the children at the end. It was easy if you had [Mages]. They could just cast a spell. Otherwise you had to chase them down, and it was with a sword that you had to— 
 
    No one talked about that part of duty. After the first time, it was…easier. Welca had yet to participate in that exercise, Kerrig was sure. He saw Pyrite staring at him and turned his head. Before he could muster the courage to say anything, before he could push away memory, the Goblin child was back. She had a bowl filled with something black and squirming. Welca took one look and nearly leapt backwards. 
 
    “What is—” 
 
    “Tadpoles.” 
 
    Pyrite inspected the full bowl approvingly. The tadpoles had been washed with water, although they were still slimy and wet. They wriggled about in the air, many already still and lifeless. The Hob grunted, and the child held it up. She spoke a word, and he nodded. 
 
    The Hob held the gold nugget out to the Goblin child, and in front of Welca’s disbelieving eyes, exchanged the gold for the handful of wriggling tadpoles. Pyrite grunted as the child ran off, cackling and holding the nugget aloft to show to her friends. The Hobgoblin began popping the tadpoles into his mouth, one by one. Welca turned green and gray with horror. 
 
    “You can’t eat those!” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    Pyrite thought about that as he swallowed. 
 
    “Can.” 
 
    Oblivious to her horror and Sir Kerrig’s lurching stomach, he scooped several of the black things up and popped them into his mouth. When he chewed, both Humans had to look away. A short recess ensued until Pyrite finished his bowl. When he had put it down, Sir Kerrig pointed at the pyrite lying on the ground. 
 
    “You said it’s useless? So your tribe collected the stones for…fun?” 
 
    Pyrite nodded and then seemed to reconsider. He shook his head instead. 
 
    “Not always worthless. Sometimes useful.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Human bait.” 
 
    The Hob grunted as both Humans stared at him incredulously. He held up a big piece of pyrite which shone in the light filtering down from above. 
 
    “When Humans come to attack tribe, used this. Toss at adventurers. Or army. Big stone, or many small ones. Shiny red stones, blue stones…makes stop. Causes big fight.” 
 
    Sir Kerrig tried to imagine the Hob heaving pieces of gold at an attacking army. Welca made a disbelieving sound. 
 
    “That works?” 
 
    “Mm. Sometimes.” 
 
    “You mean, you threw gold and pyrite at Humans to get them to fight over that? And—shiny red stones? Do you mean rubies?” 
 
    “Rubies?” 
 
    Pyrite looked blank. Sir Kerrig tried to explain. Pyrite nodded. 
 
    “Shiny red stone. Is ruby. What is shiny blue stone called?” 
 
    “Sapphires. At least—some kinds of sapphires are blue.” 
 
    “Sapphires.” 
 
    Pyrite savored the word thoughtfully. He frowned and fished around in his sack. This time, he produced a cobalt-blue sapphire gem, the size of an egg. 
 
    “Here.” 
 
    Welca’s eyes went round as Pyrite offered her the polished sapphire. She nearly reached out to take it, stared at Pyrite, and yanked her hands back. She glared at him, but her eyes kept flicking to the sapphire he held. The Hob waggled it in front of her. 
 
    “Take.” 
 
    Slowly, Welca held her hands out. Pyrite dropped the stone into her palms, and Welca nearly dropped it. She held it up. 
 
    “Dead gods. It’s polished! And cut!” 
 
    “Mm. Lots of work.” 
 
    “You did that?” 
 
    Sir Kerrig stared at Pyrite. The Hob nodded. He flicked his fingers at the stone. 
 
    “Many stones. Learn to make shiny so Humans fight harder. You want?” 
 
    He addressed Welca. She jumped. 
 
    “Want? You don’t want it back?” 
 
    “No. Keep.” 
 
    The young woman stared at him, at a loss for words. Sir Kerrig knew that Welca was a third daughter. Her family had to have gems, but one this big? Perhaps, but the odds of one being passed to a younger daughter was—his fingers twitched, and Pyrite noticed. 
 
    “Want?” 
 
    He fished in his bag and came out with a piece of polished turquoise. He offered it to Sir Kerrig. 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    The [Knight]’s fingers trembled as he stroked the lovely gem. Pyrite didn’t care so much about shape as much as shine, so the gemstone was somewhat lopsided, but you’d only see quality of this kind in a shop for [Mages] seeking stones for magic or a high-class [Jewelers]’s. It was certainly nothing Sir Kerrig would ever own himself. But Pyrite just nodded, as if it meant nothing for him to give away. 
 
    “Many. Can find in mountains. Not hard.” 
 
    The two Humans stared at him. The Hob smiled. He looked slightly proud that his gemstones were the subject of so much attention. Sir Kerrig remembered what he’d said. Human bait. 
 
    “Question.” 
 
    It was Pyrite who asked a question. Both Humans stiffened, and Sir Kerrig carefully laid down the piece of turquoise. 
 
    “Yes? I—we would be happy to answer any questions you have, Sir Pyrite.” 
 
    He glanced at Welca. She opened her mouth, nearly fumbled the sapphire, and closed it. Pyrite nodded. 
 
    “Good. Question. Magic. How does it work?” 
 
    Sir Kerrig paused. 
 
    “What do you mean, how does it work? Are you asking about how it functions? How magic spells are created? Or cast?” 
 
    “Mm. No.” 
 
    Pyrite shook his head. He pointed across the tribe of sitting Goblins, at Rags. She was sitting on a log, shooting flames upwards and scowling as Noears talked with her. 
 
    “Magic. How?” 
 
    “How what?” 
 
    Welca’s eyebrows crossed as she started to get annoyed. Pyrite looked at her and scratched his head. 
 
    “How everything?” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    So the [Knights] explained magic to the Hobgoblin. They sat and talked about it. None of them could cast magic. Welca had very little aptitude, so she had decided to be a [Knight] instead of a [Mage]. Sir Kerrig hadn’t been tested, so he’d never learned. And Pyrite had too many questions. And try as they might, Welca and Sir Kerrig didn’t have enough answers. 
 
    “Magic is a fundamental force in this world. It is a part of everything, to some degree.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Sir Kerrig paused. He knew enough about magic from spending time with [Mage Knights] in Lady Bethal’s service. Of course, he knew more practical lessons like how to survive a [Fireball], but he still understood magical theory. Except that some questions were just… 
 
    “It just is. Magic is a constant in the universe. Mages can draw on it to cast spells.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “They harness it!” 
 
    Welca looked annoyed. She raised a hand, and a slight breeze blew towards Pyrite. He furrowed his brows and stared at her hands. 
 
    “See? There! Magic! Most species have the talent!” 
 
    “How, though? How can harness?” 
 
    “They exert their willpower and magic obeys.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because—it just does!” 
 
