Unwelcome Company - by Tim Howey
Prologue

 


The woman walked with her eyes nearly shut, too cocky to bother keeping them open completely.  She wore a black robe with a symbol on the back meaning 'sisters of the enchantment'.  Tinalayith, or Tina for short, had seen more than her fair share of battles, so more gruesome than others, but all identical in her eyes.

Tina's right hand released its grip on her staff and it appeared to float to the other hand.  Her trip had been a long one and her arms quickly grew tired as the staff seemed to have doubled in weight.

The Rogue Encampment was well boarded with a woman guarding the only entrance.  Tinalayith spoke not a word as she approached.  The woman raised her hand and summoned a magical barrier to stop the sorceress from entering.

Tina waved her hand and passed through the wall like it was just as insignificant as the air itself.  She said as she walked by Akara, "I'm not your enemy, I am your savior".

Akara cocked a smile, "I's odd.  Nobody has been in here in years, yet you're the second person today to speak those words to me".

Tinalayith stopped in her tracks to regard Akara, "A sister has been here?"

"Nay, a Barbarian named Delegand."

Tina laughed and the cockiness screamed several times louder than her chuckle.  "A Barbarian is just that, simply barbaric.  Yet he is still a living creature, so I will pity the fool when he dies."

"You'd be wise to get to know him, he is going the same direction as you, and you will be stronger in numbers."

Tina snapped at Akara, "You know nothing of me or what I plan to do, and you'd be wise to stand aside while I save your wretched encampment, or what's left of it."

Akara folded her hands, playing with a ring on her finger granting her the ability to read the minds of those around her.  "Have it your way young sorceress, but I regret to inform you that our only lodgings left is one that is shared with Delegand."

Tinalayith cringed, but continued to walk.  Her hands waved and a large gold piece fell in front of Akara's feet, "He better not be a loud sleeper for his sake."
 
* * * * *
 

Tina walked into the room with a bed on each side.  The Barbarian slept soundly with is giant axe on his chest and his legs hanging over the end of the bed.  Tinalayith couldn't help but noticed how the bed sagged in the center from his incredible weight.  The sorceress felt a little uncomfortable with the Barbarian sleeping with his axe, mainly for her safety if he should get up suddenly due to a bad dream.  She magically moved the axe beside the bed, out of Delegand's hands.

The woman got comfortable in her bed, yet knew very well that she would sleep no better than she had for the past three years.  If she was lucky, one eye would trust enough to close and for a minute, just a minute, and she would find peace again.  But not tonight, she couldn't be so lucky.  

 

