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This
book is dedicated to my Grandma.





Two
books out now, who woulda

thought?
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CHAPTER
 1


The
Unknown Heroes












The
worst thing about being world saving heroes that nobody knows about,
is that we’re world saving heroes that nobody knows about. It
would be cool to get some hero perks once in a while, like maybe some
free food, or free room and board or something. Anything that would
make our lives a little easier, you know? Tiny bit maybe?


Nope.
The battle against the Goblin Queen went completely under the radar
for almost everyone who wasn’t an elf. So as far as anyone’s
concerned, we’re still the same trouble making kids we were
before. Which, by the way, is totally not true. We’re like
waaaaay less trouble than we were before. Heck, we haven’t
stolen any plants from farmers in, like, three days or so. That’s
gotta be some kinda record, I think.


That
could also be because we’ve been taking on a lot of other
quests that don’t require fetching plants. Now that we’ve
got the hang of our lower level skills, we’ve been branching
out to other types of quests, like tonight for instance.


Tonight
we’re on a stakeout. Someone’s been breaking into houses
and stealing people’s food, so they’ve hired us to find
out who it is, and stop them. And if Bentley has his way, rough them
up a bit just to teach them a lesson.


That
last part is still up for debate though. So we’ll see.


“You
guys see anything yet?” Bentley asks.


“Nope,”
I reply.


“Nothing
here,” EJ responds.


“Don’t
you think if I saw something I would have said something?”


Can
you tell Ryry is getting tired of this quest already? I can’t
blame her though. We’ve been staking out this town for three
nights now with no sign of the thief. Thanks to the guild stones
Aranel gave us, we can each cover a small part of town and still stay
in contact with each other.


“I
don’t know about you guys, but I’m thinking this food
thief got all the food he wanted and just bailed. We haven’t
seen anything at all these past couple nights except that freakishly
giant raccoon,” I say.


“Dude,
don’t remind me. I’ve been having nightmares about that
thing chasing me down the street with its weird, human like hands,
trying to grab at my legs,” Bentley responds.


“If
there’s anything that redeems this stupid quest, it’s the
image of Bentley being chased by a giant raccoon while yelling for
help like a little girl,” Ryry says with a chuckle, “that
will never not be funny.”


“Oh
yeah, so funny,” Bentley responds, unenthusiastically.


“Guys,
I think I got something here,” Brie says.


“What
is it?” I ask.


“Shady
looking dude in a hooded cloak coming out of an alley with a bag over
his shoulder.”


“Finally.
Where are you?” Ryry asks.


“North
side of town, near the blacksmith,” Brie replies.


“Okay,
keep us updated on his movements. We’ll try to surround him,”
EJ says.


Luckily—or
unluckily—I’m the closest to the blacksmiths house, which
means I might be the first one to confront our thief. Hopefully I
don’t mess this up, cause we really need this pay day. We’re
running extremely low on funds right now.


“Brie,
I’m behind the blacksmiths house, where is he?” I
ask.


“He’s
coming down the left side by the big entrance doors. He’s just
walking casually like nothing’s going on.”


I make
my way towards the left side of the building and sure enough there’s
a guy in a hood just strolling down the street.


“Excuse
me...” is all I get out before the dude starts running in the
opposite direction. “He’s on the move! Heading towards
the east side of town.”


“What?
Why?” Ryry asks.


“He
saw me and just started running,” I reply.


“He
wasn’t supposed to see you! We were all supposed to jump him at
the same time!” Ryry yells at me.


“Since
when was that part of the plan?” I ask as I chase after the
thief.


“Since
forever!” Ryry yells back.


Aaaaaannnd...
I messed it up. That’s my bad. But if I can catch this guy,
then everything’s still good. I just have to run faster than
I’ve ever ran before. Like ten times faster, cause this guy
must be part cheetah or something. He’s pulling way ahead of me
despite my best efforts to catch up.


“He’s
heading down that big street where all the fruit stands were set up
earlier today,” I say, panting furiously. I’m running
outta steam here. My legs feel like they’re on fire from
running so hard.


“If
you can get him to turn down the last alley on that street I can get
him,” Bentley says.


“I’m
trying, but this dude has some kinda cheat code or something. He’s
running way too fast for me to force him to do anything,” I
respond between gasps of breath.


“I
got him,” Ryry says, coming out from one of the alleys
right next to the thief.


The
thief looks like he just kicked it into higher gear, easily putting
space between him and Ryry. This guy’s a maniac.


“I’ll
cut him off,” EJ says, coming around the corner at the end
of the street. The thief puts on the brakes and ducks down the last
alley.


“It’s
all you Bentley! Don’t mess this up like James did!”
Ryry shouts.


“Rub
it in why don’t ya...” I say as I make my way towards
the alley.


Coming
around the corner I see our thief just about to run out of the other
end of the alley when suddenly...







WHAM!







Bentley’s
arm comes straight out from behind the last building and catches the
thief right under the chin with a picture perfect wrestling style
clothesline. The thief had so much momentum that Bentley’s
clothesline sent him flipping backwards in mid air and landing face
first onto the ground. I catch up to the thief who is now being
pinned down on the ground by Bentley.


“Yes...
you got... him...” I say, desperately trying to catch my
breath.


EJ
finally makes it over to us with Brie right behind him.


“Now
let’s find out who you really are,” Bentley says,
grabbing onto the thief’s hood.


“Oh
geez... He’s not some Scooby Doo villain Bentley, just take the
hood off already,” Ryry snips.


Bentley
pulls the hood off and...







CHAPTER
 2


A
Cat-astrophic Failure












          “Whoa,”
I exclaim.


I was
totally expecting some shady looking character underneath that hood,
but instead, it’s a half human, half cat person. No wonder he
was so ridiculously fast. He doesn’t look like a cheetah
though, more like a panther.


“Okay
kitty litter, what’s with all the food stealing?” Bentley
asks.


“Oh
Geez...” Ryry says, shaking her head.


“Okay,
okay, you got me,” the cat thief says. “Look, I’m
just trying to get food for my family.”


“Of
course you are. I coulda guessed that before you even opened your
mouth. You think just because we’re kids we’re stupid?
How about you tell the truth before I cut the truth outta you?”
Ryry says angrily, pulling out one of her daggers to further
intimidate the thief.


“I
know how it sounds, but it’s the truth. Have you ever been to
the stable towns?” the cat thief asks.


The
stable towns. Places that were only hinted at in the Questworld
games. Apparently there are certain towns—and even
cities—populated by only monsters, but we’ve never made
our way over to one. Word is they’re called stable towns by
humans because they’re only fit for animals to live in. I don’t
agree with that term, but that’s what everyone calls them.
Humans here seem to have no desire to associate with these places,
even though the monsters that live there are of the more civilized,
humanoid variety.


“We’ve
heard stories,” EJ answers.


“Then
you must have some idea as to how we live. Human merchants won’t
trade with the stable towns. Food and supplies are scarce most of the
time. Farming and hunting only go so far, even in the smaller towns,”
the thief says, “look, just take the food back and let me go. I
won’t come back here again, you have my word.”


“Group
chat,” I say, pulling EJ, Brie, and Ryry into a huddle, leaving
Bentley to keep our thief pinned down.


“I
don’t buy it,” Ryry blurts out, “let’s just
turn him in and get our reward.”


“What
if what he says is true? We’ve heard many times that the stable
towns are not as nice as our towns, so maybe we should just let him
go this time? He seems decent enough,” Brie says.


“I
agree that he’s probably not lying about the stable towns being
rough, but he was still stealing, and we could really use the reward.
On the other hand, I would feel bad if we denied his family food that
they actually needed,” EJ says, which offers no help to our
decision.


“I
wouldn’t feel right either if we let a family go without food,”
I say.


“Trust
me. He’s lying. Usually I let you idiots out vote me on things
just so I can say I told you so after the fact, but not this time. We
need this reward,” Ryry says sternly.


“Hey
guys?” Bentley says.


“Hold
your horses, Bentley,” Ryry says with a wave of her hand.


I can
tell Ryry is not leaving this huddle until we all agree to turn the
thief in. I mean, she has a point. That family story is what every
thief says anytime they’re caught in movies and stuff. So why
would it be true here?


“How
can we be positive he’s lying though?” Brie asks.


“We
can’t. But even if he is telling the truth, how are we gonna
know without following him back to his home? Easier to assume he’s
lying cause he got caught and just get our reward,” Ryry says.


“Yo,
guys?”


“Relax,
Bentley,” Ryry says angrily.


“But...
Uh... He’s escaping,” Bentley replies.


“He’s
what?!” Ryry yells, breaking from the huddle and turning
towards Bentley.


Sure
enough, the thief is booking it out of town at a ridiculous rate of
speed.


“What
happened?” I ask.


“He
just did some weird contortionist move and slipped from my grasp,”
Bentley says with a defeated look on his face. “There was no
way I was gonna catch him once he started running. He’s like
the Flash.”


“Do
a skill! A rock throw or whatever stupid skills you have! Anything!”
Ryry yells, throwing her arms up in the air.


“Uh...
Yeah, I guess I coulda done some skill or something. I didn’t
think of that,” Bentley rubs the back of his head and looks
down, a thing he does when he’s admitting to messing something
up.


“Well,
that makes our decision a little easier,” Brie mumbles.


“Yeah.
Great. Good job team,” Ryry says, throwing her hands up as she
walks away from us.


Well,
that didn’t go as planned...













This
morning was pretty rough. We had to find the mayor and tell him we
failed to catch the thief and that he got away with more food. As you
would expect, he didn’t take it so well. Even if we hadn’t
already decided beforehand that we were gonna call it quits, you
could just tell that there was no way the mayor was gonna let us keep
trying after our colossal failure last night.


I
think it was the line about him being dumb enough to hire children in
the first place that kinda gave it away.


Now
we’re about a day and a half into our four-day journey back to
the city of Rutol, which is pretty much our new home base for the
time being. One, because there’s more action type quests there,
and two, it’s got a gigantic market place with some of the best
food we’ve had since being trapped here.


Speaking
of being trapped here, we’ve made absolutely no progress in
finding a way back home since the whole Goblin Queen incident, and
it’s really starting to take a toll on everyone. We’re
all pretty homesick right now. It’s not like we got transported
here with any of our stuff from home, so we got no gadgets or
anything from the real world on us. It’s actually pretty boring
most days.


“Check
that out,” Bentley says, pointing towards a merchants cart
coming down the road towards us.


On the
back of the cart is one of the biggest gems I’ve ever seen. A
big, red, kinda crude and crusty looking ruby the size of a
basketball.


“That,
is amazing,” Brie says, her eyes lighting up at the sight of
it.


As the
merchant gets closer, I get a better look at the ruby. and it’s
definitely a... Wait... Wha...


“Uh,
did you guys see that just now?” I ask.


“See
what?” Bentley asks.


“The
gem. The ruby. It just did something weird. I think it like, blinked
or moved or something.”


“Dude,
you need to get more rest if you’re seeing rocks winking at
you. That or you need to find a girlfriend,” Bentley laughs.


“No,
it did,” I say as the cart continues past us. “EJ, you
always say to keep an eye out for weird things that others might not
see, well I think this is one of those things.”


“Are
you sure?” EJ asks. I can tell he’s intrigued.


“Well,
no. But there’s only one way to find out,” I say, turning
around to chase after the merchant.







CHAPTER
 3


The
Cursed Ruby












“Excuse
me!” I yell, jogging up to the merchant’s cart.


The
merchant tugs on his horse’s reins and slows the cart to a stop
as I approach. This guy’s looking pretty scraggly. He’s
got a scruffy beard going on and he kinda looks like he hasn’t
showered in weeks, but who am I to judge.


“What
can I do for you, kid?” the merchant asks.


“I
was hoping you’d be kind enough to let me take a look at that
ruby you’ve got on the back of your cart.”


“Hah!
Of course that’s what you want,” The merchant laughs, “I
gotta warn ya though, that gem is cursed.”


“Really?
How? What’s cursed about it?” EJ chimes in as he and the
rest of the crew come up to the cart.


“I’ve
sold that ruby a dozen times over, and it always ends up coming back
to me,” the merchant says.


“Like
mysteriously? Does it just pop up in your room in the middle of the
night, like some B-Movie horror flick?” Bentley asks.


“I
don’t exactly know what you’re talking about with all
that B-Movie stuff, but no. It doesn’t just reappear at night.
What happens is, the people I sell it to, always track me down and
demand their money back.”


“Is
it a fake?” EJ asks.


“Oh
no, it’s real all right,” the merchant says, hopping out
of his drivers seat and walking towards the back of the cart.


He
grabs the ruby and holds it up, “most people would buy a crude
ruby like this in hopes of cutting it, polishing it, maybe making
some jewelry out of it. Something they can profit off of. But for
some reason, nobody can even put a scratch on this thing.”


“Interesting,”
EJ says, looking more intently at the stone.


“Some
of the best jewelers around have failed to work this stone. I’m
almost starting to believe it’s unsellable.”


“If
you can’t sell it, why don’t you just get rid of it?”
Ryry asks.


“Would
you just get rid of a ruby that size?” the merchant replies.


“Would
you consider selling it to me?” I ask.


“Kid,
I’ll consider selling it to anybody at this point,” the
merchant says, tossing the ruby towards me.


I
catch the ruby and immediately I’m no longer on the road.
Somehow I’m standing in a dimly lit cave, which is the last
place I wanna be, all things considered. I can’t tell where the
light is coming from, but it’s just enough light for me to make
out what looks like stone, human shaped statues all around me, almost
the same size as I am, maybe a little shorter.


“Yo!
James?! You there?” I hear Bentley yell, and just as quickly
I’m standing back on the road.


“Uh...
Yeah, I’m good.”


“You
kinda zoned out there for a minute,” Bentley says.


“So
what’ll it be, kid? We gonna make a deal or not?” the
merchant asks.


“Yes,”
I say, handing the ruby back to the merchant so I can dig through my
coin pouch, “um, I have about two gold and a few silvers on
me.”


“Kid,
a gem this size is worth at least ten gold on the low end,” the
merchant says.


“Yeah,
only if it’s usable. This thing is a shiny paper weight. You
said so yourself. So let’s stop playing games here. This idiot
wants the gem, I want to get home. Let’s hurry this up so we
can all get on our way,” Ryry says, in a tone that sounds like
she’s maybe two seconds away from getting annoyed. And trust
me, nobody wants to be around an annoyed Ryry.


The
merchant let’s out a sigh. “Fine. Five gold. That’s
as low as I’ll go.”


“Okay,
give us a second,” I say, pulling everyone into a huddle.
“Look, I don’t know what happened, but when I held that
gem I was somewhere else. Like a cave of some sorts, with stone
statues all around me.”


“Uh,
you didn’t go anywhere. You just kinda zoned out for a minute,”
Bentley says.


“Maybe
it was some sorta vision?” EJ says.


“Yeah,
I guess that coulda been it. I mean, I did take one level of Seer on
my character before we got transported here.”


“Why
would you do that?” Bentley asks.


“For
the Future Sight skill. It gives a crazy dodge bonus when in combat,”
I answer.


“That
could be it then,” EJ starts, “Future Sight’s
description said you gain a dodge bonus from seeing incoming attacks
before they happen. Perhaps in this place, it isn’t only
restricted to combat situations.”


“Are
you kids going to buy the gem or what?” the merchant asks
impatiently.


“We
definitely need to buy this ruby. There’s something important
about it. I just know it,” I say.


“Well,
I got one gold I can throw in,” Bentley says, reaching into his
pocket.


“I’ll
throw one in too. This might be more info for us regarding how this
world works,” EJ says.


“We
need one more,” I say, turning towards Brie and Ryry.


“Don’t
look at me. I want nothing to do with this. Anytime the three of you
agree on something it turns out to be nothing but trouble,”
Ryry says, folding her arms.


“I’ll
throw in the last one,” Brie says.


“Really?
You too now!?” Ryry exclaims.


“I
think it’s pretty,” Brie replies.


“Of
course you do,” Ryry says, breaking off from the huddle.


I
gather everyone’s gold and add it to my own. By the time I turn
around, the merchant is clearly looking annoyed with us.


“Okay.
Five gold,” I say, handing the coins over to the merchant who
hands me the ruby in return.


“Fine.
But that’s it. No returns. I don’t want you kids tracking
me down crying about your gold later on today. I’m done with
that ruby,” the merchant says as he climbs back into the
driver’s seat of his cart.


“Trust
me. These idiots aren’t going to give it back,” Ryry
says, “they enjoy doing stupid things.”


The
merchant smirks a little as he snaps on the horses reins, letting the
horses know it’s time to go. As the cart pulls away from us, I
can hear Ryry huffing behind me.


“I
hope you didn’t waste all of your money, cause I’m not
paying for your room and board again. You can sleep in the barn with
the animals or something,” she says, as she heads down the road
towards Rutol.


“Um...
I didn’t...” Bentley says while rubbing the back of his
head.


“Yeah,
I figured that,” I say as the rest of us head down the road
behind Ryry.







CHAPTER
 4


An
Unexpected Meeting












It’s
been two days since we returned to Rutol and I have had absolutely no
new visions what so ever. Maybe whatever happened on the road was a
one time thing? I don’t know. But I’ve been touching the
ruby, hugging it, talking to it, even sleeping with it next to me,
and nothing has happened. Now I’m sitting here on a bench
outside the inn with the ruby on my lap, petting it like it’s
some sorta cat or something.


I hear
the inn’s front door close and turn to see Bentley walking
towards me.


“Anything
yet?”


“Nope.
Not a thing,” I reply.


“Well,
I had an idea,” Bentley takes a seat next to me, “what if
we went to a Seer?”


“And
what, get my palm read or something?” I say jokingly.


“Well,
yeah, I guess. I mean, if you did have a vision, maybe a Seer could
help you have another one, or have one herself and tell us what it
is? I don’t know. All I know is Ryry won’t stop going on
about you being crazy and stuff.”


“It
might work. But where are we gonna find a Seer? Do we even know if
there are Seer’s here?” I ask.