    “Where does magic go when used?” 
 
    “It takes the shape of what spell was cast.” 
 
    “Where new magic come from?” 
 
    “From…people? Plants? The ground?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “It just does! People produce mana. Plants produce mana. Just a tiny bit, but enough in most cases! Mana’s everywhere. Some places it’s stronger, other places it’s not.” 
 
    “Mm. What does it want?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What does magic want?” 
 
    Pyrite looked from face to face. Welca and Sir Kerrig traded glances. Welca was the first to speak in a strained voice. 
 
    “Magic doesn’t want anything.” 
 
    “Mm. It does.” 
 
    “No, it doesn’t.” 
 
    Pyrite shrugged. It seemed to be his response whenever anyone said something he found silly. Welca inhaled, choked on a flying bug, and started coughing. Pyrite sighed. He looked around wistfully. The swamp was filled with insects, and Sir Kerrig had already given up on counting his bites. Pyrite didn’t seem to mind the bites on his skin. He rumbled a complaint as Welca spat out the bug. 
 
    “Magic makes no sense. Goblin magic makes some sense.” 
 
    “Goblin magic?” 
 
    “Mm. Like this.” 
 
    Pyrite turned and bellowed a word. A hundred Goblin heads looked towards him and several of the Redfang Goblins on watch jumped to their feet. Pyrite shouted a few more Goblin words as Welca and Kerrig winced at his volume. The Goblins stared at him. Pyrite shouted a word at them. The Goblins all nodded and turned back to what they were doing. 
 
    “What was—” 
 
    Welca gasped as Pyrite turned and held out his hand. A ball of flame erupted from his palm, bright and hot, chasing away the bugs around him. Pyrite held the flame, tossed it up, and then flicked it. It soared past Welca and Sir Kerrig as they ducked, and it splashed onto the ground. There it burned for a few seconds before going out on the wet ground. Calmly, Pyrite brushed at his palms as Welca stared at him. 
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    “Goblin magic.” 
 
    “Shamanism. Tribal magic.” 
 
    Sir Kerrig’s voice was only slightly shaken. He looked at Pyrite. 
 
    “How did you do that?” 
 
    The Hobgoblin shrugged. He pointed backwards at all the Goblins he’d shouted at. 
 
    “Fire. Told them to think of fire.” 
 
    “And why does that work?” 
 
    “Because Goblins believe.” 
 
    “What? That makes no sense! How does that make fire?” 
 
    “Because they believe. Why does magic spell make fire?” 
 
    “Because—wait, hold on. That’s not fair!” 
 
    Pyrite smiled. Sir Kerrig stared at the smile and found it human. Despite himself, he smiled back. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Somehow, Welca found herself talking with Pyrite. Somehow, Sir Kerrig found himself chatting to the Hob about combat tactics and what it was like being a Goblin. Somehow, they had a normal conversation in the swamp, as bugs buzzed around them, and the tribe’s lunch ended and they began to pack up. 
 
    It was surreal. But somehow, it felt like they were just talking to a stranger. A green, heavy stranger with a sack full of precious gemstones and crimson eyes. Named Pyrite. 
 
    “Why don’t you use magic if you know how? Why don’t you have the [Shaman] class?” 
 
    “Want to be [Mage].” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Pyrite shrugged. 
 
    “Shamans concentrate hard. [Mages] use spells like…” 
 
    He gestured, flicking his hands. 
 
    “Easy. Want that. Too hard to dodge and use shaman magic. Small tribe magic not any good anyways. Also, no other Goblins want to be [Shaman].” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    Pyrite paused. 
 
    “Humans kill Goblin [Mages] first. Big target.” 
 
    And then there was that. Every so often, every few minutes, the conversation would grind to a halt for a moment. The divide between Goblins and Humans would appear in the most innocuous of places. It hung over the three of them, Sir Kerrig most of all. 
 
    You killed us. You kill us. We will kill you, and you might kill us. But we’re all sitting around like people. We call you monsters. And you—speak. You gave us gifts. 
 
    Pyrite had more questions about magic, questions so simple and yet so complex that neither Welca nor Kerrig could guess at answering them. Why are spells cast from the hand? How can spells be written down? What is a mana potion made of? Why does it work? And perhaps his biggest question—why is there more magic in some places than others? 
 
    “How do you know that’s the case? You can’t prove it! How do you know?” 
 
    Welca was impatient. Pyrite kept returning to this point, again and again. The Hob stared at her and spoke. 
 
    “Magic more here.” 
 
    He tapped his chest. 
 
    “Than here.” 
 
    He waved at the air. Welca frowned. 
 
    “That’s…sort of true. But that’s because you’re a person! Things don’t have much mana.” 
 
    “Why some things have more mana than others?” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like enchanted things. Like swords and shields. And shiny stones.” 
 
    “What? Gemstones don’t have more mana in them! Do they?” 
 
    Pyrite nodded. He reached into his sack and this time pulled out a yellow stone. Not gold, but a topaz. It was polished, and the depths were darker. Pyrite showed them the gem. 
 
    “Has more magic than this. Why?” 
 
    He tapped the pyrite on the ground. Bemused, Welca looked at Sir Kerrig. 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe a [Mage] would know.” 
 
    The Hob grunted in dissatisfaction. 
 
    “Noears not know. Why magic in stone? Why magic in stone want to be something else?” 
 
    “Want to be?” 
 
    “Mm. Like this.” 
 
    Pyrite held the topaz up to the light. Slowly, he regarded the sparkling depths of the topaz. Then he popped it into his mouth. Welca heard a sharp crack and then the loudest crunching sounds she’d ever heard in her life. She yelped and nearly told him to spit out the gemstone before he hurt himself. But Pyrite chewed deliberately and then held up his hand. He placed it gently on the ground and said one word. 
 
    “Sink.” 
 
    His eyes flashed yellow. Sir Kerrig leapt to his feet—just in time. The wet ground, already soft, began to turn to liquid. Welca shouted in alarm as she and Pyrite sank into the earth. She thrashed as the ground began to engulf her lower torso. Pyrite held still, his hand and body sinking into the mud. Then, suddenly, he breathed out, and Welca felt herself stop sinking into the ground. She yelped as she struggled to get up and found her legs had sunken into the earth. 
 
    “What was—how did—” 
 
    Pyrite looked up at her, and then at Sir Kerrig, standing to one side. Thoughtfully, he spat out a mouthful of yellow gemstone fragments—and a bit of blood. He wiped at his cut mouth and looked at the [Knights]. 
 
    “Why did that happen?” 
 
    Neither of them could speak. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Rags was just watching the tribe pack up when she felt someone casting magic. She turned her head and saw a flash of magic. From Pyrite. She gaped as he put his hand to the earth and turned it into mud. Whatever magic he’d cast lasted a fraction of a moment—he and the female [Knight] sank into the earth and stopped there. Rags stared and then ran over. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    The female [Knight] was shouting that word. Rags ran up and kicked Pyrite in the back. He was extracting himself from the ground. He turned. 
 
    “Chieftain?” 
 
    “What that?” 
 
    He rubbed at his back and shrugged. 
 
    “Magic shiny rock. Has magic. Can use.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Chew.” 
 
    Rags stared at Pyrite. He mimed chewing and then reached into his mouth with a frown. He extracted a bloody fragment of topaz and grimaced. 
 
    “Sharp. Not fun.” 
 
    “You can use magic in stones? He cast a spell—or did something! But he’s no [Mage]!” 
 
    Welca was pointing at Pyrite, horrified and awestruck. Pyrite just shrugged. Rags looked at him. 
 
    “How learn?” 
 
    He pondered the question. 
 
    “Learn long time ago, Chieftain. Try to eat stones. No good. Can do things with stones if chew. Hard. Not worth doing. So stopped.” 
 
    He shrugged, pragmatic as always. Rags stared at him and then pointed to his sack. 
 
    “Got more?” 
 
    “Mm. Want one? Got many colors. Which one?” 
 
    Rags hesitated. 
 
    “Give red one.” 
 
    “Want big?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Rags waited patiently as Pyrite fished about in his sack. He produced three: a shining red ruby half as large as her fist, a tiny, luminescent pink-and-cherry gemstone, and a lively currant red gemstone that had yet to be cut out of the rock surrounding it. 
 
    “Are those—” 
 
    Welca inhaled sharply. Sir Kerrig leaned forwards. 
 
    “That’s a ruby, but the gem there—is that a pelica gemstone?” 
 
    Rags looked blankly at the tiny, shining pink gemstone he was pointing at. She looked at the three gems and pointed at the biggest one. 
 
    “Give ruby.” 
 
    Pyrite obligingly handed it over. Rags weighed it in her hands, impressed at the color and polish. It did have magic in it! Just like Pyrite had said—you had to hold it to feel it, but there was magic inside! Could she take it out without breaking the stone? Could she put magic in? 
 
    The Hob seemed to sense the gemstone was important. He looked at Rags. 
 
    “Good talk. Chieftain. Magic is hard.” 
 
    She looked at him. That was what they’d talked about? She raised an eyebrow as she glanced at the [Knights]. Both were watching her speculatively. 
 
    “Talk about magic?” 
 
    “Mm. And peace. And Goblins and Humans.” 
 
    Rags laughed. Peace? She scornfully glanced at the [Knights]. The older male one looked away. Peace? They’d killed her Goblins, her tribe! And she’d killed theirs. She was all for avoiding fighting with Humans, but that was by being strong and smart. Peace with Humans? Rags thought of Relc. She thought of Human adventurers, of the village and the dead Goblins lying where they had been slaughtered. 
 
    “Peace? No peace.” 
 
    She turned away, trying to put the ruby in one of her belt pouches. It made everything sag, so Rags decided to store it away with her things. She hadn’t known Pyrite had so many useless stones. They were pretty, but only children collected them. It was just another of his weird habits. Then again, these stones might actually be useful. Rags considered her new prize and nodded to Pyrite. 
 
    “Get Redscar and other warriors. Marching. But best warriors come here first.” 
 
    He nodded and stomped off. Rags glanced at the [Knights]. The older one bowed. 
 
    “Chieftain Rags? My name is Sir Kerrig Louis. Might I have a word?” 
 
    She stared at him. He was older, not as fierce as the young one beside him. She was holding a blue sapphire in her hands, cradling it. The older [Knight] looked like there was pain in his eyes when he stared at her. Pain. Perhaps regret. He hadn’t given the Goblins any trouble, and he’d been polite and talkative. She met his eyes. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Rags turned and strode away. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Redscar, Quietstab, a group of Hobs, and three smaller Goblins met Rags with Pyrite. She strode up to them and spoke without preamble. 
 
    “Divide up new weapons and armor. Pyrite gets first pick.” 
 
    All the milling Goblins brightened at once. They whooped with glee, and their companions, supervising the moving tribe, shouted insults back and shook their fists. Immediately, one of the wagons was unloaded, and a set of pink armor, two shields, a two-handed battleaxe, and a sword were dumped into the mud. The Goblins greedily peered at the enchanted arms looted from the Rose Knights, nudging each other and pointing. But they deferred to Pyrite, who looked at the enchanted weapons. 
 
    “Me, Chieftain?” 
 
    Rags nodded. It was an easy decision. She’d really only wavered over selecting a few of the items for herself—she fancied the enchanted sword that Welca had been using. But Rags was a realist, and she knew her best warriors could use the magic equipment better than she could. She gave preference to Pyrite because he’d broken the axe she’d given him—and helped beat Welca during the battle. The gemstone he’d offered her also helped, and he was her second-in-command. 
 
    After him, she let Redscar choose, as her best warrior, and then Quietstab to placate his faction. The Goblins after him she chose in rough order of how good they were and how much she liked them. Impatiently, all the Goblins waited as Pyrite pondered the armor and weapons. 
 
    Pyrite was conflicted. Most of the objects on the ground didn’t fit him, having been made for Humans, not fat Hobs. He could use a shield, but the sword and battleaxe struck him as important, especially since he’d lost the good axe Rags had given him. Behind him, he could hear the two [Knights] arguing. 
 
    “That’s my sword!” 
 
    Welca was outraged as she stared at her equipment lying in the mud. She nearly got up, but Sir Kerrig tugged her down with a sigh. 
 
    “And that’s my battleaxe. Our equipment is forfeit, Welca. You knew that.” 
 
    “But they can’t just divide it up like—like that!” 
 
    “Why not? [Bandits] do the same thing. Adventurers, too.” 
 
    “But my sword—” 
 
    The young woman looked almost tearful. Kerrig felt a pain as he saw Pyrite lift the battleaxe out of the mud. It was a fine weapon, enchanted with a flamestrike enchantment, and gifted personally to him by Lady Bethal from her armory. Welca’s sword had been the same. Armor and a weapon made a [Knight] as much as their levels. Without it, they were nothing more than elevated [Warriors]. He looked away as Pyrite lifted his weapon. 
 
    Heavy. 
 
    Pyrite considered the battleaxe. It was definitely a lot bigger than most axes used for war. The head was massive, and it had been made for a world that saw people battling monsters as much as people. You didn’t need an axe this big unless you were fighting something a lot bigger than a Human. It was made under the assumption that you had the strength for it. Like a decently high-level [Knight]. Or a Hob. 
 