“I
have no idea, but we could go ask around,” Bentley says,
getting to his feet, “it beats sitting around here all day
petting a rock.”


“This
is true,” I say, standing up.


I put
the ruby in my backpack, and we head out. The city is packed today.
It’s pretty much this world’s version of a Saturday.
Everyone is trying to get all the things that they couldn’t get
done during the week done today.


It’s
also the worst time to be roaming around with a basketball sized ruby
in your backpack. Lots of wannabe thieves out on these kinda days,
and probably a few professionals as well. But you don’t hear
about those guys cause they don’t get caught that often, but
you know they gotta be out here.


“Have
we ever been to the north north side of the city yet?” Bentley
asks.


“I
haven’t,” I reply, “but it’s worth a shot, I
guess.”


The
north north side of the city is just the part of the city that’s
farther north than we usually frequent. It’s not really called
the north north side, cause that would be lazy naming on the cities
part. It’s officially called the High District. There’s
supposed to be some fancier shops up that way, but since none of us
are swimming in gold like Uncle Scrooge, we never venture over to
that part of the city.


“I
bet they have some killer food up there,” Bentley says, as we
walk.


“Yeah,
we'll never know how it tastes though, cause my pocket are empty,”
I reply. “Maybe we should hit up a fetch quest or something
first, get a few extra coins.”


“Nah,
I don't feel like running from people today. Besides, I got a little
extra I've been hiding away for just such an occasion,” Bentley
says, tapping his pocket and making the coins inside jingle.


“You've
been saving money this whole time, just in case we ever decided to
head to the High District?” I ask.


“Yep.”


“For
food...”


“Yep.”


“You're
crazy,” I laugh.


“You
won't be saying that when we're chowing down on some rich people
food.” Bentley responds with a smile and a nod of his head.


“You're
probably right,” I say as we turn down the main street which
leads all the way to the High District.













It
takes about forty-five minutes for us to get into the High District.
The buildings up here are way fancier than the ones in the lower and
middle districts. It's like we're in a totally different city.


“Do
I have something on my face? Cause I feel like everyone’s
staring at us,” Bentley says, wiping his hand across his mouth.


“Well,
you are walking through the rich part of the city in a pair of beat
up gray sweatpants and a sweatshirt with a Champion logo across the
chest.”


“Good
point,” Bentley starts, “but I just can’t get down
with the clothes here. The leather stuff is too tight, the wool stuff
is way too itchy, and we can’t even afford to glance at
anything else so...”


“Yeah,
tell me about it,” I reply. “So should we ask somebody if
there’s a Seer around here or just wander around aimlessly?”


“Well,
that guy over there isn’t getting anywhere by asking these rich
dudes for help and he’s even wearing proper clothes for this
world,” Bentley says, pointing towards a short, older gentleman
ahead of us who is now leaning against the side of a store, looking
distressed.


“Maybe
we should help him out,” I say.


“Wait,”
Bentley says, coming to a stop right in the center of the road. “Look
at him...”


I
stare at the man for a few seconds, but I have no idea what Bentley
wants me to see.


“Dude,
that’s him,” Bentley says.


“Him
who?”


“Remember
in Ester? I said they were talking about a dwarf asking for help?”


“Hmm...”
I muse, not really seeing it.


Sure
the guy is a little shorter than I am, has a decent beard—nothing
long and dwarf-like, but decent—and looks pretty sturdy for his
size. But dwarf is not really popping out at me here.


“I
don’t know man, kinda?” I say, still not sure.


“It’s
definitely him. I can feel it. And I always trust my gut feelings,”
Bentley says, patting his stomach.


“Let’s
ask him then.”


Bentley
is already walking towards the guy by the time I finish my sentence.
The closer we get, the more I can kinda see some dwarf-ness. Of
course, all I have to go on is what the dwarves looked like in movies
and stuff, so...


“Excuse
me,” Bentley says as we approach the man, “are you a
dwarf?”


Aaaannd
he just comes out and says it. No small talk, no trying to gauge the
situation before asking, nothing.


“Aye
lad, although it seems nobody believes this to be true,” the
dwarf answers.


“Yes!
I knew it,” Bentley yells excitedly. “Where did you come
from? Where are the other dwarves? Are you from another world like we
are?”


“Whoa
whoa whoa, slow down lad,” the dwarf says, holding his hands
out, “one question at a time.”


“Sorry,”
Bentley says, shooting me an ‘I told you so’ look.


“Where
I come from, is the city of Stonegard,” the dwarf states
proudly.


Bentley
has the biggest grin on his face and I can tell that we’re
never gonna hear the end of his boasting about finding a dwarf.


“As
for where the other dwarves are,” the dwarfs prideful look
quickly turns gloomy, “well, that’s a long story.”







CHAPTER
 5


The
Stone Dwarves












The
door to our room at the inn swings open so hard it almost flies off
its hinges. The story Grimold—that’s our new dwarf
friend's name by the way—told us on our way back to the inn has
Bentley all fired up. 



“You
guys will not believe what we just found out,” Bentley says,
rushing into our room. 



From
the looks on everyone’s face, Bentley just scared the heck out
of them with his sudden kicking open of the door.


I step
into the room behind Bentley, followed by Grimold.


“Who’s
that guy?” Ryry asks.


“That’s
Grimold,” Bentley says with an enormous smile on his face,
“he’s a dwarf from Stonegard.”


“The
largest city of dwarves in Questworld?” EJ asks, intrigued.


“Uh,
we’ll, it’s the only city of dwarves now,” Bentley
says a little less excitedly.


“Maybe
we should let Grimold tell everybody what’s going on?” I
suggest, and Bentley nods his head and extends his arms, inviting
Grimold to have the floor.


Grimold
clears his throat as he stands in the center of the room. I’m
pretty sure he wasn’t expecting to be put on the spot like
this, but that doesn’t deter him from telling his story.


“As
your friends have said, my name is Grimold, from the City of
Stonegard,” Grimold starts, “what’s left of it,
anyway.”


This
gets everyone’s attention, and they all stop fiddling with what
they were doing and now give Grimold their full attention.


“I
will keep my tale short, as time is of the essence. As you may know,
we dwarves are miners by trade. We pride ourselves on mining only the
best gems around and selling them at a fair price. Unfortunately, one
group of dwarves ended up mining the wrong gem, and all dwarves ended
up paying a heavy price,” Grimold says glumly.


He
takes a seat on one of the empty stools by the wall before continuing
his story.


“I
can only tell you what has been passed down to me, for I have no
first hand knowledge of the incident, but somehow, a group of dwarves
mined the eye of an elemental.”


“The
eye of an elemental? Is that the name of a fancy stone or do you mean
like, a real elementals eye?” Brie asks.


“I
wish it was only the name of a fancy stone lass,” Grimold
replies.


“How
do you mine an elementals eye without it knowing what’s
happening and stopping it?” Ryry asks skeptically.


“Alas,
I do not have an answer for that,” Grimold says. “For
hundreds of years, the elementals have slept. Their time had come and
gone long ago, and their stories have drifted into mere fairy tales,
used to frighten young children. But we dwarves found out the hard
way that those fairy tales were anything but tales for children.”


“If
I remember, Questworld Three had a side quest where you had to awaken
elementals who were under a suspended animation spell. Perhaps that
has something to do with this,” EJ says more to himself than
anyone else.


“I
do not know of this Questworld you speak of, but after the eye was
mined, the elemental did indeed awaken, but when we could not produce
the eye, the elemental went into a rage, killing the dwarves who
mined the eye and turning all the remaining dwarves to stone,”
Grimold says.


“If
all the dwarves were turned to stone, how are you here?” Ryry
asks.


“Every
couple years, the elemental turns one dwarf back to normal and sends
them out to search for it’s missing eye. If the dwarf can bring
back the eye, the elemental will reverse the spell on all the
dwarves, but if the dwarf comes back empty handed, they’re
turned back into stone and another dwarf is given the same chance.”


“That’s
terrible,” Brie says.


“That’s
not the worst part, lass. If the dwarf doesn’t come back at
all, or comes back later than one year, the elemental will destroy
the remaining stone dwarves.”


“And
you think James’s unscratchable ruby is the elementals eye,
don’t you?” Ryry asks.


“Nobody
but the dwarves who mined it ever saw what the eye looked like, and
with them gone, every dwarf since has only known its color,”
Grimold replies.


“If
James’s ruby is an elementals eye, it makes sense why nothing
can damage it. To do any damage to an elemental in Questworld, you
needed a weapon with Adamite properties,” EJ explains, “and
I doubt any gem crafter is using tools made of Adamite.”


“Wait,
if that’s its eye, does that mean it’s looking at us
right now? Can it see us?” Brie asks.


“I
don’t think it works like that,” EJ answers.


“So
what happens when the elemental gets its eye back? Is it just gonna
forgive and forget the entire thing and turn all the dwarves back to
normal?” Ryry asks, sounding even more skeptical than before.


“I
hope so, lass,” Grimold replies.


“If
he doesn’t, then what? You think we can fight an elemental?”
Bentley asks, and from his tone I can’t tell if he actually
wants to fight it or if he’s scared that we might have to fight
it. But knowing him, it’s probably the first one.


“Without
Adamite, we wouldn’t be able to do anything to an elemental,”
EJ says.


“That’ll
be hard to come by, lad. They mine Adamite in the northern lands. The
weather alone makes it difficult to mine, let alone finding some in
the first place,” Grimold says.


“And
buying it is out of the question,” EJ starts, “we have
nowhere near the funds to buy even a small Adamite weapon.”


“So
what are our options?” I ask.


“If
that’s really it’s eye, we just gotta hope it keeps its
word. That’s all we can really do at this point,” EJ
replies.


“Or
we can just stay out of something that doesn’t concern us,”
Ryry starts. “Just give him the ruby and be done with it.”


“We
can’t do that,” Bentley speaks up.


“Okay,
group chat,” I say, gathering everybody up into a huddle on the
far side of the room.


Grimold
continues to sit on the stool as we whisper among ourselves.


“I
agree with Bentley. If there’s any way we can help, I think we
should,” I say.


“We
can help by just giving him the ruby and not risk getting ourselves
killed by an elemental,” Ryry replies, angrily.


“I’m
gonna have to side with James and Bentley on this one. We can’t
just leave all those dwarves turned to stone,” Brie says.


“Besides,”
Bentley says, rubbing his hand on the back of his head, “I
already, sorta promised him we would help on the way down here.”


“Of
course you did,” Ryry says, turning and leaving the huddle as
Bentley let's out a sigh.


“She'll
be fine,” Brie says. “You know she's coming no matter
what she says.” 



“So
we doing this?” I ask.


“I
don't know how much we can do with the equipment we've got, but I
agree that we need to help if we can,” EJ says.


“Okay
then, lets go save some dwarves.” Bentley says, punching his
hand into his fist.







CHAPTER
 6


Stonegard












Four
and a half days of walking to get to the gates of Stonegard. Four and
a half boring, uneventful days. There were no wild animals trying to
eat us, or bandits trying to rob us. Nothing. Just a lot of
complaining, especially from Ryry.


And
now we’re here, staring at the giant stone doors that lead deep
into the mountain city of Stonegard. And by giant I mean giant, like
they gotta be a hundred feet tall. Each door has half a dwarf face
carved into it, making a sweet looking dwarf face when they are both
closed. Looking at these double doors, I kinda wish we were still
walking on the road. At least on the road there aren’t any
angry earth elementals waiting to smash us into paste.


Grimold
looks just as nervous standing here as we do. This entire thing could
go super smooth or horribly disastrous, and he knows it.


“Are
we gonna stand here and stare at the giant stone doors or are we
gonna go in and get smashed into pancakes by a giant elemental?”
Ryry asks impatiently.


“Should
that door be slightly opened like that?” Bentley asks, pointing
towards the right door which seems to be open just a bit.


“Nay
lad, it shouldn’t,” Grimold answers, unstrapping his
battle axe from his back. “We had best be on our guard.”


“Wonderful,”
Ryry says under her breath, “an elemental and unknown danger.
This thing just keeps getting better and better.”


Grimold
walks over to the stone doors and pushes them open. For something
that big, he seems to be opening them with ease.


Dust
and tiny bits of rock fall down from the top of the doorway as the
doors swing open without even a creak. Grimold stands in the center
of the doorway, just staring straight ahead. After a few seconds
Bentley walks up behind Grimold and puts his hand on his shoulder.


“Don’t
worry dude, we got your back,” he says calmly.


I wish
I could believe Bentley as much as he believes himself, but we are so
unprepared for this that we don’t even have our own backs, let
alone Grimold’s if things go sideways in here.


“I
have a bad feeling about this,” Brie whispers.


“Faewood
bad or just bad, bad?” I ask.


“Just
bad, bad,” she replies.


“Well,
when it gets to be Faewood bad, let me know so we can run,” I
say, only partially joking.


“All
right, let’s head in,” Grimold says, walking through the
giant doorway, “but be weary. We don’t know what could be
waiting for us inside.”


Aaaannd,
here we go. Time to face a ticked off elemental and try not to get
squashed. 



We
follow Grimold through the giant doors and to my surprise, it’s
really bright in here. Lit torches line the walls every few feet of
the giant tunnel we’re now standing in. The path to Stonegard
had a tunnel that spiraled down deep under the mountain before you
entered the actual city. So far, this looks exactly the way it did in
Questworld.


“How
are all these torches staying lit?” Bentley asks. “Didn’t
you say you left here like, ten months ago or something?”


“You
have the dwarven mages to thank for that, lad. They’re called
ever-light torches. As long at those torches are on the wall, they’ll
never go out,” Grimold replies.


“Nice,”
Bentley says.


As we
go deeper into the mountain, I notice EJ’s trailing behind us a
bit. I slow down a little so he catches up to me.


“I
hope the reason you’re so quiet is that you're finalizing a
killer plan to get us out of this if it goes bad,” I say.


“I
got nothing,” EJ replies. “If this thing goes south, we
just gotta hope we can outrun an angry elemental who can travel
through this entire mountain like its swimming through water.”


“Well,
that’s a terrifying thought. Thanks for that,” I reply.


I wish
EJ hadn’t reminded me of that minor fact. Fighting elementals
in Questworld was a pain because they could go into the ground and
re-appear somewhere else in the blink of an eye. I thought I was
scared before, but now that EJ put that image in my head, I’m
terrified.


The
only one of us even close to being able to hold off an elemental—at
least for a short amount of time—is Brie, and even then, it’s
only if she can tap into that humongous power she had when we fought
Vanika. I just hope that if it comes to fighting, we don't need to
get our butts kicked again in order for Brie to unleash that power.


Five
minutes of silent walking and we're at the bottom of the ramp. Ahead
of us is a stone road, with gigantic stone buildings on either side,
exactly like it was in Questworld. The only difference is that
instead of a bunch of dwarves going about their day and having a good
time, there's nothing but stone statues. 



“Oh
man...” EJ says from just behind me.


It's
an eerie sight. The dwarf statues are just posed in whatever position
they were in at the time the elemental turned them into stone. They
don't look frightened or like they were in a rush to get away or
anything, which means they had no warning that this was coming. The
more we walk through the city, the more of a déjà vu
feeling I get. I feel a tap on my shoulder which almost causes me to
jump out of my skin.


“Sorry,”
Brie says, walking just behind me. “You know how you wanted to
know when bad, bad turned into Faewood bad? Well, now it's Faewood
bad."


“Great,”
I say, unenthusiastically.


By
this time, we reach the center of the city, and I’m taken back
to the vision I had when I first touched the ruby. This is the place.
This is what I saw in my vision, or whatever it was that happened.


“We're
here,” Grimold says, coming to a stop.


As if
on cue, everything starts to rumble, and something starts rising out
of the ground just ahead of us.


“We
gotta run, now, like right now!” Brie exclaims, grabbing onto
my arm.


Before
we can move, giant spikes of stone burst from the ground, trapping us
in some sort of makeshift corral like we were a bunch of cows or
something. Out of the ground ahead of us comes a giant mass of stone,
almost like a stone snowman. It's one, giant red eye stares down at
us as the rocks—where I assume its mouth is— open up in
what looks like a jagged smile.


“So
you have returned,” the elemental says, in a booming, gravelly
voice that vibrates off the surrounding buildings. “And I see
you have something for me.”


Grimold
pulls out the ruby I gave him and holds it up in the air. The
elemental's smile gets wider, and suddenly I have a really bad
feeling about this.







CHAPTER
 7


Worse
Than Faewood Bad












Staring
up at this giant, grinning elemental is terrifying. Now I know what
Spider-man feels like when he’s fighting that Sandman guy,
cause that’s exactly what this elemental looks like, except
that it’s made of rock instead of sand, which I think makes
this situation way worse than Spider-man’s.


“Something’s
not right here,” I hear EJ whisper. 



The
elemental forms a giant arm and hand from its right side and reaches
down to grab the ruby. That’s when I glimpse it. Just for a
split second. A tiny glow from the left side of its face, right where
the eye that Grimold's holding is supposed to go, and then it all
clicks.


“No!”
I yell out to Grimold, “It’s the heart!”


Too
late. The elemental grabs the stone from Grimold’s hand and
opens its left eye with an even bigger smile on its face.


“Mwahahahaha,”
the elemental laughs, a booming laugh that shakes everything around
us. “You have my thanks, dwarf.”


The
elemental opens a small hole in its chest and places the ruby inside.


“I
knew this was a terrible idea,” I hear Ryry say from right
behind me.


“Eye
or heart, I have delivered the gem as requested,” Grimold
starts, “now I ask that you turn my fellow dwarves back to
normal as promised.”


The
elemental's smile seems to get wider, if that’s even possible.
It bends down to get close to Grimold and I really hope it doesn’t
eat him.


“I
do not remember making such a promise,” the elemental replies.


Suddenly,
the ground beneath Grimold’s feet creeps up his legs, and
within seconds he’s completely turned to stone.


“Hey!”
Bentley yells. “You got your heart back, let the dwarves go!”