    “Good weapon.” 
 
    Redscar squatted by the pile of weapons, eying the battleaxe approvingly. Pyrite just shrugged. He wasn’t a fan of the two-handed weapons. They were heavier, and Pyrite had learned that a quicker blow meant you didn’t give your opponent a chance to stab back. On the other hand, it was enchanted, and he’d lost his good steel axe fighting Welca. He grunted as he tested the battleaxe. 
 
    Definitely too unwieldy for one arm. Still, the weapon was balanced well. It wasn’t too heavy, although it was quite long. Pyrite could swing it quite quickly, and the axe head was simple, without any kind of strange decorations. 
 
    Weapon making was an art, and, unfortunately, the use of magic could create try pieces that were more form than function. Strangely curved blades, useless decorations—you could make a blade like that work by enchanting it to be lighter weight or cut keenly, but form was still very important. And this axe—Pyrite executed a quick cut that made Redscar nod approvingly—was a good one. 
 
    “Want?” 
 
    “Good. Yes.” 
 
    “Good!” 
 
    With that, Redscar picked up the sword off the ground, to Welca’s dismay. He executed several quick slashes, and Pyrite felt the cold air swirling around the tip of the blade. He rubbed at his side—Welca had stabbed him with that sword and it hurt. 
 
    Quietstab was clearly dismayed not to have one of the two weapons, but he recovered enough to pick out one of the two shields. The other Goblins descended on the armor, jostling each other for a good pick, but held back when Redscar barked an order. He pointed at the twin sets of bright pink-red metal and looked at Pyrite. 
 
    “Want?” 
 
    It was a surprising question, given that the form was to give one piece of enchanted equipment to the best Goblin warriors. But Redscar clearly thought Pyrite could use the armor more than his warriors. Pyrite considered the offer as he eyed the armor, but shook his head. 
 
    “Pink armor. Too bright. Also—” 
 
    He indicated his wide stomach. Redscar laughed. The leader of the Redfang warriors gestured, and the Hobs and Goblins fought over the armor, each stealing a piece—vambraces, gauntlets, helmet—for themselves. One poor Hob was left with nothing but the boots and stomped off, muttering curses, as the other Goblins laughed at him. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Soon, the wagon with the [Knights] was rolling faster, catching up to the tribe ahead. Rags rode forwards, pondering the ruby gemstone as Pyrite and the other Goblins tried out their new equipment. For all the deaths the Rose Knights had caused, the addition of such powerful artifacts was worth it—from a military perspective. Rags smiled to herself, pleased that she now had weapons that might actually damage the Knights of the Petal if they ever returned. True, she only had two, but two was better than none. 
 
    Her body itched all over from bug bites, despite her usage of the mosquito whisk. The Goblins in her tribe were tired, but they’d marched for two hours past lunch, and the swamp was already giving way to solid ground. Tonight, Rags would see about creating some kind of balm for itchy skin. But she thought her tribe would be in good enough spirits knowing they wouldn’t have to camp in the swamp. In fact, they were passing through a fairly nice lowland with a few bushes with unripe berries. Perhaps they could— 
 
    “Chieftain!” 
 
    Rags snapped to attention as a voice called her name. She swung around and saw a Redfang warrior racing towards her on a Carn Wolf’s back. He was slung low across the wolf, and it was bounding towards them. Rags hadn’t heard a horn call, so she knew there wasn’t a battle. But her heart beat faster as Redscar raced to meet the scout and her. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    The scout’s Carn Wolf stopped itself just before it could run into Rags’ mount. The Goblin on its back opened her mouth now that she’d stopped—it was all too easy to accidentally sever a tongue when riding the Carn Wolves. 
 
    “Human army. Moving up ahead.” 
 
    Her words made Rags freeze. A Human army? Redscar swore and waved a hand—the Redscar warriors lost their good cheer and began preparing for combat. Rags jabbed a claw at the scout. 
 
    “They see?” 
 
    “No, Chieftain! Humans are on road. Big road.” 
 
    “Big road?” 
 
    Dismayed, Rags looked at Redscar as Pyrite jogged up. Had they cut through the swamp just to reach more Human lands? She ground her teeth. 
 
    “How many?” 
 
    The scout muttered as she tried to do math on her hands. She conferred with Redscar. The Redfang Warrior looked relieved. 
 
    “Eight hundred, Chieftain.” 
 
    Rags perked up. Eight hundred? She outnumbered that force many times over. Unless these were elites like Lady Bethal’s warriors—which the scout seemed to doubt—they weren’t a huge threat. A big one, yes. But the important question was whether they could be avoided. 
 
    “What are doing?” 
 
    The Redfang scout’s face turned grim. She pointed in the direction of the army. 
 
    “Hunting. Goblin tribe.” 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Normally, adventurers hunted Goblin Tribes. Normally. But when a tribe got too large, or when they were deemed a credible threat—or nuisance—a Human city might turn out its garrison or combine its standing army with another city or town to destroy a Goblin tribe. 
 
    After all, what adventurers excelled at were surgical strikes. They could take out a Chieftain and all the warriors and scatter the Goblins, but eradicating an entire tribe completely was usually too difficult or tiresome for them. But an army could ride down stragglers and rout a large tribe. 
 
    Normally, it wasn’t worth the effort and the inevitable casualties. But with the Goblin Lord’s victory at Invrisil, inaction was dangerous. And weren’t Goblin tribes a threat? They could join the Goblin Lord or grow in size. It made sense to destroy them. 
 
    None of that stemmed the painful, biting sensation in Sir Kerrig’s stomach. He listened to the distant horns blowing, the far-off sounds of screaming and shouts in the distance, and saw the Goblins of the Flooded Water tribe arming themselves. 
 
    For battle. Rows of Goblin warriors were picking up the long, twenty-foot pikes and lifting them in teams of four. More Goblins were lifting conventional swords and spears and axes and so on and forming into units. Some had crossbows—there was a small group of Goblin [Mages] being led by the Goblin with no ears. Last but not least were the Hobs, armored and deadly, and the mounted Redfang warriors. 
 
    It was a fearsome army. Only an elite group like the Knights of the Petal could hope to defeat it with a smaller force, and they’d still been forced to retreat. Sir Kerrig thought of the Human army marching a mile or two away, and his skin prickled. 
 
    “Sir Kerrig.” 
 
    Welca’s eyes were wide and uneasy as she watched the Goblins readying themselves. She and Sir Kerrig hadn’t heard what Rags had, but they’d put the pieces together easily enough. Those were Human war horns, and they were clearly unaware of the Goblin army about to ambush them. 
 