“Why?”
the elemental booms. “So the next generation of dwarves can
make the same mistake these ones have?”


None
of us say anything as the elementals smiling face turns very serious.


“No,”
the elemental starts, “I think I prefer them this way, less of
a nuisance don’t you think?”


The
elemental shifts through the ground, slowly circling around us.


“But
enough about the dwarves, it’s time to decide what to do with
the five of you,” the elemental says, a smile returning to its
face. “While it’s true that you had no part in how this
atrocity began, the fact that you have witnessed its conclusion is a
bit concerning. Especially after the bald ones outburst a few moments
ago.”


“Look,
we don’t want any trouble. We were just hired to escort the
dwarf from Rutol to Stonegard and make sure nothing happened to him
along the way. We have no desire to get involved with whatever
dispute you and the dwarves may have had. We got the dwarf here in
one piece. Job done,” EJ says authoritatively.


“I
see, so you’re just a group of mercenaries then?” the
elemental responds.


“In
a sense,” EJ answers.


Is EJ
really trying to bluff our way out of this situation? I mean, he
sounds pretty convincing. Heck, even I’m starting to think
we’re mercenaries at this point. Unfortunately, the elemental
starts to laughs its grating laugh once again, and I’m pretty
sure all of us can tell that this is about to go from bad to worse.


“I
give you credit human,” the elemental starts, “that was
almost a convincing speech. If not for the bald ones objection
earlier, I may have given you the benefit of the doubt and let you
all walk out of here.”


“Of
course it’s Bentley’s fault, it’s always Bentley’s
fault,” I hear Ryry mutter under her breath.


I
wouldn’t put all the blame on Bentley at this point. I don’t
think this elemental had any plans to let us go either way. The real
question now is, what in the world are we going to do? If this turns
into a fight, we’re severely at a disadvantage here, especially
being stuck in this little corral the elemental has us in.


“The
bald one, as you call him, can sometimes get a little too invested in
our clients problems. Trust me, it means nothing. Whatever happens
next between you and the dwarves is none of our business. We walk out
of here now, and we’re gone. Job done. We go about our day, and
you never see us again,” EJ says again, sounding pretty legit.


“Is
that so?” The elemental says with a smile. “Then you have
no objections if I do this.”


A huge
pillar of stone shoots out of the ground, up into the air and arches
back down, heading straight for one of the nearby stone dwarves.


“Noooo!”
Brie yells.


The
stone pillar stops just inches before smashing the dwarf into pieces.
The elemental’s laugh echoes all around us as it shifts itself
through the ground to the other side of the corral, closer to EJ. The
elemental bends down and gets right next to EJ’s face.


“It
seems the rest of your party doesn’t share your lack of
compassion,” the elemental hisses.


The
elemental shifts through the ground again and reappears in front of
us. 



“It
was a good try human,” the elemental says, once again in its
booming voice, “but your friends expose the falsity in your
claims.”


Suddenly,
the stone surrounding us slides back into the ground.


“I
am in a sporting mood though, so I’ll give you the chance to
escape,” the elemental says, it’s giant smile returning
to its face. “Now run along humans and do try to make this
somewhat entertaining.”


And
with that, the elemental raises its fist into the air, preparing to
crush us before we can even move.







CHAPTER
 8


The
Great Escape












I
close my eyes, crouch down, and uselessly put my hands over my head,
as if they're really gonna block a ten ton fist of stone from turning
me into a pancake.







THOOM!







The
sound echoes around me as I open my eyes. Somehow, we’re not a
bunch of pancakes, instead, we’re all under a bright blue
glowing dome. I look around and see Brie holding her arms up and then
it all comes together.


“We
gotta run!” Ryry yells.


“I
can’t hold this shield and run at the same time! I need to
concentrate!” Brie yells back.







THOOM!







The
elemental's fist hits the top of the dome once again, causing Brie to
flinch. There’s no time to think, we need to run, Brie can’t
run, so there’s only one thing to do.


“I
got you!” I yell, running towards Brie.







THOOM!







I wrap
my arms around Brie’s legs and lift her up, putting her over my
right shoulder.


“What
are you doing?!” she yells.


“Just
keep the shield up!” I yell back.


I turn
and start running back the way we came. I’ve never tried
running with somebody over my shoulder. Bentley makes this seem like
it’s the easiest thing to do, but let me tell you, it’s
not the easiest thing to do. Also, everyone else is running ahead of
me. At this pace, they’re gonna be too far ahead of me for Brie
to keep the shield on all of us.







THOOM!







I feel
Brie flinch as the elemental's fist pounds into the shield. The
ground in front of us rises, and a giant stone wall blocks our path. 



“Let
me out of the shield!” Bentley yells.


Brie
pulls the shield back a bit as Bentley runs ahead of everyone. Now
running outside the shield, he spins around and swings his giant axe
in front of him like he’s swinging a baseball bat. An orange
wave of energy comes out of his axe, slamming into the wall and
blowing a gigantic hole in it. We all run through the hole and by
this point I’m losing a lot of steam.


“I
can’t keep this pace up much longer! We need another plan!”
I yell, feeling my legs get that burning feeling when you run for too
long.


EJ
turns his head towards us, “Brie, can you make a smaller shield
and just put it up to block what’s coming at us!?”


“I
think so!” 



“Then
when we reach the ramp, take the dome shield down and just throw
smaller shields up to block whatever this thing throws at us!”
EJ yells, turning his attention towards Bentley.


“Bentley!”


“What?!”
Bentley answers, shooting a quick glance over his shoulder.


“When
did you learn how to use Earth Strike, and can you use it again?!”
EJ yells.


“About
thirty seconds ago,” Bentley yells back, “and... maybe!?”




“We’re
gonna drop the shield at the ramp, so you gotta take care of anything
Brie can’t handle!” EJ yells.


“I
got it covered!” Bentley responds confidently.







THOOM!







Brie
flinches once again, but this time, the shield wavers.


“Ryry,
if this thing spawns any smaller elementals like they did in
Questworld, they’re all yours!” EJ yells.


“Got
it!” Ryry replies.


The
spiraling ramp leading towards the giant stone doors is just ahead of
us, but we’re still a long way from getting out of this thing
in one piece. 








THOOM!







The
shield shakes even more this time and I can tell Brie's concentration
is starting to waver. Good thing is, we’re just about at the
ramp. Bad thing is, the elemental is still chasing us.


Another
wall pops up in front of us, and another Earth Strike from Bentley
blows a hole in it for us to run through.


“Okay,
drop the shield and just spot block!” EJ yells. 



Brie
drops the shield and slides off of my shoulder. I thought running
with someone over my shoulder was hard, but having to run up a steep
ramp after running with someone over my shoulder is super hard. I’m
pretty sure my legs are actually on fire with the way they’re
hurting, I just can’t risk looking down to check.


I do
risk looking over my shoulder though, and to my surprise, the
elemental is not following us up the ramp.


“It’s
not following us!” I yell.


A
pillar of rock shoots out from the right wall, and Brie gets a small
shield up to block it. She’s like Captain America or something
right now.


“Apparently
it doesn’t need to!” Ryry yells back.


The
pillars come at us from all sides. Bentley is Earth Striking anything
in front of us, Brie is barely blocking every other side of us, and
the rest of us are just running. I feel so useless right now.


Brie
turns to throw up a shield to the right of us and just as another
pillar shoots out from the left.


“Brie!”
I yell.


She
turns and gets her other arm up just in time to form a small shield
and stop us from getting squashed from both sides. I don’t know
how she’s managing this and keeping up with us, but I’m
glad she is.


“Mwahahahahaha,”
the elementals laugh seems to come at us from every angle.


Suddenly,
both the left and right walls seem to be coming at us extremely fast.
Brie gets both hands out and blocks each side, but the impact sends
her to her knees. A pillar from the ceiling shoots out above her and
I barely manage to push her out of the way.


“Brie!”
I yell as she falls to the ground.


Despite
my best effort, I think the pillar clipped the side of her head.


“Brie’s
down!” EJ yells, “Bentley!”


“I
got it!” Bentley turns and runs back towards us.


Another
pillar shoots down from the ceiling, but Bentley smashes it before it
hits us.


“I
got her, just keep running!” Bentley says, grabbing the
semi-conscious Brie and tossing her over his shoulder.


Pillars
of rock shoot out from all sides and all we can do is dodge while
Bentley Earth Strikes half of them as best he can. With only one arm,
his swings are not as forceful and his Earth Strikes are not doing
the damage they were when he had both arms to swing with.


I feel
like I’m in that old game Battletoads, where you had to drive a
floating bike thing down a tunnel and avoid all these walls that
would pop out in front of you faster and faster.


“We’re
almost there!” Ryry yells as we reach the top of the ramp.


I can
see the stone doors a few hundred feet ahead of us, but for some
reason they’re starting to close.


Ryry
and EJ make it to the doors first, trying their best to keep the
doors from closing, but it’s no use. They’re slowly
getting pushed aside by the giant doors.


“Just
go through!” Bentley yells, putting his axe over the same
shoulder he’s got Brie on.


EJ and
Ryry run through the doors, which are still a little ways ahead of
us. 



“Run!”
Bentley yells at me, grabbing onto the hood of my hoodie with his
free hand and practically dragging me behind him. I can feel the door
brush against my arm as we run through.







SLAM!







As the
doors slam shut and I fall to the ground, I can hear the elemental
roaring behind me. I turn around, totally expecting to see the
elemental baring down on me, but to my surprise, there’s
nothing there.


“Where
is it?!” Bentley yells, having placed Brie on the ground and
holding his axe at the ready.


“It
can’t come out,” EJ says, sounding almost surprised.


“What
do you mean it can’t come out?” Ryry asks, also in a
fighting stance.


“In
Questworld, elementals were tied to certain areas,” EJ starts,
“I don’t think the elemental can leave the mountain
range.”


“Awesome,”
Bentley says, dropping his axe and flopping onto the ground.


I walk
over to Brie, who is just now starting to come to. “Are you
okay?”


“I
think so,” she says, sitting up and touching the side of her
head with her hand, which causes her to wince a bit.


“It
looks like you got a giant knot on the side of your head, but it
doesn’t look too bad.” I say.


“Yeah,
I’m still a little dizzy,” Brie replies, laying down on
the ground.


“So
now what?” Ryry asks, taking a seat next to Brie.


“Now
we figure out how to kill an elemental,” Bentley answers
firmly.







CHAPTER
 9


Elemental
Fallout












Everyone
was silent for the half hour or so it took us to walk from the
Stonegard entrance to where we've now set up camp. I think everyone
is pretty shaken up by everything that went down today. Everyone's
just sitting around the fire silently, except for Brie, who is laying
down off to the side of us with a makeshift ice pack on her head that
she made by freezing some water with one of her spells.


“So
I'm just gonna say it,” Ryry starts, “as much as we want
to help those dwarves, we're way out of our league on this one, even
more so than the Vanika thing.”


“We
can't just leave them there as statues,” Bentley says.


“Did
anything that happened today convince you we can take that thing in a
straight up fight and win?” Ryry asks.


“Yeah,
I'll agree that we were way unprepared today, but if we get some
Adamite, maybe—”


“Really?”
Ryry cuts Bentley off mid-sentence. “Adamite? Where do you
expect to get a weapon made of Adamite?”


“Grimold
said up north they mig—”


“So
we're just gonna head up north, mine some extremely hard to find
Adamite, craft a weapon out of it, and then storm into battle with an
elemental?” Ryry asks, and I can tell she's annoyed.


“So
what's your big plan then?” Bentley asks, clearly fed up with
Ryry at this point. “You criticize a lot of the things we come
up with, but you never come up with anything yourself. So what should
we do, oh great one? Give us your wisdom.”


“I
don't have a plan to fight an elemental, because we never should've
gotten into this situation in the first place,” Ryry says,
getting to her feet. “What we should have been doing, was
trying to find a way back home. That's what we should have been
doing.”


“And
how do we go bout that? We woke up in the middle of a field and
almost got eaten by a giant worm. We went back to that field about
ten times searching for clues, and there's nothing there. What else
are we supposed to do?” Bentley responds.


“Find
more people like us? I don't know. All I know is we need to stop
running off and getting ourselves into situations that will one day
get us all killed.”


“It
took Aranel eight hundred years to bump into us,” EJ chimes in,
“Even if somebody gets transported here a day or two after we
did, if Aranel's time frame is legit, that means we could be eighty
or ninety years old by the time two days pass in the real world.”


“Then
we find somebody who came here before us,” Ryry says.


“How?
Put up a flyer that says 'if you're from another world, hit us up so
we can chat?'” Bentley asks.


“Actually,
that's not a bad idea,” I say, but I don't think anyone's
listening to me right now.


“For
once I agree,” Ryry says. “That's a much better idea than
trying to fight an elemental, or better yet, trying to convince one
we were hired mercs for protection.”


“Hey,
it was the only thing I could think of. I thought if we could
convince the elemental we were just hired protection, it would let us
go,” EJ answers.


“Do
we look like hired protection? We're kids! Who's gonna believe that a
bunch of kids are hired mercs?”


“I
didn't have much time to come up with an elaborate tale or anything.
It was spur of the moment,” EJ replies.


“You
couldn't think of anything else besides that?” Ryry says
angrily. “It almost got one of the dwarves smashed.”


“Like
I knew it was gonna do that!?” EJ snaps back.


“If
Brie hadn't said anything, would you have tried to stop it? Or would
you have let that dwarf get crushed? Because to me, it sure looked
like you were gonna let that dwarf get smashed just to sell your
bluff,” Ryry says harshly.


“Enough,
I’m not arguing with you right now,” EJ says, turning and
walking off.


Ryry
scoffs loudly, and walks off in the opposite direction.


“So
that went well,” Brie says, pushing herself up to a sitting
position.


“She
just needs to blow off some steam, you know how she is,” I say.


“Dude,
we can’t leave them there as statues. You agree with me,
right?” Bentley asks.


“Yeah,
I wouldn’t feel right if we left them like that and did
nothing. But Ryry also has a point,” I start, “I mean, we
got lucky with the Vanika thing. She wasn’t at her full power
yet, but this is a full on, ancient earth elemental. It took raid
groups of like twenty people to take one out in Questworld. The five
of us don’t stand a chance in a straight up fight.” 



“What
about asking Aranel to get some elves and help us out?” Brie
asks.


“We
haven’t heard from Aranel over the guild stones in a while. Who
knows what he’s up to,” Bentley says, “Besides, in
the early Questworld games, elves and dwarves weren’t on good
terms, so there’s a chance they might not even wanna help at
all.”


“That’s
true,” Brie whispers.


EJ
slowly walks back towards us and takes a seat on the other side of
the fire.


“I
don’t know if I was gonna stop it,” EJ mumbles.


“Huh?”
Bentley asks.


“The
elemental,” EJ starts, a look of guilt coming over his face, “I
don’t know if I was gonna stop it from crushing the dwarf.”


“Dude,
you did what you thought you had to do to get us out of there,”
Bentley says, putting his arm around EJ’s shoulder. “I
know you woulda said something to stop it, Brie just beat you to it.”


“I
don’t know,” EJ says, shaking his head.


“And
if it wasn’t for your quick thinking during the escape train,
we wouldn’t have made it outta there at all,” I say.


“Yeah,
don’t let Ryry get to you,” Brie starts, “you know
she’s impossible to deal with when she’s in one of her
moods.”


“I
guess,” EJ replies.


“I
think we should all just get some rest, let Ryry cool down a bit, and
in the morning, we’ll figure out our next move. Today has been
way too crazy to figure things out now,” I say.


“Yeah,
I think that’s the best plan I’ve heard all day,”
Brie says, laying back down with her ice pack on her head.







CHAPTER
 10


The
Northern Monfolk












Maybe
it was all that running for our lives yesterday, but I slept great
last night. Well, as great as someone can when they’re sleeping
on the ground. Unfortunately, I fell asleep before Ryry got back to
the fire, but I hope she cooled off enough that we can have a
somewhat civil conversation today that won’t end in a fight.


Bentley
was up before all of us, getting the fire going again and heating up
some breakfast, which in case you’re wondering is some sorta
oatmeal concoction we got before we left Rutol.


“So
I was doing some thinking—” EJ says, but Ryry cuts him
off before he can finish his thought.


“Before
we get into whatever crazy plan you thought up, I got a couple things
I wanna say. First, I wanna apologize for last night. I was angry,
and I shouldn’t have said some of the things I said,”
Ryry says.


“It’s
fine, don’t worry about it,” EJ replies, “we were
all a little stressed last night.”


“Yeah,
I didn’t mean to snap at you either Ry,” Bentley says,
“sorry about that.”


“Second,
and I can’t believe I’m gonna say this, but if we’re
gonna attempt to save the dwarves, and I know you idiots are, have
you considered asking the stable towns for help?”


“What
do you mean?” I ask before stuffing a spoonful of oatmeal into
my mouth.


“Well,
we did try to get a bunch of ghosts to fight a bunch of goblins, so
why not try to get a bunch of monsters to fight an elemental?”
Ryry says.


“Hmm,”
EJ mutters to himself.


“All
right, now I’ve seen everything,” Bentley says loudly,
tossing his spoon into his bowl of oatmeal and throwing his hands in
the air. “First there’s an apology, and then there’s
a plan that’s just as ‘Bentley’ as one of my own?
Did we wake up in the Twilight Zone or something?”


“Did
you just use your own name as an adjective?” EJ asks.


“I’m
thinking more like a trademark or something, but yeah,” Bentley
replies with a smile, “that plan is a Bentley Special if I ever
heard one.”


“And
like most Bentley Specials, I’d say there’s only a five
to ten percent chance of it being a good idea, and that’s being
generous,” Ryry says. “Besides, it can’t be any
worse than whatever plan you idiots were about to come up with.”


“I
don’t know if I should take that as a compliment or an insult,
but thanks?” Bentley responds.


“It’s
actually not a bad idea at all,” EJ says. “We know the
stable towns have a hard time trading and getting supplies, so if we
can convince the monfolk to help free the dwarves, in exchange for
the dwarves help with trading and supplies, it might get us the raid
group we need to take down the elemental.”