    “We have to stop this.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    Sir Kerrig stared at Pyrite. The Hob was marshaling a group of Hobs armed to the teeth. He was holding Sir Kerrig’s battleaxe. The smile was gone from Pyrite’s face, and he looked nothing like the Hob that had sat with them, showing off his collection of gemstones. As the evening light played off his face and he turned, his red eyes searching, he looked like a monster. 
 
    But Kerrig had seen his humanity. The [Knight] got to his feet, his unused muscles protesting. 
 
    “We have to try. Welca, stay behind me.” 
 
    Grimly, the [Knight] took a few steps forwards and heard a warning sound. The Redfang Hob standing next to his wagon looked at him and lifted his spear threateningly. Sir Kerrig pointed towards Rags. 
 
    “I want to speak with your Chieftain. Will you allow me to go to her?” 
 
    The Hob considered this. He glanced at his companion, another Hob, and they grunted at each other. Then the Hob went and poked a smaller Goblin. That small Goblin wandered into the crowd, poked another Goblin who poked another and— 
 
    Rags was at the center of attention, snapping orders, pointing, sending rows of pike Goblins to various locations. But as soon as the Goblin had begun poking the others, her head turned, and she looked straight at Sir Kerrig. She snapped an order and hopped onto her Carn Wolf and rode straight at him. 
 
    The Carn Wolf was huge and smelled the excitement in the air. It huffed and growled at Sir Kerrig as it bounded over. Welca tensed, but Sir Kerrig held his ground. 
 
    “Chieftain Rags! I beg an audience!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She glared at him. Sir Kerrig hesitated. He looked up at her. 
 
    “May I ask whom you are preparing to attack?” 
 
    Her eyes glinted. 
 
    “Humans. Big army marching down a road.” 
 
    Sir Kerrig heard Welca mutter an oath. He looked up at Rags. 
 
    “Can I convince you to refrain from attacking the army? They have not noticed your force. You could easily evade them.” 
 
    She stared at him. 
 
    “No. They hunt Goblins.” 
 
    Sir Kerrig felt a chill run down his back. 
 
    “Your people?” 
 
    Rags shook her head. 
 
    “They hunt Goblins. Another tribe. So. We hunt them.” 
 
    She grinned savagely. Angrily. Sir Kerrig hesitated. 
 
    “Can you not drive off the Humans’ army without bloodshed?” 
 
    “Why? They spill blood. We spill theirs.” 
 
    Rags growled, her smile vanishing. She stared at Sir Kerrig. 
 
    “Humans kill Goblins. Goblins kill Humans. Humans do not leave us alone.” 
 
    “I know. But—” 
 
    Sir Kerrig tried to reach for the words that would matter, the words that would calm Rags’ fury, convince her to relent and simply scare off the Human host. He was no [Diplomat], no [Courtier]. But he had seen the civilized nature of the Goblins, the humanity showing through. If he could just— 
 
    Welca interrupted him. She glared up at Rags and spoke harshly. 
 
    “Do you think slaughtering Humans will stop us? If you kill them, we’ll be forced to kill you!” 
 
    Sir Kerrig closed his eyes. He heard a growl, and then the small Goblin shifted. She leaned down towards Welca, her teeth bared. 
 
    “Kill us? Humans always try to kill us. What new?” 
 
    The [Knight] stared into Rags’ eyes, her face pale. 
 
    “You don’t have to do this. You could be merciful.” 
 
    Rags laughed. It was a mocking, loud sound. One full of regret, disdain, longing—too many emotions to count. She turned and looked at Sir Kerrig and Welca, almost sadly. Rag shook her head. 
 
    “Mercy? They started it.” 
 
    And then she turned and rode away. And her tribe followed. All the [Knights] could do was watch. 
 
    And listen. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    They came out of the twilight, as the Human army was pursuing the last of the Frostfeeder Tribe. The Frostfeeder Goblins were running down the road, some breaking off to dart into the trees, the rest fleeing in a great mass down the road. 
 
    They had no choice. Those that fled into the trees screamed and died as Human [Riders] cut them down. The Human army was pursuing them with infantry, while the cavalry cut off all routes of escape. All they needed to do was encircle the Goblins and crush them with their bows and infantry. 
 
    However, the Goblins were proving difficult to corner. It wasn’t that they were fighting back; the bulk of warriors had been cut down hours ago. But the Goblins kept running, so fast that even the horses were struggling to outdistance them. And when the cavalry did charge them to turn them back, the Goblins just kept running. When the [Riders] cut them down, the family of the stricken Goblins would run on, trampling the fallen. Running, running—emotions didn’t come into it. It was run or die, and the Goblins knew that stopping was death. 
 
    Neither could the cavalry form a wall. They had to be careful and pick off the Goblins—drive into the center of the fleeing Goblin mass and the [Rider] would be dragged from his or her saddle and killed. The Goblins still had teeth. 
 
    So it was a test of endurance. The Humans had stamina potions, the ability to rotate their soldiers to stay fresh, and horses. They could use bows to harry the Goblins and send their soldiers ahead to direct their prey. The Goblins could only run and hope to tire out their pursuers. 
 
    But they were slowing. And more Goblins fell each minute. The Human army chased them relentlessly, shouting and blowing war horns. The [Riders], a hundred or so, streamed towards the Goblins on the right flank, hoping to drive them back towards their infantry, even if that meant some scattering into the forest. 
 
    The Goblins turned, saw that they had no chance of continuing down the road, and made a break for both edges of the road. The [Riders] split into two groups and pursued them. They were busy cutting down the back rank of Goblins when they heard howling. The horses reared, and the armed Humans struggled to calm them, looking around and wondering if a wolf pack was nearby. 
 
    That was when the Redfang warriors struck. They streamed out of the forest, screaming. They caught the first group of riders completely off-guard, and the wolves charged the frightened horses. The Goblins cut down the paralyzed Humans as the running army slowed, stunned by the sudden appearance of the wolf-riding Goblins ahead. Then they heard more horncalls, from their rear and sides, and realized they were surrounded. 
 
    “Form a square!” 
 
    The [Captain] in charge of the infantry was no seasoned commander, but a younger officer. He ordered his soldiers into a box formation, archers in the center, spears and swords facing outwards in all four directions as his [Trumpeters] frantically signaled the remaining cavalry to retreat. The Humans on horseback spurred their mounts, trying to reach the safety of their comrades in time. 
 
    They never got there. A Goblin warrior riding a large, black Carn Wolf charged into their ranks, his magical sword cutting down riders and numbing their arms and bodies where it struck. He twisted and dodged a sword that swung at him and ducked an axe meant to cut off his head. His wolf howled, and the horses reared instinctively. Their flailing hooves missed the rider as he and his wolf darted out of the sea of horseback riders. And by the time the horses were running again, they’d lost their window of time. The Carn Wolves encircled the riders, and the Redfang Warriors closed in. 
 
    “Don’t panic! Hold formation!” 
 
    The [Captain] struggled to calm his frightened troops. The Redfang Warriors were cutting down the last of the riders, but they could be defeated! The Carn Wolves would fare poorly against his [Soldiers] standing shoulder-to-shoulder, especially with bows and magic attacking them from afar. The [Captain] was ordering a volley when he saw a black mass approaching him from the tree line. 
 
    “What is—” 
 
    Goblins. They charged out of the forest, a square of them. They were carrying long, long pikes, longer than anything the Humans carried. They charged straight at the [Captain], who could only stare for a second. 
 
    “Shoot them down!” 
 
    He screamed, and the bows and [Mages] blasted the first formation, sending Goblins tumbling to the ground. But for every Goblin that fell, there was another to carry the wooden pikes! And as the [Captain] looked around, he realized there wasn’t just one Goblin pike unit coming at his formation. There were dozens. 
 
    They charged the stationary force of Humans from every angle. Goblins, carrying wooden pikes. It was nothing compared to the steel weaponry the Humans carried. Nothing! The Humans had shields and spears of their own. But the range—the first rank of Goblins struck the Humans from twenty feet away, their pikes reaching the Humans long before the Humans could strike back. And then the second layer of pikes struck, and the third! 
 
    The lines of defenders buckled. Then broke. The Humans had to advance into the layers of thrusting pikes, or be torn apart. And once they reached the Goblins, they realized the warriors were armed. 
 
    And there were Hobs among the regular Goblins. The Hobs tore into the fragmented ranks of Humans, roaring, as the [Captain] struggled to escape the deathtrap. 
 
    “Archers! Loose at will! Do you hear me? Archers!” 
 
    The [Captain] was shouting as loudly as he could, but the Goblins were screaming, and his voice wasn’t loud enough! The group of archers was loosing arrows into the darkness, shouting in panic. A Carn Wolf leapt into their formation, scattering them, and then the [Captain] saw a bloom of fire. 
 
    A Human [Mage] blasted the Goblin off his wolf, making the Carn Wolf howl and flee, its fur on fire. The [Mage] whirled, and a bolt of lightning blasted her in the chest. Her charred body fell as a rank of dark figures cut the [Archers] off. The [Captain] saw a gout of flame, but it wasn’t the [Mage]. A Hob cut through two archers and strode forwards. He was holding a massive, enchanted battleaxe in two hands, fire licking along the edge. He headed straight for the [Captain], who raised his ordinary, unenchanted sword. 
 
    Pyrite raised his battleaxe, and the [Captain] found the courage to charge, sword swinging wildly. The Hob backed up and slashed. The axe bit into the Human’s torso, so deep the man was dead and collapsing onto the fiery battleaxe before he’d taken another step. Pyrite kicked the man off the battleaxe and hoisted it into the air. The unit of Hobs behind him had already cleared away all the archers. They turned to Pyrite, and he roared. 
 
    “Follow!” 
 
    They charged into the Human [Soldiers] struggling with Poisonbite’s skirmishers from behind. It was quick and bloody. On one side. Pyrite turned his head, searching for new enemies and saw the battlefield was full of running Humans and Goblins in formation and little else. It was a complete and utter rout. 
 
    “Chase?” 
 
    One of Pyrite’s Hobs had a bow and was aiming at some of the running Humans. Pyrite knocked the bow down and grunted. 
 
    “No chase. Chieftain said.” 
 
    He pointed. The Goblins looked back. Rags sat on her Carn Wolf in the trees, throwing fire at a group of [Soldiers] still struggling with some of the Goblins on the far right. She turned, her eyes glowing. Behind her, crossbows loosed bolt after bolt, cutting through armor. She held up a hand, and the crossbows ceased. The Humans ran. The Goblins remained. 
 
    The Frostfeeder tribe looked up in awe. At Rags, at the Goblins who’d saved them, the Redfang Warriors riding Carn Wolves. They had no word for these Goblins, this tribe. But if they had Human understanding, Human sensibilities, perhaps they might have thought of one word— 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    “Knights.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Sir Kerrig looked at Welca. She was burying her head in her hands, listening to the screams and horn calls in the distance. It was obvious how the battle was going. Had gone. Sir Kerrig looked at the Goblins still present. Elderly goblins and children, mainly. Save for a small guard of Redfang Warriors, Rags had taken her entire army to the front. Now he looked at Welca. 
 
    “They may be to Goblins what we are to our species.” 
 
    “What, exactly?” 
 
    Sir Kerrig sighed. 
 
    “Knights. Champions. In their own way. This tribe hunts down Humans that kill Goblins. We hunt down monsters that kill Humans. There is a similarity.” 
 
    “A terrible one.” 
 
    Welca looked at her hands. They were trembling. She was a [Knight]! How could she just sit here? She felt something hard in her pockets and pulled it out. The glittering sapphire. Welca gripped it tightly and raised her hand to throw it away. Sir Kerrig caught her arm. 
 
    “Don’t.” 
 
    She tore her arm away. 
 
    “Don’t stop me! These Goblins are monsters! They might be able to speak, but they’ll always be our enemy.” 
 
    “By choice or by nature?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You met Pyrite. You met the one who leads them. The one called Rags. You saw they’re capable of reason, capable of emotion. They can be reasoned with.” 
 
    “Not enough to stop this.” 
 
    Sir Kerrig’s shoulders slumped. 
 
    “No. But perhaps they are capable of more. Perhaps—at the very least, they might be taught to live apart from Humans. To take up a trade in peace. Mining, perhaps. Dead gods, at least one has the talent for it! They are not peaceful, but they aren’t unthinking savages, either. They can be talked to. And that means they can be reasoned with.” 
 
    “Yes, but—” 
 
    Welca lowered her hand as Sir Kerrig let go of her hand. He stared at her. 
 
    “Do you understand everything I’ve said?” 
 
    “I do. But Sir Kerrig—” 
 
    “Not now. It’s time to go.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    She looked up. Sir Kerrig was looking around. He pointed. 
 
    “There’s a horse. See it?” 
 
    Welca looked and saw a horse tied to a wagon. It was a stallion and clearly unhappy at being forced to pull the wagon. It was pacing irritably, pulling at its tether. Sir Kerrig nodded. 
 
    “This tribe doesn’t use horses. They must not be able to work with the wolves. Take it. Use the gemstone if you have to, but get to a village, a town, anything. You’ll be able to reach Lady Bethal from there.” 
 
    “Me? What about you?” 
 
    Sir Kerrig smiled slightly as Welca looked at him. 
 
    “I’m staying. Their leader is unlikely to kill me. The Redfang faction seems to have a sense of honor as well. But Lady Bethal must know.” 
 