“How
do we know the dwarves will help the monfolk when they’re
de-stoned?” I ask.


“We’ll
just have to cross that bridge when we come to it I guess,” EJ
replies.


“Oh
man, since we’re going with the Ryry Special this time, does
that mean I get to be the one to complain about everything all the
way there and back?” Bentley says with a laugh.


“If
you do, I swear I’ll stab you in the leg while you sleep,”
Ryry says jokingly... I think.


“Does
anyone have any idea where one of these stable towns are?” Brie
asks.


“I
heard there was a big one in the northern lands, near the ice
fields,” EJ replies.


“The
ice fields near Meltwater City?” Ryry asks.


“Yeah,”
EJ answers.


“That
area was for like level twenty characters in Questworld. If it’s
the same here, it’s probably swarming with Burbeasts,” I
say.


“That’s
the only stable town I’ve ever heard mentioned in Rutol,”
EJ says.


“How
do we know we’re not like level sixty already? Maybe we’re
max level and don’t know it,” Bentley says.


“I’ve
actually been doing some thinking on our levels lately,” EJ
starts. “If my calculations are correct, I’d put us all
around level fourteen or fifteen, except for Ryry and Bentley, who
I’d put closer to sixteen, especially Bentley, after using
Earth Strike yesterday.”


“So
the five of us together could take on one, maybe two Burbeast at a
time?” I ask.


“I’d
say that’s about right,” EJ answers.


“Well...?”
I ask, turning towards Ryry who just shakes her head.


“I
guess we don’t have a choice, do we?” Ryry answers,
shrugging her shoulders.


“We’re
gonna need a boat to get to the northern lands,” Brie says.


“Then
we head to Farrbank and hitch a ride with someone,” Bentley
says. “It should be kinda close to where we are now.”


“And
thus begins the plan’s downward spiral,” Ryry comments.


“Huh?”
I ask.


“Farrbank?
The pirate town?” Ryry says.  “The plan is to hitch a
ride to the northern lands on a pirate ship?”


“You
got a better idea?” Bentley asks.


Ryry
huffs and shakes her head, “no, I don’t.”


“Farrbank
isn’t all pirates though, maybe we’ll get lucky and find
a non-piratey fishing ship or something,” I say.


“With
our luck? Doubtful,” Ryry replies, plopping herself down on a
log to eat her plate of oatmeal.







CHAPTER
 11


Yo
Ho Ho Mateys












Okay,
not that I’m really complaining about it, but we never get any
random encounters when we’re traveling somewhere. I mean, in
Questworld, every twenty seconds you were running into an enemy, but
here? Nothing.


No
bandits, or packs of wolves, or random orcs just wandering around
waiting for you to get close so they can aggro and attack you.


Like I
said, I’m not complaining, but these long, multi-day trips from
town to town are ridiculously boring.


“Are
we almost there yet?” I ask, only half joking at this point.


“I
think so,” EJ says, “it’s kinda hard to gauge
distance when you’re looking at a map that was hand drawn from
memory.”


“Well,
it smells like we’re getting close,” Bentley says, giving
the air a good sniff, “smell that salty sea air.”


“Uh,
yeah, you’re not weird or anything,” Ryry says.


“Salty
smelling air or not, I think he’s right,” EJ says as we
come to the top of a ridge. 



From
the top of the ridge I can see what I assume is Farrbank off in the
distance, right on the edge of what should be the Pairest Sea.


“Told
you we were close,” Bentley boasts.


“Close
still looks pretty far away,” Brie says.


“Eh,
maybe another hour or so, don’t be a wuss,” Bentley says,
walking down the ridge.













An
hour or so? Try more like two and a half. And so far, nobody's been
able to direct us to anyone who can sail us to the northern land. On
top of that, everyone in Farrbank is staring at us like we’re a
bunch of aliens or something.


“Dude,
is it just me, or is everyone here grilling us hard,” Bentley
asks.


“It’s
not just you,” I reply.


“Have
you looked in a mirror lately? We don’t exactly look like
pirates, or regular Questworld people for that matter,” Ryry
says.


Traveling
for three quarters of the day like we have today always makes Ryry
more irritable than normal.


“I
would say the real reason they’re staring at us is because
we’re a group of kids walking alone through a dangerous pirate
town, looking for someone to sail us across the sea,” EJ says.
“I’ll bet word travels quickly in a town like this, so
the right, or wrong people, probably already know why we’re
here.”


“That
should make finding someone to sail us to the northern lands easier,
right?” I ask.


“Possibly,”
EJ replies, “or it’s gonna get us killed. I don’t
think there’s much of a middle ground in this place.”


“Yeah,
it seems pretty shady here,” Bentley chimes in.


“Has
anyone ever told you you’re amazing at making people feel
comfortable, and not at all scared for their lives?” Brie says
in what seems like only a half joking tone.


“How
about we check out that tavern over there?” Bentley says,
pointing towards a sign that’s half hanging off the two chains
meant to keep it in place, and violently swinging back and forth in
the wind.


“The
Murderous Kraken? Yeah, that totally doesn’t sound like a place
where we’re gonna get killed,” Ryry says.


“The
more dangerous the place, the more likely we are to find a pirate to
sail us across the sea right?” Bentley says with a smile.


“I
really, really hate agreeing with you, but you’re probably
right,” Ryry replies. “Still doesn’t make this a
good idea.”


There
it is! They finally agreed on something! Now I know we’re done
for. I’m pretty sure the world is gonna come to an end any
moment now.


Fortunately,
or unfortunately, the world doesn’t come to an end, and now
we’re face to face with the door that will either lead us to
the northern lands, or the bottom of the sea.


“Well,
here goes nothing,” Bentley says, pushing open the door and
stepping into The Murderous Kraken.


A ton
of things went through my mind about what I was gonna see when we
walked in here, like having to duck a bottle being thrown as soon as
we walked in. A couple dudes fighting it out on one side of the bar.
Some waitress smashing a bottle on some drunk dudes head. Maybe even
the bartender yelling at some rowdy pirates to get out.


Nope.


This
is so much worse than any of that. The bar itself is pretty much how
I pictured it. Dimly lit, kinda run down, random styles of tables and
chairs in terrible condition, and a long bar at the back with bottles
lined up behind it.


“Uh...
Hey?” I say nervously.


But,
instead of all that cool action movie bar stuff I thought would be
happening—which would have acted as a nice distraction for us
to sneak in here without causing too much of a scene—everybody
in here just stopped whatever they were doing and are now staring at
us.


Nobody
answers me. Nobody waves, nobody says anything piratey, they just
stare at us. 



“Ahoy,
me hearties! We be needing someone to take us to the northern lands.
Any of you sea dogs going that way be needin a few good hands?”
Bentley blurts out in his best pirate voice.


“Oh
geez, we’re gonna die,” I hear Ryry mutter.


Everyone
in the bar laughs hysterically, like Bentley just told them the
greatest joke in the world, and I really can’t tell if that’s
a good thing or a bad thing.


“I
like these kids!” one burly looking pirate yells. “Get
them a drink on me!”


“Uh,
we’re kinda not old enough to drink,” Bentley responds,
which brings even more laughter from the pirates.


“If
it be help you’re needin, then drinking you be doin! Get over
here lads!” another younger pirate yells, holding his mug in
the air. 



The
young pirate looks a lot less scary than some of the other pirates in
this bar. Well trimmed mustache, short beard, typical pirate looking
clothes and a black bandana on his head.


“What
do we do?” I ask nervously.


“What
do you mean, what do we do? We go over and drink, unless you wanna
upset a bar full of pirates by turning them down,” Ryry says
angrily.


“I’ve
never had alcohol before,” I reply.


“Well
it’s time to man up than, because I’m pretty sure this is
the only way we’re getting outta here in one piece thanks to
you idiots,” Ryry says, turning away from us and walking
towards the younger pirates table.







CHAPTER
 12


A
Drink for a Ship












We all
take a seat at the young pirates table, which also has two bigger,
more bearded and scary looking pirates at it. 



“So
ye be looking for a ship,” the young pirate asks, taking a big
gulp from his mug.


“We
just need to get to the northern lands,” EJ says.


“Well,
ye be in luck mateys, for I have recently acquired a brand new ship
and just be needin a crew to man it.”


“We
have no idea how to crew on a ship,” EJ says.


The
young pirate laughs loudly and takes another sip of his drink. “No
worries ya landlubbers, it be a piece of cake. You’ll be fine
hands by the time I’m done with ya.”


“Does
that mean you’ll take us?” Bentley asks.


“Aye
lad, that be what I’m sayin,” the young pirate answers. 



“Sweet,”
Bentley replies.


“What
be ye names?” one of the bigger pirates asks.


“I’m
Bentley, this is EJ, James, Brie, and that grumpy looking one there
is Ryry.”


Ryry
shoots Bentley one of the angriest looks I’ve ever seen her
make.


“The
names John Walker. This here be Cooper,” John says, pointing to
the pirate that asked us our names, “and Hawkins,” John
points towards the other pirate at the table.


Before
we can say anything more, a woman brings over five mugs—which I
assume are the drinks that first pirate said he was buying us—and
place them in front of us.


“Drink
up mateys!” John yells, finishing up whatever he had in his
mug. “Another round lass!” He yells at the woman who nods
in response.


I look
around at everyone and they look just as hesitant to take a drink as
I am.


“Drink
up mateys!” John yells. “I ain’t be trustin a crew
that don’t enjoy the grog.”


Bentley
grabs his mug and holds it up high.


“Yo
ho!” he yells before downing the whole mug in one shot.


The
face Bentley makes as he slams down his mug makes me feel like
there’s some nasty tasting stuff in there. But it’s too
late to back out now. If we wanna get to the northern lands, we're
gonna have to drink and make nice with some pirates.


I take
the mug and swirl whatever's inside around a bit. It's sort of
brownish color and smells kinda syrupy. I close my eyes and take a
big gulp.


Eww!
It burns going down! 



I
cough a little, which causes our new pirate friends to burst out
laughing.


“There
ya go, lad. That there'll put a little hair on ye chest,” John
says with a laugh. “Now, what business have ye in the northern
lands?”


“Much
like yourself, we’re trying to form a crew of sorts,” EJ
says.


“What
ye be needing a crew for?”


“We
need to kill an earth elemental.”


This
is where I assumed the pirates would all burst out laughing again,
but to my surprise, they seemed to get more serious.


“That
be a mighty big task for a couple a kids. Maybe ye could indulge me
on why ye would be wanting to do this?” John asks.


“It’s
a personal matter,” Bentley answers quickly.


“I
see,” John says, leaning back in his chair as the woman from
before approaches the table and gives all of us fresh drinks. “Ye
must be pretty slighted to be harboring a grudge against an
elemental, considering they be nothin but fairy tales at this point.”


“Sometimes
fairy tales can be more real than real life,” EJ says.


I’m
not sure why Bentley wants to keep the dwarves a secret, but that’s
the vibe I get. EJ must have picked up that same vibe too.


“Fairy
tale or not, ye seem to be serious about this, so ye have my word as
a pirate, ye help crew me ship, and I’ll get ye to the northern
lands,” John says, taking a big gulp from his new drink.


“It's
a deal,” EJ says, extending his hand out.


John
reaches out and shakes EJ's hand.


“Now
that an accord has been struck,” John raises his mug into the
air, “to the northern lands.”


We all
raise our mugs, and I take another gulp of the burning brown liquid.
It's not as bad the second time around, but I’d still prefer
not to be drinking it at all.


“Keep
'em comin lass!” John yells over his shoulder.


Oh
man, he's ordering more drinks?! I don't know how much of this stuff
I can drink. We're not even old enough to be drinking in the first
place, let alone with pirates.


Bentley
seems to have no problems keeping up, the rest of us though, I think
we're gonna be in trouble tomorrow morning.













Yep,
we're in trouble. I woke up today with the worst headache I've ever
had in like, ever. My mouth is super dry, the room is still kinda
spinning a bit, and by the looks on everyone's face, they're
experiencing the same thing I am.


The
only good thing is, John isn’t setting sail until later this
afternoon, so we got some time to recover.


“Dude,
what’s so fun about getting drunk if you feel like this the
next day,” Bentley says, still laying on his bed and covering
his eyes with his arm.


“I
hate you guys right now,” Ryry moans, “like, really hate
you guys.”


Not
wanting to insult our new pirate friend, we all drank maybe three
mugs of whatever that grog stuff was last night before John let us
leave to get some rest.


We
scraped together enough money to get one room above The Murderous
Kraken which was great because we didn't have to walk very far to get
to it, and after those few drinks we had, we couldn't walk that well
to begin with.


Not to
mention that EJ was non stop babbling about some math equation he was
using to figure out our levels, Brie thought everything was super
hilarious, Ryry got annoyed way faster than usual, Bentley basically
turned into a pirate, and I did my best not to spew all over everyone
every time I took a sip of grog.


“I
barely remember anything that happened last night,” Brie moans,
hiding her head under a blanket.


“We
got drunk and now we’re paying for it. That’s all you
need to remember,” Bentley replies.


“We
got our boat ride though,” EJ says from under one of the beds.


“Let’s
just hope that idiot pirate doesn’t make us drink on the ship
every night. If he does, I’m jumping overboard, I don’t
care,” Ryry says.


“I
don’t think he will,” I start, “I’m pretty
sure last night was just him messing with us to see how far we’d
go for a ride to the northern lands.”


“I
think you’re right, but still, being a crew member on a ship is
gonna be hard work, and I’m positive he wasn’t messing
with us on that part of the deal,” Bentley mumbles from under
his pillow.


“Yeah,
I don’t think so either. But maybe we’ll get some easy
positions?” I say.


“I’m
not sure there are easy positions on a boat. You ever see those crab
fishing guys on TV? I have a feeling it’s gonna be like that,”
Bentley reply’s.


“I
guess we’ll find out in a couple hours,” I mutter to
myself, lying on the floor and pulling a pillow over my face.







CHAPTER
 13


Anchors
Away












“That’s
a big boat,” Brie says as we stand on the docks, staring up at
what’s gonna be our ride to the northern lands, The Black
Grail. This ship is huge. The wood is all dark brown, almost black in
color, making it really look piratey.


“Avast
ye tars!” One pirate on the ship yells down to us. “Ye
best be gettin to the poop deck, Captain Walker be waitin on ya.”


“Looks
like it’s time to become pirates,” Bentley says, jogging
over to the ship.


“Oh
geez,” Ryry sighs, “I can already tell this pirate thing
is gonna get way outta hand.”


“Yep,”
I reply.


The
rest of us make our way onto the boat and head to the poop deck,
which we found out was at the back of the ship on top of the
captain’s quarters.


“Since
this be ye first time on a ship, you’ll be swabbin the decks
and helping with the cooking,” Captain John says.


“Great,
probably the cruddiest jobs you can have on a ship,” Ryry
mutters.


“Aye
lass, but it be the best I can do for ya. Everybody be pullin their
weight on a ship, can’t have it look like you lubbers are
gettin a free ride. Wouldn’t be a good look to the rest of the
crew.”


“Yeah,
I get it, doesn’t mean I have to like it,” Ryry replies.


“It
only be for a couple days lass, then ye be formin yer own crew in the
northern lands and we’ll be heading to the east,” Captain
John says.


“What’s
out that way?” EJ asks.


“Let’s
just say there may be some shiny trinkets out in the eastern sea that
I mean to acquire,” Captain John replies.


He
turns away from us and steps towards the front of the poop deck,
facing out to the front of the ship.


“Ahoy!”
he yells, “weigh anchor and hoist the mizzen!”


“Aye
aye Captain!” the crew responds.


Three
crew members pull up the anchor by turning a huge wheel that sorta
looks like a merry-go-round on a playground. It also looks
ridiculously hard to push. A bunch of other pirates pull various
ropes which bring the giant sails up. 



“What
are ye waiting for ye swabs,” Captain John turns towards us,
“Some of ye grab a mop and the rest a ya get to the galley. Ye
gonna have a lot of hungry mouths come nightfall.”


“Group
chat!” I say, gathering everyone up in a huddle. 



“Rock,
paper, scissor?” Bentley asks.


“No
cheating,” Ryry says, “If you slow roll your pick you
automatically get food duty.”


“You
think that’s worse than swabbing the entire deck?” I ask.


“You
wanna be responsible for making thirty pirates mad when you serve
them crappy food?” Ryry responds.


“Good
point,” I say. “Okay, winners get to swab the decks.”













Ryry
talked a good game and convinced us all that swabbing the decks would
be way better than trying to cook food for all thirty something
pirates.


After
three and a half days on this ship, I’m thinking swabbing the
decks is not the better choice. My body aches all over. And for some
reason, we always need to be swabbin this ship, it’s crazy.


The
good thing is, Ryry also won the rock, paper, scissors game, so she’s
been up here swabbing with me and complaining the entire time. 



Meanwhile,
Bentley and Brie are down in the ships kitchen cooking glorified beef
jerky, over seasoned vegetables, and some really dry biscuits and the
crew is happy as can be. What I wouldn’t give to switch jobs
just for a day.


Notice
I didn’t mention EJ? Yeah, he was supposed to be helping swab
the decks with us, but a few hours into the trip he got seasick and
has been throwing up ever since.


“That
be some mighty fine swabbin lad,” Captain John says, stepping
out of his cabin. “The Black Grail's gonna miss ya when we make
landfall.”


“I’m
sure someone else will be more than happy to take our positions when
we’re gone,” Ryry says, resting her mop across her
shoulders.


“If
they know what be good for ‘em they will,” Captain John
laughs.


“Sail
ho!” the pirate in the crows nest yells out.


Captain
John pulls out a small spyglass from his coat pocket and runs up to
the poop deck. I quickly follow him up there, as does Ryry.


“Damn,”
he mutters to himself, looking through the spyglass as what to me
looks like a tiny dot on the horizon. “Of all the times...”