    “But Sir Kerrig—” 
 
    “No arguments. That Hobgoblin—Pyrite—seems willing to listen to me. If I can influence him, or talk to their Chieftain…I have to stay, Welca. If there’s a chance we can avoid this tribe running amok—it’s unlikely our order would manage to subdue them alone. They would escape again and again, and worse, begin to retaliate. Tell Lady Bethal that, and everything you’ve seen.” 
 
    “Sir Kerrig—” 
 
    Welca grabbed his shoulder. He looked at her, and she stared at him. Then she grabbed his arm. 
 
    “I will return.” 
 
    “I have no doubt.” 
 
    He grasped her arm and then turned. The Goblins sitting around their wagon looked up as Sir Kerrig and Welca jumped out. The Redfang Hob with the spear raised it and then seemed to sense what was happening. He whistled shrilly, and more Goblins and Hobs poured out of the darkness. 
 
    Five Hobgoblins, eight regular Redfang Warriors. Redfang Warriors, which meant the odds were worse than when they’d been attacked in the swamp. Sir Kerrig looked around. 
 
    “I am Sir Kerrig Louis. [Knight] in service to Lady Bethal Walchaís.” 
 
    The Hob with the spear laughed. Sir Kerrig eyed him. The Hob was strong, fit, young. Sir Kerrig nodded to him as Welca edged backwards, looking for a way out of the circle. 
 
    “Welca, don’t move until I fall.” 
 
    “Understood.” 
 
    The [Knight] felt the cold air on his skin. The Hob had leather armor. Not metal. Good. Sir Kerrig raised his fists, taking a boxer’s lowered stance. The Redfang Hob blinked and then grinned. He tossed away his spear and put up his fists, copying the [Knight]. The other four Hobs and eight Goblins watched silently. Sir Kerrig waited until the Hob swung and then blocked the blow with one hand. As the Hob gaped, his other fist came up and lashed out. 
 
    The trick to being a prisoner was to teach the enemy just how strong you were in a fight beforehand so they’d lower their guard. Welca had yet to learn that. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    Victory. Rags rode through the forest, flushed with battle fury. She hadn’t done more than cast a spell, but her tactics had crushed the Humans. It had been flawless, easy, even. Almost disappointing. 
 
    Almost. The Humans had fought with their backs to the wall. They’d killed Goblins, Redfang Warriors—exacting a bitter price for victory. Rags glanced at the three Goblins running to keep up with her Carn Wolf. Each one was wounded. Two Hobs and a Goblin. Of the Goblins who’d attacked Welca, only three had survived. All of them had gone in with the first wave, taken the brunt of the Humans’ arrows and spells. Those that remained were warriors. They’d paid the price of treachery in battle. 
 
    It was a fair thing. Rags put them out of her mind and raced into the clearing where the noncombatants had been kept. She was set to celebrate, to meet the Frostfeeder tribe and rejoice, when she saw the commotion ahead. Several Redfang Warriors were surrounding a shape, a Human sitting by the wagon. A lone Human. Rags’ blood ran cold. 
 
    Sir Kerrig was sitting against one of the wagon wheels, surrounded by Redfang Warriors. He was cross-legged, smiling slightly. His face and upper body were swollen, and dark bruises stood out on his skin. Around him lay five Hobs and the eight Goblins. All unconscious, some of them groaning. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    Rags said the words stupidly as she jumped down and looked at the Goblins. They were all alive. None of them were holding weapons. Sir Kerrig gestured to them and winced. 
 
    “They fought me one-on-one. Each of the Hobs, one after another. Barehanded. I did not expect that.” 
 
    “You did? Where is other?” 
 
    Rags shouted at Sir Kerrig. He just smiled at her and winced. 
 
    “I apologize. But we are similar.” 
 
    He smiled at the young Goblin Chieftain as she screamed at him and then ducked when she jumped at him with her sword. Rags didn’t mean to kill him, but it still took three Redfang Goblins to hold her back before Pyrite arrived. The Hob took one look at the situation and then at Sir Kerrig. 
 
    “Good idea?” 
 
    Sir Kerrig shrugged. 
 
    “I have my duty, Sir Pyrite.” 
 
    The Hob nodded. He looked at Sir Kerrig and motioned. Sir Kerrig stood up. Pyrite grunted. 
 
    “I have, too.” 
 
    Pyrite swung first, and Sir Kerrig dodged back. He was lunging when Pyrite stepped out of the way and kicked Sir Kerrig in the chest. The blow cracked Sir Kerrig against the cart, and when he looked up, Pyrite’s fist was the last thing he saw for the next six hours. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    That night, Pyrite and the Goblins passed the road where the bloodshed had taken place. Sir Kerrig looked around, his head still ringing, and shuddered at the carnage. The Human bodies had been stripped of armor and weaponry, but they had been piled together and burned. Goblins were as aware of the undead threat as much as any other race. 
 
    “Were there any survivors?” 
 
    “Some. Humans run away, drop weapons. Chieftain say no follow.” 
 
    Redscar grunted at him. The Redfang leader was the only Goblin willing to talk to Sir Kerrig. Pyrite was busy, and Rags was still incensed. But Redscar and the Redfang Warriors had had something of the opposite reaction; they’d accorded Sir Kerrig a lot of respect for taking out five Hobs in a row. Enough so that Redscar himself was riding his Carn Wolf alongside Sir Kerrig on a pony. There was no doubt that he was going to be under heavy guard from now on. 
 
    But it was worth it if Welca could get away. Sir Kerrig sighed. She was a junior [Knight], but no member of the Knights of the Petal was ever admitted without reaching at least Level 20, which was the prerequisite for the [Knight] class anyways. So long as she had the horse, she could probably outrun any danger. As for brigands… 
 
    “Hey. Big fight. Goblins win. Good thing, eh?” 
 
    Redscar grinned at Sir Kerrig, gesturing at the burned bodies and bloody, churned ground. Sir Kerrig opened his mouth to reply and caught himself. Redscar was much like a [Soldier], a seasoned warrior who had no qualms about a bloodbath, so long as his side wasn’t the one dying. Mutely, the [Knight] nodded. 
 
    “A Goblin victory, indeed, Sir Redscar.” 
 
    The Goblin preened. They were happy to be called ‘Sir’, Kerrig had noticed. The [Knight] glanced around and asked a question to change the subject. 
 
    “The rest of your tribe is marching to the campsite, but I would have expected your Chieftain to make a speech at least. Have you no songs to sing in victory?” 
 
    “None. Too noisy. Brings trouble.” 
 
    Redscar grinned. Sir Kerrig looked dismayed. 
 
    “If this were a Human army, there would be feasting. Toasts. Do Goblins lack celebration—rituals of any kind?” 
 