Captain
John runs over to the railing of the poop deck, looking out over the
rest of the ship, “all hands hoy!”


Other
pirates on the main deck yell the same thing, and everyone scrambles
around in a sort of organized chaos.


“Something
tells me this isn’t good,” I say.


“Aye
lad, ye be correct in that assumption,” Captain John says.


“So
what is it? Another pirate ship?” Ryry asks.


“Aye
lass, and it be the worst one too,” Captain John replies.


“What’s
going on?” Bentley asks from behind me.


He
must have heard the commotion and come up from below the ship.


“There’s
another pirate ship behind us,” I answer.


“That
doesn’t sound good,” Bentley says.


“Yeah,
that’s what I said,” I start, “and apparently it’s
worse than just being not good.”


“What
makes you say that?” Bentley asks.


“That
there be a man-o-war,” Captain John says, “and not just
any man-o-war, that’s the Blackened Maw.”


“Why
does that sound so familiar?” Bentley asks.


“Because
it was the name of one of the Questworld expansions,” Ryry
answers.


“That’s
right, the one with that red pirate guy, what was his name...”
Bentley trails off his sentence.


“Barrett
the Red be his name,” Captain John says.


“The
most ruthless pirate to ever sail the seas?” EJ asks, walking
up the stairs to the poop deck.


“Please
tell me you’re talking about that expansion for any other
reason than the real Barrett the Red is coming after us right now,”
Brie says, walking up behind EJ.


“I
hope ye know how to handle those weapons ye be carrying, cause it
looks like we’re in for a fight,” Captain John says,
walking down the stairs and onto the main deck to order his crew
around.


“Am
I allowed to complain yet? Cause we’re about to be sent to Davy
Jones’ Locker and I would really like to blame Bentley for
this,” Ryry says.


“My
fault or not, we better get ready,” Bentley replies.


“Why
is Barrett coming after us though?” EJ says. 



“Who
cares why he’s coming after us. All you need to know is, super
bad guy pirate is coming, and we need to figure out a way to not
become shark food,” Ryry scoffs.


“Because
something isn’t right. In the Blackened Maw story, Barrett
didn’t just attack random ships. That whole expansion was about
betrayal and revenge,” EJ replies.


“Maybe
Captain John betrayed Barrett and now he’s coming for revenge,”
I say.


“Yay,
good job team, way to choose a pirate ship that has beef with the
most feared and ruthless pirate ever,” Ryry says sarcastically.


“If
all Barrett wants is revenge on Captain John, maybe we can talk our
way out of this thing,” I say.


“Yeah,
cause that worked so well with the elemental,” Ryry scoffs and
rolls her eyes.


“Talking
our way out of it or not, I’m getting our gear, just to be
ready,” Bentley says.


I look
out behind the ship and that tiny dot on the horizon I saw earlier is
getting a lot bigger really fast.







CHAPTER
 14


Preparations












The
entire ship is in a frenzy right now. Everyone is running around,
shouting weird pirate lingo left and right, but amazingly, things are
getting done. Sails are being swung around, things are being tied
down, and cannons are being loaded.


I
can’t see more than the main deck though, cause I’m
peeking out of the door to the captain’s quarters. Because of
our severe lack of sailing skills, Captain John has us sitting in
here and out of everyone’s way.


“Barrett’s
catching up to us ridiculously fast,” Bentley says, looking out
the window at the back of the room. “Isn’t he using the
same wind we are? How is he that much faster? Maybe he’s got
some hacks we don’t know about.”


“Weight,
size of the boat, how streamlined his ship is, there’s several
factors as to why he’s faster than us,” EJ answers, even
though I don’t think Bentley was really looking for a detailed
breakdown.


“Again,
who cares? What you should be asking is how are we gonna get outta
here alive when Barrett starts blasting our ship full of holes?”
Ryry asks.


“If
Barrett really wants revenge, he’ll most likely try to board
the ship, not blow it up,” EJ says.


“And
when he does, we let him have it. I mean, how many pirates are gonna
know attack skills like we do?” Bentley asks.


“If
they follow the Questworld rules, none of them, except for Barrett
himself,” I answer, turning away from the door.


“Exactly,
so we may get out of this after all,” Bentley says confidently.


The
one thing you can always count on with Bentley is how positive he is
that we’ll get out of whatever situations we get ourselves
into. I just wish some of that positivity would rub off on the rest
of us, especially me.


“So
what’s the non-bentley plan EJ?” Ryry asks, “and
don’t say talk our way out of it.”


“You
really gotta let that go,” Bentley mutters.


“Using
the assumption that Barrett’s gonna try to board us to get his
revenge up close, I think we should try to launch a surprise attack,”
EJ says.


“This
is gonna involve Brie trying to blow up The Black Maw, isn’t
it?” Ryry asks.


“Probably,”
Brie mutters.


“I
think Bentley’s right about the pirates lacking attack skills,
and I’ll bet Barrett’s not expecting there to be a magic
user on board either, so yes, it involves Brie blowing up The Black
Maw,” EJ answers.


“Told
ya,” Ryry says.


“If
my level calculations are correct, you should be able to use Flame
Missile by now,” EJ starts, “and since your spells are no
longer grounded by computer code, those missiles should tear right
through a ships hull with ease.”


“That’s
if I can cast it. I’ve never tried Flame Missile before,”
Brie says.


“I
would say use the same fireball spell you used on Bob, but I don’t
think that would do enough damage to sink a ship unless you hit it
from underneath. 



“Flame
Missile should be able to shoot right through the ship on an angle,
putting at least four or six holes all the way through the ship,
depending on the power you get behind the spell,” EJ explains.


“And
if she doesn’t have Flame Missile yet?” Ryry asks.


“Then
we wing it,” EJ says, “cause I can’t think of
anything else we have that might take down a ship, and we’re
quickly running outta time to think of stuff.”


He’s
not kidding. Every time I look out that window, The Black Maw is
getting closer and closer.


“The
only problem with your plan is that Brie has to be on the poop deck,
and able to fully concentrate on the spell. Which means we’re
gonna have to keep everybody off of her until she can casts it,”
Ryry says.


“Piece
of cake,” Bentley says.


“No,
not piece of cake,” Ryry snaps back, “you can’t be
shooting off Earthbreaks and Earth Strikes all willy nilly cause
you’ll end up smashing our own ship in the process.”


“Fine,
you three take out the pirates, I’ll stand guard by Brie in
case anything gets past you guys. If you don’t want me to Earth
Strike the ship, don’t let anyone past,” Bentley says
with a smile.


Ryry
shakes her head and shoots him an angry look as the door to the cabin
swings open. Captain John walks into the room and grabs something
from the drawer of his desk.


“The
Black Maw be gaining fast, ye best be readying yourselves,”
Captain John says, putting a flat wooden object into his pocket. “If
I can run her into the shallows, near the outer banks of the northern
lands, we may be havin a chance of surviving this.”


“Why
is Barrett after us in the first place?” Ryry asks. “Cause
I’m almost certain that random attacks are not his thing.”


“Aye
lass, you be right about that,” Captain John says, “and
it not be a random attack at all. Ya see, I may have stolen a little
bit of treasure from Barrett recently.”


Captain
John holds up his pointer finger and thumb to show us just how little
bit it was.


“Figures,”
Ryry says, getting up real close to Captain John. “If I die
because you weren’t smart enough to know better, I’m
gonna be extremely upset, you got that?”


“Aye
lass, I be hearin ya,” Captain John replies.


“Good,
cause we have a plan that might help us all get out of this alive.
We’ll just need The Black Maw close to us. And all the
attention away from the poop deck for it to work,” EJ states.


“I
don’t think we be having a choice of The Maw getting close to
us. As for the poop deck, I can’t guarantee that be possible,
but if ye be certain ye plan is gonna work, then I’ll try me
best,” Captain John replies.


“I
guess that’s gonna have to do,” Brie mumbles.


Just
then, a loud explosion goes off in the distance.


“Uh,
what was that?” I ask.


As if
to answer my question, something slams into the side of the ship. I
can hear the wood on the hull splintering into pieces.


“That’d
be a warning shot,” Captain John says, drawing his sword and
quickly exiting the cabin.


“Before
we all rush out there to our watery deaths, I just wanna say that I
hate you all for getting me into this,” Ryry says, drawing her
daggers and heading towards the door.


“We
love you too,” Bentley replies, grabbing his great axe leaning
against the wall next to him. “Don’t worry, we got this.”


“Why
does that sentence always lead to trouble?” EJ mutters as the
rest of us head towards the main deck.







CHAPTER
 15


Battle
on the High Seas












We
step onto the main deck, and everyone is still running around
preparing for battle. The Black Maw is almost right on us now.


“He’s
just gonna try to sail up alongside of us?” Bentley asks.


“That
seems kinda dumb,” I reply.


“He’s
got to have some kind of plan. There’s no way he’d just
come alongside of us, knowing we have cannons ready, unless he had
some way of stopping them,” EJ says.


“I
told you, he’s got hacks,” Bentley responds.


We
make our way to the poop deck where Captain John is barking out
orders.


“Dude,
something’s not right,” I start, “shouldn’t
he be like, trying to come at us with smaller boats or something? Why
is he coming alongside of us?”


“Aye
lad, it do be a little strange, but we got no time to be questioning
that now,” Captain John answers. “Ready the cannons!”


The
crew turn the cannons towards the Black Maw, which is just about a
quarter of the way alongside of us. I can see a ton of Barrett’s
pirate crew yelling and waving their swords in the air. There seems
to be a lot more of them than there are of us.


“Fire!”
Yells Captain John.


The
cannons all go off with ridiculously loud bangs, but the cannon balls
seem to be bouncing off of the Black Maw instead of through it.
Familiar blue sparks explode in every spot the cannon balls hit,
followed by dull blue ripples like somebody throwing a rock in a calm
lake.


“They’ve
got a magic user on board,” EJ says.


“Well
there goes our plan,” Ryry says. “What was Plan B again?”


“Wing
it,” Bentley says.


“Yeah,
that’s what I thought it was,” Ryry replies with a shake
of her head.


“This
not be good mates,” Captain John says as Barrett’s ship
fires a pair of cannon balls on a chain from one of their cannons. 



The
chain ball spins in the air, crashing into our main mast. Wood flies
everywhere as the chain ball tears through the mast with ease. 



The
crew scramble to get out of the way of the falling mast and sails as
Barrett’s crew toss grappling hooks over to our ship. Some of
them even jump off the top of their masts, swinging on ropes and
landing onto our ship like this was some Pirates of the Caribbean
movie.


“I
hope your plan works lad, cause this be gettin real messy real fast,”
Captain John says, drawing his sword and heading into the melee
that’s now unfolding on the main deck of our ship.


“I
can get through it,” Brie says.


“What?”
I ask.


“The
shield, I can get through it,” she replies, “I just need
time.”


“Are
you sure?” EJ asks.


“Just
buy me some time,” she says, pulling out her staff and holding
it to her chest.


“I
know Bentley said he’d stay back and protect Brie—and you
know I hate to give him credit for anything—but he’s much
better in a giant melee than you are James,” Ryry says.


“I
can't really argue with that, actually,” I say with a shake of
my head.


As
much as I hate to admit it, when it comes to combat, I'm really
starting to fall behind everyone else. Now you might be asking, what
about EJ? And my answer would be yes, even to EJ. 



Before
we started out on that food thief quest, EJ had a theory that he
could use like half of his berserker rage to give himself a strength
and combat boost, but not totally lose control and go crazy like he
did with Vanika.


Of
course, we had to knock him out a bunch of times when his first
attempts didn't work out. But after like three weeks of trying, he
figured it out, and then his combat skills really jumped up to the
next level.


“Arrrrrggghh!”
Bentley yells in his pirate voice as he rushes down the stairs and
into the melee. 



EJ and
Ryry follow suit and just like that, I’m left as the only line
of protection for Brie, who’s completely lost in concentration.




The
fight on the main deck is crazy right now. People are being tossed
over the side of the boat, gun shots are going off every so often,
and my friends are in the middle of it all.


Bentley
is doing pretty well for having his skills rendered unusable. All his
giant axe skills are area of effect type stuff, so he’d most
likely rip this ship to shreds if he starts throwing them out
randomly.


Ryry
and EJ are a little better off cause their skills are centered more
around hitting an opponent in front of you, and not everything around
you like Bentley’s.


“What
do we have here?” I hear a voice say.


I turn
and see one of Barrett’s men coming up the stairs to the left
of me. 



Stupid.
I was so busy watching everyone fight I forgot to watch the second
set of stairs behind me.


“What’s
wrong boy, too scared to fight?” the pirate says with a smile
on his face.


“Not
really, well, maybe a little,” I say, getting into a fighting
stance, “but I guess I don’t have a choice now, huh?”


The
pirate doesn’t say anything else, he just raises his sword and
charges towards me.


I get
my sword up and block his first attack but he’s quick to launch
into another, which again, I deflect.


“Not
bad boy,” he says, pulling back for another swing.


This
time I block his swing—which was coming straight for my
head—but he keeps the pressure on. Our blades are locked
together and he’s way stronger than I am, cause I’m
straining hard to keep his sword from hitting me in the face.


I
don’t know how much longer I can hold his sword back, so
there’s only one thing to do. I pull my leg back and kick him
as hard as I can, right in the junk.


He
let’s out a moan and doubles over. I kick him in the shoulder
and send him tumbling down the stairs.


“Brie,
if you can maybe hurry up, that’d be great right about now,”
I say.


“I
need another minute,” she replies.


“A
minute ye won’t be getting lass.”


I turn
and see none other than Barrett the Red standing on the poop deck.
His big red beard and fancy black clothes looks exactly like they did
in Questworld. Only thing missing is the eye patch.


“How...?”
I mutter, but then I see the answer.


Standing
behind Barrett is a tall, bald man wearing black robes.


“Get
back to the ship, I’ll deal with these two,” Barrett
says.


The
bald man utters a few words and disappears into the familiar blue
poof of a teleport spell.


“Uh,
Brie, we got problems,” I say, stepping into my fighting stance
in front of Brie.


“Aye,
that ye do lad,” Barrett says, drawing his sword which is like,
twice the size of mine.


“Guys,
I got a problem here,” I say, using the guild stone so
everyone can hear me.


No
response.


Great.


Looks
like I’m fighting Barrett on my own.







CHAPTER
 16


Barrett
the Red












“Walker
be hiring kids now, eh?” Barrett says. “Not surprising
after what happened to his old crew.”


“Look,
we were just looking for a ride to the northern lands,” I say,
hoping to pull off a better bluff than EJ did with the elemental. “We
have no beef with you. You wanna get revenge or whatever on Captain
John go for it, it’s none of our business as long as we can get
to the northern lands.”


“Even
if ye story be true, I can’t let ye be,  lad. How would it look
if word got out that Barrett the Red has a soft heart?” Barrett
says, getting into his own fighting stance.


“Yeah,
I kinda figured that was the case,” I say nervously.


Barrett
charges in, swinging his sword in a downward motion. I get my sword
up to block, but the power of his swing almost rips my sword from my
hand.


He
comes in with three more strikes, all of which I block, and all of
them almost causing me to drop my sword. He’s strong, like,
crazy strong. I don’t know how much longer I can keep
deflecting these attacks. 



“That
all ye got lad?” Barrett asks, coming in with another attack.


I
dodge this one by sidestepping and go on the offensive. He’s
blocking all of my attacks with ease, but at least he’s not
swinging back yet. I don’t think I can handle blocking anymore
of his attacks.


“Brie!”
I yell, trying to keep all the pressure on Barrett that I can.


“Don’t
worry lad, I’ll be getting to her soon enough,” Barrett
says, parrying my sword to the side and coming in with an attack of
his own.


His
attack is too fast to block so I spin to the right and the blade
catches me across the top of my arm. I wince in pain and take a step
back.


Barrett
doesn’t slow down one bit, coming in with another swing. I get
my sword in front of his with a sloppy parry that blocks the attack
but knocks my sword out of my hand at the same time.


Barrett
raises his sword again...


“Duck!”
I hear through the guild stone.


I hit
the deck as Bentley blindsides Barrett with a drop kick. Bentley
lands on the deck hard but quickly gets to his feet, axe in hand.


“Dude,
not cool tryin to sword my best friend to death,” Bentley says.


I grab
my sword off the deck and take up a fighting stance next to Bentley.


“Hah!”
Barrett laughs, “the two of ye be no match for Barrett the
Red.”


“We’ll
see,” Bentley says, charging in to attack.


I
follow right behind him, focusing my attacks on the opposite side
Bentley is, hoping Barrett is not quick enough to block us.


He is.


And he
doesn’t even look like he’s breaking a sweat.


“Dude,
let’s chain him,” Bentley says, “rising into
earth.”


A
chain attack is something you could do in Questworld where one person
did a special skill, and if you followed it up with a complimentary
skill, it would cause a powerful combined attack.


If I
do my Rising Strike and Bentley follows up with Earth Strike, it
should produce a chain attack called Earth Surge. The only problem
is, we haven’t tried chain attacks in this world yet. But it’s
worth a shot.


“Okay,”
I reply.


I need
an opening to hit my Rising Strike first, and with the way Barrett’s
parrying our attacks, I’m just not seeing it.


“I
got you,” Bentley says, lowering his axe and giving Barrett an
opening for a counter attack.


He
takes the bait.


Just
as he goes to make an attack on Bentley, I shift myself over and
parry his attack, spinning to the left and bringing my sword up with
a Rising Strike. I catch Barrett right across the face, slicing right
over his left eye.


I duck
to the ground as Bentley spins and swings his axe like a baseball bat
over top of me, sending an orange shock wave straight into Barrett’s
chest.


The
air around Barrett crackles as green and yellow sparks go off like a
sparkler on the fourth of July.


Suddenly
the sparkles explode with a thunderous bang, sending Barrett flying
backwards. He flies clear over the side of the ship and crashes onto
the deck of The Black Maw.


“It
worked!” Bentley yells.


“That
was awesome,” I exclaim.


“Pfft,”
I hear Brie exclaim from behind us, “you wanna see awesome?”


Brie
holds her hands out in front of her and mutters a few words under her
breath. Six giant, fiery spears appear in the air over her head.


Brie
throws her arms down and the flaming spears fly towards the hull of
The Black Maw. There’s a brief flash of blue as the spears hit
the side of the Maw, but it cracks and disappears, letting the Flame
Missiles go right through the ship with ease.


“Yeah!”
Bentley yells, pumping his arm into the air.


The
Black Maw creaks and tilts, which causes a lot of the fighting on our
ship to come to a halt.


Looking
over, I see Barrett running towards the Maw’s cannons.


“I
not be going down alone Walker!” He yells, setting off one of
his cannons.


The
cannon ball slams into the side of our ship, then another, and
another, as Barrett runs down the line of cannons and sets them off.


One
cannon shoots a little high, smashing a cannonball right into the
railing of our ship. Huge chunks of wood explode onto the main deck,
and Ryry’s right in the center.


“Nooo!”
I yell as she’s pelted with shards of wood and sent flying over
the opposite side of the ship and into the water.


“Ryry!”
Bentley yells, tossing his axe down and diving off the poop deck and
into the water.


Everyone
on the main deck has stopped fighting and are now scrambling around
shouting as one last cannon ball slams into the side of our ship.


“Where
is she?!” Bentley yells.


I scan
the water in front of him, but all I see are pieces of the ship.


“There!”
Brie yells, pointing towards the front of the ship.


Bentley
swims in that direction as Brie and I head down the stairs and across
the main deck towards the front of the boat. EJ comes running
alongside us as we reach the front railing.


“Where’s
Ryry?” he asks.


“She
got hit into the water!” I exclaim, pointing to Ryry, who’s
floating on her back amid a bunch of large pieces of wood.


The
ship creaks and leans to the opposite side from where we’re
standing.


“This
isn’t good,” Brie says.


“I
got her!” Bentley yells from the water. 



“We’re
coming!” EJ yells back.


“Wait,
we’re what?” I say.


“Help
me get the door,” EJ says, running back towards the main deck.
I follow him to where the captain’s quarters were. One of the
cannon balls must have come through the side of the ship and knocked
the big wooden door off its hinges.


I grab
one end, and EJ grabs the other. We move as fast as we can towards
the front of the ship which isn’t easy cause it’s tilting
more and more to the side as it sinks.


“Throw
it over the side!” EJ yells as we reach the front of the ship.
We slide the door over the railing and into the water and then jump
in ourselves.


“What
about Captain John?” I ask.


“He’s
on his own,” EJ says bluntly.


I have
no idea what’s going on with him, but this is the second time
EJ has been really indifferent towards someone.


But
that’s something for another time. Bentley swims over lifeguard
style with Ryry under his arm and gets her onto the door.


“We’re
gonna need more of the big pieces of wood,” EJ says as Bentley
swims off to grab some.


“What
now?” Brie asks.


“We
swim towards the shoreline,” EJ replies.


“That’s
far away,” I say, looking over towards what I think is land,
it’s hard to tell from here.


“We
gotta try,” EJ says as Bentley swims over with another large
piece of wood.


“Let’s
move, we gotta get Ryry to shore!” Bentley yells, grabbing onto
the door and kicking his legs.


The
rest of us grab onto some large wood pieces and start kicking. This
is gonna be a long and tiring swim to shore, if we even make it that
far.
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An
Unlikely Hand












We’ve
been kicking our way towards land for maybe an hour now and I don’t
know how much longer I can keep this up. I’m cold, everything
hurts, and I can barely feel my arms and legs, but we have no choice
but to keep going for Ryry’s sake.


Brie
bandaged Ryry up the best she could from the water and it stopped a
lot of the bleeding from her head wound, but the other scratches and
cuts not so much.


Also,
Ryry hasn’t woken up or moved, like, at all since we got her on
the door, and she’s turning more and more blue as time goes on.


“Ryry’s
not doing good, we gotta kick faster,” Bentley says.


Bentley
and I are on door duty at the moment, pushing it through the water
together while the others use the smaller pieces of wood to hold on
to and kick themselves towards shore.


“We’re
almost to shore, just keep an eye out for sharks,” I say
nervously.


With
all the cuts Ryry has on her, my biggest fear is that the blood’s
gonna attract a giant shark, like jaws, or maybe even something
worse.


“We’re
fine, just keep kicking,” Bentley replies.


I
think our biggest help is that the current seems to be pushing us
towards land, which is helping us get through the water much quicker
than if we had to swim against it, but it’s still way too slow,
especially since we're pretty much exhausted right now.


“I
don’t know if I can make it,” Brie says, trailing behind
us.


“You
can make it, just keep kicking. We gotta get to land so we can help
Ryry,” Bentley says firmly. “Do you see any pirates
following us?”


“No,”
Brie answers.


I have
no idea what happened with that pirate battle once we all leapt off
the ship. There was a lot of shouting and creaking from the ships
hitting into each other as they were sinking. Luckily, the pirates
were too occupied with their sinking ships to come after us.


“Guys,
there’s a boat coming towards us,” EJ says, pointing to
the left.


“Does
it see us? Should we flag it—” I start to ask, but before
I can even finish my sentence Bentley is already waving one arm in
the air, yelling loudly.


“Brie,
be ready. If this turns out to be a bad idea, you’re the only
one who can do anything from the water,” EJ says.


“I’ll
try, but I’m running low on magic,” Brie replies.


As the
small—what I would guess is a fishing boat—gets closer, I
can see two people on board, but I can’t tell if they’re
pirates or just regular people. 



I hope
they’re not pirates. I’m way too cold to deal with any
more pirates at the moment.


The
boat gets right up to us and both of the people in it are wearing
hooded cloaks which completely hide their faces.


“You
guys seem like you could use a hand,” one of the hooded guys
says.


“We
need way more than that,” Bentley answers.


“Help
me get them in,” the bigger one in the front says in a deep
voice to the other, smaller person behind them.


“Take
her first,” Bentley says, motioning towards Ryry, “she’s
been hurt bad.”


Bentley
helps the bigger guy get Ryry on the boat.


“Give
me your hand,” the person in the back says. 



I grab
his hand and climb into the boat, turning to help EJ and Brie climb
aboard.


“She
doesn’t look too good,” the bigger man says, taking a
glance at Ryry.


“She
was right in the middle of a cannon ball explosion,” Bentley
replies dejectedly, “we tried our best to bandage her up in the
water but she needs help, bad.”


“We
got somebody at our village that might be able to help,” The
man says, starting to turn the boat towards shore. “I’ll
get us there as fast as I can.”


“You
seem familiar, do we know you?” Bentley asks, squinting his
eyes at the man.


The
man lowers his hood, and a familiar, hairy face is underneath.


“Food
thief guy!” Bentley exclaims.


“You
can call me Jabu, and this is my son, Ritt,” Jabu says,
motioning towards the younger sounding person, who also lowers his
hood.


Ritt
is also a half cat, half human monfolk, which shouldn't have
surprised me as much as it did. His features are very similar to
Jabu’s, except Ritt’s fur is more of a bluish color
instead of black.


“You
guys were a part of that ship battle earlier?” Ritt asks.


“Unfortunately,”
EJ replies.


“Looked
like both ships went down from where we were,” Ritt says.


“Yeah,
we took out Barrett the Red’s ship and then he took ours out
like a sore loser,” Bentley says angrily. “I swear, if
Barrett somehow survived that battle, I’m gonna find him, and
I’m gonna make him wish he hadn’t.”


“Strong
words,” Jabu says.


“And
I’ll back them up, trust me,” Bentley says sternly.













It
took about ten minutes for us to make it back to shore, and then we
had to make a big decision. Let Jabu take Ryry and run ahead to the
village with his crazy speed hacks, or carry her there ourselves.


We
chose the first. Or rather, Bentley chose the first.


Now
we’re slowly making our way to the village with Ritt, who
stayed behind to guide us through the thick forest we now find
ourselves in.


“You
guys must be pretty strong to take on Barrett the Red,” Ritt
asks.


“We
didn’t want to fight him, but we held our own, for the most
part,” I answer.


“I’m
assuming your reason for coming out here is serious if you were
willing to risk traveling on a pirate ship,” Ritt says.


“It
is,” I start, “but even worse is that Ryry didn’t
wanna do this in the first place, and yet she was the one who got
hurt.”


“She’ll
be okay, Ant will fix her up. She’s the best vet around,”
Ritt says.


“Vet?
As in veterinarian?” EJ asks.


“Yeah,
I think that’s the word she uses. I don’t know what it
means, but she’s fantastic at what she does,” Ritt
replies.


I can
tell by EJ’s expression that this girl calling herself a vet
could be another big chunk of info for us. 



I hope
she’s as good with people as she is with animals, cause Bentley
is really taking this hard.


He’s
trailing a ways behind us, not saying anything at all. I know he
blames himself for what happened to Ryry. I tried telling him it
wasn’t his fault, but I don’t think it did much good.


This
whole saving the dwarves situation just got a lot more real after the
fight with Barrett. 



And
Ryry was right. We do take things like this a bit too lightly, but
after today, I don’t think that’s gonna be a problem
anymore.
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The
stable town is not at all what I expected. There are no normal
buildings like you see in other towns. These look more like forts we
would make in the backyard at home. Just random pieces of wood thrown
together to make something that resembles a building.


We
heard the stable towns were bad, but I didn’t think they were
like this. There’s no actual main road through the town, at
least not that I can tell. It’s like everyone just built their
house wherever they had room.


“Wow,”
I hear EJ whisper.


“I
know it’s not like the towns you guys are used to, but it’s
home to us,” Ritt says as we stand on the outskirts of town. He
holds his arms out and turns towards us, “Welcome to Mansoor.”


“Yeah,
that’s all fine and dandy, but where’s Ryry?”
Bentley blurts out.


“This
way,” Ritt says, leading us on a weaving path between
buildings.


“Dude,
relax,” I whisper to Bentley, “we’re all worried
about Ryry but getting all huffy towards Ritt isn’t gonna help
anything.”


“I
am relaxed,” Bentley says, clearly not relaxed.


Most
of the monfolk that are out and about are giving us the side eye as
we pass. I don’t think a lot of humans come through their town,
so I’m pretty sure we stick out like a sore thumb.


“This
is the place,” Ritt says, leading us up to the makeshift door
of a large… house, I guess.


He
pushes the door open and steps inside. Bentley pushes past us to head
inside first and as he does, the strong smell of herbs hits me right
in the face. And I’m talking ridiculously strong, like almost
hard to breathe strong. This place makes all those stinky candle
stores in the mall smell great by comparison.


The
main room’s walls are lined with shelves upon shelves, all of
which have tons of tiny jars of herbs and liquids sitting on them.


“This
way,” Ritt says, leading us to a back room.


Inside
the room, I can see Ryry lying on a small cot in front of a fire,
wrapped up in a bunch of blankets.


A
brown-haired girl, wearing plain leather clothes, maybe around our
age, is standing next to Ryry, packing up a small backpack. 



“Ant,
these are Ryry’s friends,” Ritt says to the girl.


“You’re
the vet?” EJ asks, sounding a little shocked.


“That’s
me. Antoinette, monster vet,” she says with a proud smile, “but
everyone just calls me Ant for short.”


“How’s
Ryry?” Bentley asks.


Ant
loses a bit of her smile.


“Well,
she has a lot of cuts on her body, and one large one on her head,
which I’m sure you know about already... uh...” Ant
pauses for a second like she’s thinking of what to say next.
“Well, I think she’s in shock, pretty sure actually, so
Pip and I are about to head out and find some herbs that might help.”


“Pip?”
I ask?


As if
on cue, a small, brown and white ferret climbs up onto Ant’s
shoulders and stares at us questioningly.


“I’m
goin with you,” Bentley blurts out. “It’s my fault
this happened so...”


Ant
looks Bentley up and down and curls her lip up a bit, “what do
you think?”


Pip
gives Bentley a sideways glance before making a few chirping,
squeaking kinda sounds.


“Yeah,
he does seem a little clumsy,” Ant mumbles.


“Look,
you need herbs, and I have a lot of experience hunting for plants.
I’m practically an expert at this point,” Bentley says.


“I
don’t know about that,” Ant starts, “but you look a
little strong, I guess, sorta.”


Pip
dances around from shoulder to shoulder, chattering wildly.


“Can
you handle a Burbeast?” Ant asks.


“I
could take one or two,” Bentley answers.


“Hmm...
I guess you can come along. But you do what I say, when I say. It’s
dangerous out there and I don’t need some noob messing things
up,” Ant says.


Noob?
That’s definitely not a word you’d hear in this world.


“Interesting...”
I hear EJ mumble next to me.


He
must have caught the noob thing too. Knowing EJ, he probably already
has like nine questions to ask her, but they’re gonna have to
wait. The only thing we need to focus on right now is Ryry.


“I’m
not a noob, trust me,” Bentley replies.


“If
you say so,” Ant says, walking past Bentley and towards the
door.


She
stops in the doorway and turns back to us, “by the way, she
could come out of the shock on her own. Could be in a few minutes, or
hours, or days, I don’t really know, but she doesn’t look
to be in too terrible of shape, head wound aside.”


“Should
we do anything while you’re gone?” Brie asks.


“Keep
her bundled up and near the fire. If anything out of the ordinary
happens, Uh... are any of you doctors?” Ant asks.


“No,”
Brie answers.


“Oh.
Okay. Uh, don’t let anything out of the ordinary happen then,”
Ant says with a shrug of her shoulders. “Come on whatever your
name is, we need to get these herbs to help prevent any infection
from setting into that head wound.”


“Bentley.”


“Gotcha,
let’s go,” Ant says.


Bentley
follows Ant out of the room and after a few seconds I hear the front
door of the house slam shut.


“Well
she’s kinda, flaky?” Brie says.


“Just
a little,” I reply.


“Did
you guys catch that noob line?” EJ asks.


“Yeah,”
I answer, “that’s not a Questworld word.”


“Nope,”
Brie says. “Do you think she’s like us?”


“I
don’t know. She talks more like we do than everyone else, but
I’m not entirely sure. We definitely need to have a talk with
her when this is all over,” EJ says.


“Speaking
of all this, do you think Ryry will be okay?” I ask.


“Ant
seems a bit scatter brained, but something tells me she knows what
she’s talking about,” EJ replies.


“She
looks like she’s just about our age,” Brie says.


“And
yet Jabu and Ritt say she’s the best doctor around. More
questions for a later time, I think,” EJ says.


“So
what do we do now?” I ask.


EJ
walks over and takes a seat next to Ryry, “now we wait, and
hope Ryry wakes up soon.”







CHAPTER
 19


Questions
Upon Questions












“What
in the world am I wearing?” 



I'm
jolted out of my nap by this question, which kinda sounds like it
came from...


“Ryry!”
Brie yells.


I open
my eyes and see Ryry sitting up on her cot, tugging on the cloth
robes she’s wearing.


“You’re
awake!” Brie runs over to Ryry and gives her a huge hug.


“Ow!
Easy!” Ryry flinches.


“Sorry,”
Brie says, taking a step back. “How do you feel?”


“Like
I got run over by a truck and thrown into a freezer,” she
replies.


“You’re
not too far off the mark there,” EJ says.


“A
cannonball smashed the ship right in front of you and you were thrown
into the ocean,” I say.


“Well,
that explains it I guess,” Ryry responds, touching the bandage
on her head and making a pained expression.


“Bentley
and Ant went to gather some herbs to help stop any infection in your
head wound,” EJ says.


“Who’s
Ant?” Ryry asks.


“That’s
an excellent question,” EJ replies.


“She’s
apparently a veterinarian,” I say.


“So
you got an animal doctor to take care of my injuries? Let me guess,
this was Bentley’s idea,” Ryry says.


“Actually,”
I start, “Bentley was the one who was the most skeptical about
bringing you to Ant.”


“And
the one who’s been the most concerned about your condition. Not
to say we weren’t concerned, cause we were too, just not,
uh...” Brie stutters.


“I
get it,” Ryry says with a smile. “So where are we now?”


“A
stable town called Mansoor,” EJ answers.


“Well
at least we found a stable town like we wanted,” Ryry says,
wrapping her blankets around her a little tighter.


“The
fire’s looking a little low, I’ll go grab some more
wood,” I say, getting up and stretching a bit.


I head
out of the room and out the front door. Jabu and Ritt gathered a
large pile of wood and put it on the side of the house right after
Bentley and Ant left, which was like maybe four hours ago, roughly.
I’m not sure how long I was napping, but it’s still
daylight so it couldn’t have been that long.


“That’s
good, now try it again, this time with the left,”  I hear from
the back of the house.


Curious
as to what’s going on, I take a peek around the house and see
Jabu and Ritt doing some sparring.


Ritt
is twirling around a long chain which has a steel ball on one end and
what looks like a dagger on the other. Jabu just has a regular pair
of swords in his hand.


Ritt
leaps onto the side of the house, pushing off and spinning in the
air, all while keeping his weapon spinning around him.


He
throws his arm out, flinging the side of the chain with the ball
right at Jabu’s head. Jabu dodges to the side and Ritt comes in
with a spinning kick which Jabu blocks with his forearm.


Jabu
goes for a strike with one of his swords, but Ritt does a spin move
and wraps his chain around it.


Ritt
plants his foot and tugs hard on the chain, pulling the blade out of
position. Using his other foot, he pulls the part of the chain with
the steel ball back towards him, almost catching Jabu I’m the
back of the head with it.


Jabu
drops the wrapped up sword and attempts to strike Ritt with his fist,
but Ritt ducks under it, wraps another part of the chain around
Jabu’s arm, and pulls Jabu’s arm behind his back. 



Ritt
then flips the dagger end of the chain up into his hand and holds it
against Jabu’s neck.


“Not
bad,” Jabu says, “a little sloppy on the disarm, but much
better than the last time you tried it.”


“Thanks,”
Ritt replies, letting the chain go.