    “No. Chieftain does Chieftain thing. Sometimes feast. This Chieftain and old Chieftain don’t. But good thing anyways.” 
 
    “What thing?” 
 
    Redscar didn’t elaborate. Slowly, he and Sir Kerrig rode past the battlefield, towards the ranks of Goblin warriors. Some were injured, but the vast majority were simply tired. Tired and unharmed. They stared up at Rags as she turned her Carn Wolf to face them. 
 
    The Goblin warriors waited in silence. Their red eyes shone as they stared up at their Chieftain. Rags raised her sword and fire burned from her hands. It lit up the darkness, and the Goblins stared at her. Their Chieftain. 
 
    Sir Kerrig didn’t see a signal. No Goblin spoke, not one made a move. But as one, the Goblins raised their hands. Those that held weapons thrust them into the air. They held them there, silently, a war cry without sound, a speech without words. And yet every line in their bodies screamed the message to the watching Human. 
 
    Triumph. Slowly, the Goblins lowered their weapons, and then they laughed, clapped each other on the back, and Rags pointed. The Goblin warriors marched down the road, the rest of the Flooded Waters tribe following. They held their heads high, full of pride. 
 
    Sir Kerrig found his eyes stinging, though he couldn’t say why. Wonder at something he couldn’t comprehend? Empathy? Relief? Disappointment? Regret? 
 
    Envy? 
 
    Whatever it was, the emotion followed him as he gently urged his pony forwards. The [Knight] rode after the Goblins, a watcher, an observer, a stranger among a strange…people. Watching, listening, judging. And hoping he could change them. So that monsters could be more like people. So the people who looked like monsters could live with real people. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    The tribe marched, the tribe camped. The Goblins divvied up the loot, used a mixture of healing potions and some herbs to create a balm for the itchy bug bites, ate, and slept. Afterwards, when the patrols were keeping watch and the rest of the Goblins were sleeping happily, two Goblins met near a crossroads. A signpost pointed north, southwest, and east. One of the Goblins, the bigger one by far, stared at the sign. 
 
    “Lots of places.” 
 
    “Human places. We go that way.” 
 
    Rags pointed south dismissively. She eyed the Human writing. Names. Useless names. She shook her head as Pyrite inspected the words, always curious. The Hob had taken no injuries from the battle, but he still itched a bit from his bug bites in the swamp, especially on his back. 
 
    He leaned against a large wooden post planted in the earth next to the crossroads sign. Its surface was rough; it might make a good back scratcher. It was hard for Pyrite to reach his back, and it was more fun to scratch his back like bears did. You could learn a lot of tricks from animals, he’d discovered. Rags watched him with interest for three seconds and then got bored. 
 
    “Human ran away.” 
 
    “Welca Caveis. Human [Knight].” 
 
    Rags shrugged. 
 
    “Other Human stay. Why?” 
 
    Pyrite grunted and shrugged. Rags kicked him. She didn’t have time for his fake ignorance. Pyrite chewed at his lip and then responded. 
 
    “Wants to learn. See Goblins. Thinks Goblins are like people.” 
 
    “Like people? Like Humans?” 
 
    “Mm.” 
 
    Rags made a disgusted noise and spat. 
 
    “Goblins are like Goblins. Watch Human. Don’t let run.” 
 
    “Other Humans more dangerous.” 
 
    The Chieftain nodded reluctantly. 
 
    “Other Humans follow. But Goblins move faster. Liscor is not Human place. We go. They don’t follow.” 
 
    “Yes, Chieftain.” 
 
    That was it. The two Goblins stood in silence for a second, and then Rags grunted. 
 
    “Get balm for back. Back scratching look stupid.” 
 
    She walked off. Pyrite stopped scratching himself like a bear and considered she might be right. Then again, it was sort of fun. He continued scratching his back as Rags went to her bedroll and lay down. 
 
    A battle, an escape, magic in stones…it was another Goblin day. An ordinary day? She’d killed Humans. Lots of them. They’d been killing Goblins, but— 
 
    “Hey Rags! I didn’t see you there! When did you come in?” 
 
    A voice echoed. Rags turned her head towards her campfire and saw another fire. Warmer, welcoming. She heard a voice. She smelled pasta, slightly overcooked, and heard a young woman’s voice. Rags saw her face, staring, eyes open, a hundred times. On the dead. She shuddered. 
 
    “Humans kill Goblins. Goblins kill Humans. Humans kill Humans. Goblins kill Goblins.” 
 
    She could feel him in the distance. He was close and far. He knew her. He was near the mountain, she was sure. The Goblin Lord. There were Humans hunting Goblins. Bethal and the Human [Lord] and… 
 
    She felt uneasy. Bad. As if she was being hunted now. Ever since they’d marched out of the swamp, she’d felt bad. Something was coming. 
 
    The Goblin Lord. The Humans. Tremborag. Rags curled up into a ball in the blankets. Just for a moment, she imagined she was safe and back in an inn, scowling, but secretly pleased, playing chess, drinking sweet blue juice… 
 
    “H—h—” 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    “Hello, Erin.” 
 
    “Hi.” 
 
    “Hello. I am Rags.” 
 
    “My name is Rags.” 
 
    “I wanted to say—want to say—say…” 
 
    “…” 
 
      
 
    [Chieftain Level 20!] 
 
    [Skill – Tribe: Scavenger Armor Obtained!] 
 
      
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Author’s Note: 
 
      
 
    When I write each new book’s Author’s Note, I often remark on where we are in the story. Well, for reference, I am at the end of Volume 8 as of writing this note. It has been over one year, writing Volume 8—the largest of the story’s volumes to date, and that is saying something. 
 
    However, I don’t want to talk about that right now because it’s all spoilers and Book 7 only encompasses the beginning of Volume 5. I want to mention, well, the team. 
 
    There didn’t use to be one. Even as you read this, Book 7 wasn’t written with any support group aside from brave typo-finders who helped squish the spelling and grammar mistakes online. However, as I’ve written more, a team has developed. 
 
    They’re the beta-readers, the true typo-killers, the people in the back who help me edit and make the story so much better. For instance, all the spelling mistakes, wrong names, and so on? They cut it down and help me focus on the task of writing.  
 
    So a huge thank-you to them. That’s the biggest change in my writing over time: finding people to help me write. Maybe not typing for me, but doing cleanup, helping with revisions, editing…I’m still evolving as a writer. I wish I could say I’m levelling up, but I haven’t got any handy Skills. 
 
    I do feel myself improving though, and that’s good enough for me. I hope you enjoyed this book and, I can’t wait to hear it as an audiobook. For now, farewell, but I’ll see you later on in the story. All the best, whenever you read it. 
 
      
 
    --pirateaba 
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