“That
was awesome.”


The
two of them look over towards me. Did I say that out loud?


“Sorry,
I was just getting more wood,” I blurt, “I didn’t
mean to interrupt your training.”


“It’s
all right,” Jabu says with a smile. “How’s Ryry
doing?”


“She’s
awake,” I answer.


“That’s
great,” Jabu replies, “I told you Ant was the best.”


“Yeah,
hopefully her and Bentley get back soon with those herbs,” I
say.


“They
will. Ant always finds what she’s looking for,” Jabu
says.


I nod
and turn towards the wood pile. Grabbing a few logs, I make my way
back inside the house.


“So
food thief guy really has a family that needs food?” I hear
Ryry ask from the next room.


“Yep,”
Brie answers.


I walk
into the room and start putting the logs on the fire.


“I
woulda bet money he was lying,” Ryry says.


“You
should see his son Ritt,” I say. “I just saw them out
back training, and he’s a beast.”


“Well,
he is half cat,” EJ jokes.


“You
know what I mean. He’s using that chain thingy with the dagger
on the end...” I start.


“A
kusarigama?” EJ says.


“Yes,
that thing,” I exclaim, “he’s ridiculous with it.”


“Maybe
we can ask him to help us with the elemental,” Brie says.


“That’s
what I was thinking,” I reply.


“That’s
right, I almost forgot about that stupid elemental,” Ryry
mutters.


“Yeah,
the elemental,” EJ says, “that’s something we all
need to sit down and talk about, especially after what we just went
through.”


“Yeah,
probably,” Brie says.


Before
anyone can say anything else I hear the front door open, and Pip
comes scurrying into the room. 



“You’re
awake!” Bentley exclaims as he steps into the room.


“Do
you have to yell?” Ryry snaps, “it’s not like I
have a killer headache or anything.”


“Aww,
I missed your snippy comments,” Bentley says with a smile.


“So
I’ve heard,” Ryry replies.


“Hi,
I’m Ant,” Ant says, walking over to Ryry’s cot. “If
you give me a second, I’ll whip these herbs into a paste and
take care of your head.”


“You
got any aspirin?” Ryry asks.


“That’s
what my mom used to say,” Ant says, looking a little surprised.
“I don’t have any aspirin, cause I don’t think
anyone knows what exactly that is, but I do have something that works
almost the same, at least according to my mom.”


“I
don’t want to pry, but your mom, was she born here?” EJ
asks.


“My
mom always said she came from someplace far away called Ohio,”
Ant answers as she mashes some herbs in a bowl.


“Ohio
is in the same place that we come from,” EJ says in a hopeful
tone.


“Really?”
Ant says excitedly, looking up from her bowl. “So you guys must
know all the same stuff my mom did?”


“We
probably know similar things, yes,” EJ says.


“That’s
cool, we’ll have to talk about it later on. Right now, I need
to deal with my patient, so you all have to leave,” Ant says,
turning towards us with the bowl in her hand.


We all
look at each other and shrug our shoulders.


“You
can go train with Ritt if you want, it might be helpful on your
quest,” Ant says.


“You
told her about our quest?” Brie asks Bentley.


“Uh,
maybe,” Bentley responds, rubbing the back of his neck.


“Dude,
really?” I ask.


“My
bad, I didn’t know we were keeping it a secret still,”
Bentley says.


“Ugh...”
Brie says, throwing her hands up and heading out the door.


“I
did take out a Burbeast though,” Bentley says as we all follow
Brie out of the room.


“No
way,” I say.


“Yep,
ask Ant,” Bentley says proudly.


“I
actually have a lot of things I wanna ask Ant,” EJ says.


“Well,
I found out a bunch of info while we were searching for those herbs,”
Bentley says with a smile.


“Really?”
I ask.


“Yep,
I’ll fill you in later,” Bentley says as we all exit the
front door and head towards the back of the house.







CHAPTER
 20


One
Hat To Rule Them All












Last
night was the first time since we started this journey that I got a
great nights sleep. Way better than the one after the elemental
fight.


Ryry
spent the night resting with Ant at the healer’s house, while
the rest of us stayed at the town’s inn.


Before
we got there, I had convinced myself that the inn would be just a
tiny bit better than camping outside.


I was
wrong.


The
inn was awesome. Lots of blankets and pillows, the beds were soft,
and a couple stuffed bag like things that were pretty much this
worlds version of beanbag chairs. It was great.


We
didn’t go over any actual plans last night cause we wanted Ryry
to be with us when we did. Same with whatever info Bentley found out.
He said he wanted to save it for when we were all together, but I can
tell he can’t wait to tell us.


We
discussed one thing though, which was something Ant said to us
yesterday about training with Ritt.


After
seeing how good he was yesterday, I thought a bit of training with
him today could really up our skills.


And
with Ryry finally up and walking around with us, everyone is in a
good mood for once.


“Left
side!” Bentley yells at me.


Too
slow. 



My
arm, as well as my leg, are wrapped up in Ritt’s chain, and his
dagger’s resting across my throat.


“I
gotta get in on some of this,” I hear Bentley say as Ritt pulls
his dagger away and I untangle myself from his kusarigama.


“You
did better that time,” Ritt says.


“Yeah,
I lasted a whole two seconds longer,” I reply.


“All
right, let me have a crack at ’em,” Bentley says, walking
over to where Ritt and I are sparring.


“Good
luck,” I say, heading over to lean against the house.


“Nine
seconds, not bad,” Brie says. “So what do you think about
Bentley?”


“I
think the fact that Ryry’s okay and he finally snapped out of
that crappy mood he was in will probably help him out a little bit,"
I say, “but not enough to last more than eight seconds.”


“One
second less than you? You’re betting on yourself to last longer
than Mr. ‘I beat a Burbeast single-handedly’ over there?”
Brie asks with a slight smile and a raised eyebrow.


“Yep,”
I reply.


“Okay,
I’ll take that bet,” Brie extends her hand. “If I
win, you buy me a new hat.”


“And
if I win, you buy me a hat,” I say, reaching out my hand.


“What
are you gonna do with a hat?”


“I
don’t know, wear it all over town and show it off while you
walk around with a cold head,” I say as Brie shakes my hand.


“Okay,
you’re on,” she says with a smile, “but no slow
counting to make sure you win.”


“You
can do all the counting if you want,” I reply.


“Good,
I will,” Brie says.








Bentley
and Ritt don’t waste any time going at it. Bentley rushes in
with his great axe, opening with a baseball swing, smoothly spinning
through that and following with an upward swing that Ritt easily
dodges.








Bentley
half turns and brings the axe in a downward swing but Ritt side steps
it like it’s the easiest thing in the world.








The
downward swing buries Bentley’s axe blade into the ground which
gives Ritt the opportunity to jump onto the long handle of the great
axe, run up it and leap into the air.








Ritt
twists around in the air, letting his chain spiral down ever so
neatly around Bentley, trapping his arms at his side. Ritt lands
behind Bentley and pulls the chain tight.








Bentley
flexes and hunches over, which pulls Ritt off balance. Bentley then
throws himself backwards, using his body to crash into the staggering
Ritt.








Spinning
around to wrap the chain around himself even more, Bentley gets in
close to Ritt and goes for a headbutt which catches Ritt right
between the eyes.



As
Ritt staggers backwards Bentley manages to get an arm free, which he
uses to get Ritt in a side headlock.



Ritt
wraps his arms around Bentley and easily lifts him up and back drop's
him to the ground. Tugging on the chain, Ritt pulls the blade to his
hand and lays it against Bentley’s throat.


“Yes!”
I exclaim, throwing an arm into the air.


“Really
Bentley? You couldn’t last one more second?” Brie throws
her hands up.


“What’s
all this about one more second?” Bentley asks, walking over
towards us.


“You
lost me a new hat, Mr. Burbeast slayer,” Brie says, shaking her
head.


“You
bet against me?” Bentley turns towards me.


“Uh,
kinda?” I reply with a shrug of my shoulders.


“Not
cool man, I thought we were friends?” Bentley asks.


“When
it comes to hats, there’s no such thing as friends,” I
laugh.


“That’s
cold,” Bentley smiles. “What are you gonna do with a hat,
anyway?”


“I
don’t know, wear it I guess,” I say.


“Oh
you’re gonna wear it all right,” Brie starts, “cause
I never said that you get to pick the hat out yourself.”


“Oh
man, you didn’t specify a hat of your own choosing?”
Bentley says. “Rookie mistake dude. Now I don’t feel so
bad about you betting against me.”


“Shoot,”
I mutter to myself.


Well,
this could be embarrassing.


“EJ,
get in there,” Bentley says, “I wanna try and win a hat
too.”













“I
don’t know if training like that was such a good idea,”
EJ says.


“You
mad you didn’t win a hat?” Bentley asks.


“This
is the sorest I’ve been since the Vanika debacle,” EJ
says, rubbing his shoulder. “And besides, you didn’t win
a hat either.”


“I
could have if I wanted to,” Bentley says.


“Uh
huh. Bentley the Burbeast Slayer losing on purpose? I highly doubt
that,” Ryry quips.


“Yeah,
well, James got a faster count than I did,” Bentley protests.


“Excuses,
excuses,” Ryry says.


“Enough
about hats,” I say, hoping to get this conversation headed in a
more productive direction. 



After
we were done practicing, we had a great meal with Ant, Jabu, and
Ritt, and learned a lot of new info that we’re supposed to be
going over right now.


But
instead of going over that info, everyone is just lounging around in
these really comfy chairs in our room, talking about hats.


“Says
the guy wearing the most ridiculous hat I’ve ever seen,”
Bentley laughs.


He’s
right, this hat is ridiculous. 



After
we ate, Brie dragged us all to the shops and picked out one of the
most hideous costume hats ever.


It’s
almost like a cowboy hat, but made of coppery red leather and it’s
got beads, and tassels, and feathers sticking out from every side.


“Why
do I still have to wear this thing, anyway?” I ask, flipping a
tassel out of my face. “And why did somebody make this thing in
the first place?”


“Don't
know, don't care, but glad they did. And you have to wear it cause
you never know. What if the inn catches on fire and we have to
evacuate suddenly, you wouldn’t want to leave your new hat
behind by accident, would you?” Brie says with a smile.


“Ugh...”
I exclaim, “can we at least go over what we’re gonna do
from here on out? Maybe that’ll take my mind off this stupid
hat.”


“I
guess it is time to get down to business, huh,” EJ says,
sitting up in his chair.


“Okay,
check this out...” Bentley starts.







CHAPTER
 21


Elemental
Battle Plan












“That
was your big revelation?” I ask.


“Yeah,
pretty cool huh?” Bentley replies with a smile.


“Her
mom drew her comic books of old cartoon shows,” Ryry says, “why
am I not surprised that that’s what your big news was.”


“I
agree, it’s not very groundbreaking, but it adds to our theory
that Ant’s mom was trapped here like we were,” EJ says.


“There's
also the part where her mom disappeared after being kinda shady,”
Bentley replies.


“Wait,
what?” I ask. “Why didn’t you lead with that info?”


“I
thought the comic book thing was cooler,” Bentley says with a
shrug.


“Oh
geez,” Ryry mutters.


“So
what about her mom?” EJ asks.


“Well,
her mom got a letter delivered to her, and after that she started
acting all distant and stuff, and then one day just packed up a few
things and took off, saying she had to go home for a while, but
she’ll be back soon,” Bentley explains.


“Did
Ant see what the letter said?” Brie asks.


“She
said her mom didn’t let her see it and took it with her when
she left.”


“Do
you think she found a way outta here and then couldn’t get
back?” I ask.


“That’s
what it sounds like,” EJ says. “I wish we could find out
who the letter was from.”


“Oh,
she told me that,” Bentley says.


“Dude,
you are the worst at giving out info,” I start, “just
tell us everything she told you, cool and not cool, and don’t
stop talking until you’ve told us everything.”


“All
right, all right, geez,” Bentley says. “So she said the
letter was dropped off by an Elven messenger. Apparently, her mom was
friends with some of the more important elves, the higher ups.”


“Like
Aranel?” Brie asks.


“It
would be great if we could ask him, too bad he never gets on the
guild stones anymore,” I say.


“Yeah,
he’s been silent for a long time. That might be something else
we need to check out one day soon, but for now, is there any more
info you found out or was that it for real this time?” EJ asks.


“I
also found out her mom was a doctor and taught Ant everything she
knows about medicine. And that Ant’s like a legit genius and
learns things super fast.”


“You
got all that from a four hour foraging trip?” Ryry asks.


“Pretty
much. Oh yeah, she also has a goblin illusionist friend who keeps
making illusions that look like the comic book characters her mom
made,” Bentley says, “which I think is awesome by the
way.”


“We
should try to talk with Ant tomorrow, maybe get more info from her,”
I suggest.


“I
don’t know, getting her to tell me that stuff was kinda hard.
She doesn’t seem like she enjoyed talking about the mom stuff.
I just kinda kept bugging her till she got aggravated and told me,”
Bentley says while rubbing his neck.


“Of
course you did,” Ryry says.


“Wait,
what about her dad?” I ask. “Is he around?”


“She
never mentioned anything about a dad,” Bentley replies.


“Without
her mom or the letter, I don’t think there’s any more
info we can get. I think it would be better to leave it alone,
especially if it’s gonna upset her,” Brie says.


“You’re
probably right,” EJ starts. “We should at least try to
get her moms name though, that way we can ask Aranel about it if he
ever shows up.”


“It’s
Sara,” Bentley says.


I just
stare at him like, really? I can see Ryry shaking her head out of the
corner of my eye.


“What?
You never asked if I knew her name,” Bentley responds, “I
didn’t think of it until EJ said something.”


“Okay,
I think we have enough info to check that out later. Right now we
need to figure out our current problem, which is the elemental,”
EJ says in a serious tone.


“What
about it?” Ryry starts. “We gather a monfolk raid group
and go kill it. That was the plan, right?”


“Yeah
but...” I start.


“Listen,
I didn’t get blown up, shot into the ocean, and nursed back to
health by an animal doctor for you guys to bail out now,” Ryry
says firmly.


“I’m
scared,” Bentley mumbles. “After the pirate ship thing it
really hit me that maybe we do rush into things we shouldn’t. I
don’t wanna see one of us get hurt that badly again.”


Everybody’s
silent for what seems like forever. No one is looking at anyone,
we’re just all staring at the floor.


“Ryry’s
right,” I say, “we offered our help to Grimold and all
the other dwarves and we can’t go back on that now. We knew it
was risky to get over here bu—“


“Knowing
it was risky and seeing the risks happen in front of you are two
different things,” Bentley interrupts. “Vanika was
different. We were stuck there and didn’t have a choice in the
matter. It was do or die. This thing with the pirates though, we
chose to do that, and it was the wrong choice cause it almost cost
Ryry her life.”


Ryry
stands up and walks over to where Bentley is sitting, putting her
face just inches away from his.


“Listen
idiot, cause I’m only gonna say this once. As much as I hate to
say it, saving the dwarves is the right thing to do, and you know
nobody else is gonna do it. 



“So
stop your cryin, grab your stupid Burbeast slaying axe, and let’s
kill an elemental.”


“I
don’t know,” Bentley shakes his head, “what if
something happens again, what if one of us dies?”


“There
were a million ways to die back home,” Ryry says, waving her
arms while she speaks. “Any day of the week you coulda got hit
by a bus crossing the street for school, or drown in that lake with
the rope swing we always snuck out to. The only difference now is
that instead of a bus or a lake, it could be a dragon or a screaming
slime thingy. 



“Besides,
weren’t you the one that said,” Ryry switches to her best
Bentley impersonation, “‘I never let your character die
in Questworld, so trust me, I’ll tank everything here like a
boss?’”


“I
don’t think I sounded like that,” Bentley says with a
slight chuckle.


“Yeah,
that was pretty spot on actually,” I laugh.


“We
watch each others backs like we always do, we come up with a good
plan for once, and we get this done so we can get back to trying to
find a way home. End of story. Stop being a James, start being a
Bentley, and let’s finish this stupid quest already, cause as
dangerous as it is, we’re actually kinda good at this
adventuring thing,” Ryry says matter-of-factly. “And also
I hate whiny Bentley a lot more than I hate stupid Bentley.”


“Wow,”
Brie says.


“Did
you just use my name as an insult?” I ask, but nobody responds.


Ryry
turns away from Bentley and heads back to her bean bag chair. “So
come on brainiac,” she says, directing her gaze towards EJ,
“make up a plan.”







CHAPTER
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Gathering
a Raid Group












“So
that’s the deal,” I say, “we need a group of people
to help us take on this elemental.”


After
explaining our whole situation to them, you would think Ritt and Jabu
would be staring at me like I’m crazy. But to my surprise,
they're not.


“I’m
in,” Ritt blurts.


“Now
wait a minute…” Jabu says, “lets just—“


“But
this is what I’ve been waiting for,” Ritt interrupts. “A
chance to test myself. To prove I’m worthy to be one of the
town protectors.” 



“I
understand why you want to go, but part of being a protector is also
knowing when to fight, and when not to fight,” Jabu says.


As you
can see, the first people we went to see this morning were Ritt and
Jabu. They were training in the back of the healer’s house when
we showed up and explained our situation to them.


“Saving
thousands of dwarf lives is a fight worth fighting,” Ritt
replies.


Jabu
let's out a sigh.


“I
don’t disagree with that. Even if I were to let you go, it’s
gonna take more than six of you to take down an elemental, if it’s
even possible to begin with,” Jabu says.


“I
need to do this. You're always going on about how we should try to
make a difference, well this is our chance to do that,” Ritt
pleads.


“If
you really feel that strongly about doing this, I won't stop you,”
Jabu says before turning towards us. “Are you sure it's
possible to kill an elemental?”


“It’s
quite possible actually,” EJ starts, “the only problem
is, we need an Adamite weapon to do it.”


“And
before he got turned to stone, Grimold told us that we could mine
some here in the northern lands,” Bentley chimes in.


“Finding
Adamite is harder than fighting the elemental at this point. The
dwarves were the only ones who could ever mine that stuff, and as
you’ve said, they are no longer able to,” Jabu says.


“Not
necessarily,” Ritt says with a grin. “Wait here.”


Ritt
runs off in a hurry, leaving Jabu with a concerned look on his face.


“You
think he knows where to get Adamite?” I ask.


“I
have no idea what that boy is up to,” Jabu replies.


“Even
with Adamite and Ritt, there’s not enough of us to take on the
elemental,” Brie says.


She’s
right. We still need to recruit some other monfolk to help us, but
everyone we’ve seen in our time here doesn’t look like
they’d be much help in a fight. 



Well,
except that half ogre dude that sold us this stupid hat. Which I’m
still being forced to wear, by the way. 



He
looked like he could swing a tree or two at the elemental, but I
doubt he’d come along.


He
didn’t look that old, but I’m pretty sure his elemental
fighting days are far behind him.


Bentley
said Ant and her friends were decent fighters too, but being the only
doctor who will come treat the monfolk, I think she’s needed
more here than risking her life with us.


“Well
to be fair, this isn’t the stable town we were originally
looking for,” EJ says.


“You
mean Elsefire, by the ice fields?” Jabu asks.


“If
that’s the town’s name, then yeah. All we knew was it was
fairly large and near the ice fields,” EJ replies.


“Yeah,
you’re not getting up there anytime soon,” Jabu starts.
“For one, it’s about a day and a half walk from here, and
two, this is blizzard season, and up there they’ve been having
some very weird weather lately. Storms are coming more frequently and
way bigger than normal. There’s no way you’re gathering
monfolk from there, if you could even make it there to begin with.”


“It’s
always something,” Ryry mutters.


I see
Ritt coming back around the house out of the corner of my eye and it
looks like he’s carrying a rock.


“Would
this work?” Ritt asks, holding up a chunky gray rock a little
smaller than a softball.


Jabu
takes the rock and looks it over. “Where in the world did you
get this?”


“I
gave it to him,” Ant’s voice says.


We all
turn to see Ant—with Pip on her shoulder—coming towards
us. “My mom gave it to me, said it might be useful one day.”


“And
you’d let us have it?” I ask.


“Sure,
why not?” Ant says. “Ritt told me what you needed it for,
and I took a hip... hippcotic... hecrati...”


“Hippocratic?”
EJ says.


“Yes,
that. I took a Hippocratic Oath to help saves lives, and if giving
you this rock is gonna do that, then I’m good with it,”
Ant says proudly with a nod of her head. 



“It’s
not much,” Jabu says, “you might be able to make a very
small dagger out of it.”


“Anything’s
better than nothing,” Bentley says. “We were always gonna
have to get in close to have a chance at hitting the heart, this just
means we have to get a little closer.”


“So
you really think you can expose the elementals heart and get in close
enough to shatter it with a dagger, without getting crushed in the
process?” Jabu asks skeptically.


“We
have to,” Bentley replies. “We made a promise.”


“Okay
than, I'll run this over to our blacksmith and see what he can do. It
won't be very nice to look at though,” Jabu says.


“As
long as it's sharp,” Bentley replies.


Jabu
nods his head and walks away.


“So
we got the weapon, now we need the people,” Brie says.


“Give
me an hour or so, I may be able to help you with that problem as
well,” Ritt says, turning and running off.


“What
about you?” Ryry turns towards Ant.


“I
train with Ritt every so often, even though I never beat him, and I'm
pretty sure he cheats, like a lot, with that twirly chain of his, but
I don't think I'm ready to fight an elemental right now, maybe in a
few years, but not right this second and definitely not this week,”
Ant answers in what I'd call a spoken run-on sentence.


“Would
you be able to come in a healer's capacity than?” EJ asks.


“Yeah,
having someone there to pull our dead bodies out of Stonegard might
be helpful,” Ryry says sarcastically.


“Really?”
Bentley says. “Have some faith. Remember earlier, 'I'm gonna
tank things like a boss'.”


Bentley
says that last part while imitating Ryry's imitation of himself.


“Hmm...”
Ant says, appearing to be thinking it over, “that's probably
something I could do, yeah.”


She
nods her head, like a lot. She sorta looks like a bobble head.


“Great.
Then I guess all there is to do now is wait and see what Ritt's got
in mind,” EJ says.
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Recruits












“Are
you sure this is a good idea?” Brie asks as we all stare at
Bentley.


“Kinda,”
I reply.


Ritt
managed to get five monfolk to offer their help, but Bentley wants to
make sure they know what they’re in for if they come with us.


It's
kinda weird seeing all these monsters lined up before us. There are
two really beefy looking orc brothers, easily six foot tall. Dark
green skin, face like a pig, and two big fangs that stick out from
the bottom of their mouth.


There’s
a half-dragon, who is taller than everyone by like a foot at least.
When Ritt mentioned he got a half-dragon, I was expecting more dragon
than human. What we got was a lean, muscular human with long black
hair and patches of shiny silver scales all over him.


Then
there’s the goblin. Little green skinned, pointy-eared goblin.
A monfolk we know all too well.


Last
in line is the gnoll. Half hyena, half human, very furry. He is the
only monfolk who has more hyena features—like fur and a
snout—than human features.


Bentley
paces back and forth in front of them, looking sorta like one of
those generals in a war movie.


“I’m
sure Ritt has told you about our situation, but in case it hasn’t
sunk in yet, we need help fighting an elemental. Not a small one that
you might find out in the wild, but a full blown ancient earth
elemental,” Bentley says, which causes the half-dragon to take
a step forward.


“Let
me get this straight. You kids are planning on fighting an ancient
earth elemental?” he asks.


“Yes.”


“With
nothing but a barely passable dagger that may or may not be effective
against it?”


“Yes,”
Bentley answers again.


“And
you hope that by killing this elemental you’ll free the entire
dwarven race?”


“Yes.”


“Hah!”
The half-dragon smiles, “that sounds absolutely crazy.”


Bentley
looks kinda worried, and I don’t blame him. When it’s put
like that, it does sound like an impossible task.


“I’m
in,” the half dragon says.


“Wha?”
Bentley questions.


“Anyone
crazy enough to attempt what you’re planning is someone I
definitely want to hang around with,” the half-dragon says.


The
other four monfolk all nod their heads and mumble their agreement.


“Great,
Ritt got us a bunch of crazy people,” Ryry says.


“Crazy
or not, help is help, and we need all the help we can get,” EJ
responds.


“Yeah,
yeah, yeah,” Ryry mutters, “just don’t look at me
when it’s all said and done and they’re trying to eat the
elemental pieces or something like that.”


“That
doesn’t make any sense,” I say.


“Exactly,
cause that’s what crazy people do,” Ryry exclaims,
throwing her arms up in the air.


I look
at Brie who just shrugs her shoulders, “she’s not wrong.”


“I
guess...” I mutter.













After
the ‘gathering of the crazies’—as Ryry put it—we
settled in early to get some rest cause that would be the last time
we’d have a comfy bed to sleep in for a while.


Now
we’re back to doing what I feel we’re always doing,
walking for days to go fight something crazy.


I
think I kinda preferred it when all we had to do was run from bad
guys instead of walking for days towards them.


Our
raid group is not as large as we hoped, but it’s better than
what we had a few days ago.


Korth
and Krath, the two orc brothers, are packed to the brim with weapons.
I don’t know if they plan on swapping out a weapon with each
swing or what, but it seems a little overkill if you ask me.


Dracus,
the half-dragon packed super light, only bringing a small sack and a
pretty sweet looking giant spear with tassels hanging off the top.


Gobo
the goblin has a small backpack, along with a short sword and shield.
He seems the most reasonably prepared, but then again who knows,
maybe we will need all those extra weapons Korth and Krath brought.


Last
of our band of crazies is Arrk, the gnoll. He’s got a pair of
daggers, a battle axe, and a small backpack with him. The main
problem with him is he doesn’t say a lot. 



Matter
of fact, he hasn’t said anything in the couple hours it’s
been since we left town. He just seems to hang in the back, listening
to whatever we’re talking about, and every so often let’s
out a grunt or chuckle at what’s being said.


Unfortunately,
some medical emergency came up at the last minute in Mansoor and Ant
was forced to stay behind, so we have no body puller-outer now, as
Ryry put it.


Ritt’s
leading our little nature hike cause he has a path to get us around
all the Burbeasts that hang out around here and avoid any unneeded
fights. 



Of
course, that means walking about half a day out of our way, but if it
helps avoid a random encounter—which we’ve still never
had—and keeps us fresh for the battle ahead, then I guess it’s
worth it.


“Is
anyone else freezing?” Bentley asks, pulling his fur cloak
tighter around him.


“It’s
snowing, and I’m in leggings, what do you think?” Ryry
snaps back.


“We’ll
just head up this ridge a little more and then there’s a spot
to make camp, it’s gonna get dark soon and making our way
through the mountain pass is gonna be almost impossible at night,”
Ritt says.


Apparently
this is the route Jabu travels to get back and forth from human towns
like the one we almost caught him at.


None
of the other monfolk seem bothered by the cold. I guess they’re
used to it living up here. I wish they were more talkative though,
cause this entire day has just been Bentley and Ryry complaining back
and forth at each other.


And
there’s no way we can survive four more days of Bentley and
Ryry complaining, so one of these new guys better start tellin some
crazy stories or something to grab Bentley’s attention, or
we’re gonna have two fewer members in our party by the time we
reach the elemental.
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Strategy












Ritt’s
campsite is a shallow cave under a rocky outcrop which is giving me
flashbacks of our escape from the goblin caves. The only difference
is that instead of a haunted forest in front of us, we’ve got a
very rocky, snow-covered mountain pass.


Gobo
was able to use some magic to get a fire lit, which is great cause
it’s freezing out here. Like, any minute now I’m waiting
for Sub Zero to jump out and challenge me to Mortal Kombat.


“Once
we come to the end of the spiral ramp, there’s no going back,”
EJ says.


EJ is
drawing a pretty detailed map of the dwarven city of Stonegard on a
piece of parchment and going over strategy for the battle ahead.


“The
elementals got too much advantage on the ramp. We barely made it up
the ramp on our escape, and I’m convinced the only reason we
did escape is because it was
toying with us,” EJ says.


“Okay,
but you said there are stone dwarves all over Stonegard. If we can’t
fight on the ramp where do we fight?” Ritt asks.


“Here,”
EJ points to a spot where the ramp ends and the main road of
Stonegard begins. “If I remember correctly, there weren’t
any dwarves in this area that I could see. So we’ve got about
four buildings worth of space to work with.”


“Not
a lot of space,” Korth says in a deep, growling voice.


“No,
it’s not, but if we wanna avoid destroying any of the dwarf
statues, this is the only place to fight,” EJ replies.


“So
how do we fight a giant elemental in such a confined area?”
Arrk asks. 



His
voice being much higher and kinda scratchy sounding really takes some
getting used to.


“I’ve
got something in mind but it’s gonna involve a lot of directing
on the fly, so we’re gonna have to use these,” EJ pulls
out our three extra guild stones.


“What
are those?” Ritt asks.


“We
call them guild stones. If you’re holding onto one, you can
communicate with everyone else who also has one,” EJ hands one
to Ritt.


“Can
you hear me now?” Bentley says through the guild stones.


“Whoa,”
Ritt jumps a bit, “it’s like I can hear you in my head.”


“Cool
huh?” Bentley says.


Ritt
hands the stone back to EJ, who puts it back into his pocket.


“We
only have three extra stones, which we kinda need for another matter
all together, but I think in this instance, they’re gonna be
useful,” EJ says.


“I
see,” Ritt says, “so you’re gonna direct the battle
from a safe location?”


“Sorta,”
EJ starts. “Here’s what I have so far. We’re gonna
have to form a few groups for this to work.


“Ritt
and Dracus, being that you two are the fastest, your job will be to
get in close on either side of the elemental and try to force its
attention to be everywhere at once. I don’t want it to be able
to solely focus on any one group.


“Korth,
Krath, and Bentley will be the main front line. Your jobs will be to
take the legs out. If you can keep shattering its legs and Ritt and
Dracus can take out the arms, we can minimize the damage we take. I
know Bentley has an attack that can shatter stone extremely well, I’m
gonna guess that you two have something similar?”


“Crushing
stone is no problem,” Korth replies.


“I
figured that,” EJ says. “My guess is that it’ll
take the elemental about five seconds to reform a limb if we blast it
at least as far up as where its knees and elbows would be. Keep
shattering its limbs, keep forcing it to have to rebuild itself so it
can’t do much else.


“Now
Gobo, your job is to be backup for the two front line groups. Your
size will allow you to move around the entire battle without drawing
a lot of attention to yourself. Use your bombs to destroy any arms
and limbs whenever the main group can’t. You’ll also have
to take out any walls the elemental might throw up to limit our
attacks, and trust me, it enjoys throwing up walls. 



“Use
whatever magic you have in addition to your bombs to watch the main
lines backs.”


“Got
it. Bombs and backs, can do,” Gobo says in his raspy, almost
child like voice.


“Brie
and myself will stay towards the back of the battle. Brie, you’ll
be on shield duty. It was the only thing that saved us last time and
it’s definitely gonna be needed this time. 



“Spot
block everyone who needs it, and if worse comes to worse and the
battle goes south, use your other magic to buy the rest of us time to
regroup.


“I’ll
direct the battle from the back and cover Brie the best I can should
anything be directed towards her.


“Arrk,
you’re the all-arounder. You’re gonna aid each group
whenever you can, and when the time is right, help out the kill
team.
“Ryry and James, you guys are the kill team. Your job
is simple. When the front line shatters the elemental enough to
reveal its heart, you’re gonna take it down.”


“How
are we gonna get up to its chest to hit the heart?” I ask.


“See
these three buildings, hopefully we can drive the elemental towards
them enough that you can make the attack from there. If not you’re
just gonna have to wing it.


“Once
we get an opening on the heart, Arrk should be able to branch off
from his position and assist you, but it won’t be a big
opening, so it’s gonna be do or die when it happens,” EJ
explains.


“This
sounds good. You are good strategist for young kid,” Krath says
in an even deeper voice than Korth, which I don’t even know how
that’s possible cause all of Korth’s words sound like
cement.


At
least that’s what I picture whenever he talks.


“Dude,
EJ always has the best strats. He’s kept our group alive tons
of time in big battles like this. If he says this is gonna work, it’s
gonna work,” Bentley chimes in.


“Tons
of times behind a computer,” Ryry mutters.


I
don’t think anybody else was close enough to hear Ryry mutter
under her breath, but she’s right. Calling a plan from behind a
computer screen is a lot different than being right in it. I hope EJ
knows what he’s doing.
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Point Of No Return












I’m
thinking random encounters are just a computer game thing. Four days
of walking and nothing. 



It’s
good because we didn’t risk getting hurt fighting someone or
something on our way here, but it’s also the main way you level
up in a game. 



How
are we going to level up outside of these giant quests we always find
ourselves in? 



I
guess that’s a question for another time. Right now, the
question is, ‘can we really do this?’


Ritt
got us here with no problems what so ever. No pirate ship battle, no
giant monsters, nothing. We walked, took a small fishing boat and
hugged the shoreline for a day, and then walked some more until we
got to this spot right here, the giant doors of Stonegard.


“Are
we sure about this?” Brie asks as we all stand in a line,
staring at the doors.


“We
didn’t travel all this way to stop now,” Arrk replies.


“I
mean we could,” Brie mumbles.


“Everybody
knows their job?” EJ asks.


Even
though it’s nothing but nods and yeahs from everybody, I got a
bad feeling in the pit of my stomach. 



It
could also be because I’m pretty much the last line of attack
and I’m by far the worst fighter here, and I’m not afraid
to admit it. Hence, going back to why we may need some random
encounters sometime in the future.


“All
right, let’s do this,” Bentley says, punching his fist
into his open hand.


“Lead
the way,” Ritt says.


Bentley
walks up to the giant stone doors and pushes them open just as easily
as the first time we were here.


“Be
ready for anything, we don’t know if it’s sleeping or
waiting,” EJ says.


Cautiously
we walk through the doors to Stonegard. The ever-light torches are
still burning brightly, leading our way down the spiral path.


“Magic
torches, never go out,” Ryry blurts, “just in case anyone
was gonna ask.”


I see
Ritt, Gobo, Dracus and Arrk nod their heads, Korth and Krath couldn’t
care less.


The
more we walk down the ramp, the worse my stomach gets. Any moment now
a stone pillar could pop out of the wall and try to crush us. 



Brie
is on high alert for that very reason. I can see her looking around
frantically, and it’s not making me feel any better.


Another
minute gone and no pillars, and we’re almost to the bottom.
Maybe we’ll get lucky and the elemental is sleeping. I mean, it
slept for hundreds of years before, why not again?


“I
don’t like this. Too quiet,” Krath says softly. Well, as
softly as gravel can sound.


“No,
this is good,” EJ says, “If it’s sleeping, or just
not paying attention, we can get into position easily.”


“And
if it’s lying in wait?” Ritt asks.


“Then
we do it the hard way,” EJ replies.


“Cause
it’s rock. I get it,” Korth chuckles.


I’m
pretty sure that wasn’t a pun, but I’m not telling Korth
that. That guy could crush me with his finger.


“Wow,”
Ritt says as we get to the bottom of the ramp and look upon the
actual city of Stonegard. 



“I
don’t see elemental,” Korth says.


“So
let’s get into position fast,” EJ says. “Ritt and
Dracus, head to the sides near those buildings there. James and Ryry,
head up to that building over there, I think that would be the best
spot to lure the elemental.” 



EJ
points to a large building to the right, which kinda looks like an
inn.


“Get
to the roof and wait for your shot, you guys might only get one,”
EJ says.


I nod
my head and start heading towards the inn.


“You
got the dagger?” I ask Ryry.


“Do
I look like Bentley?” she shoots back. “Of course I have
it.”


We
walk through the doors of the inn and it’s actually kinda
creepy. There’s a couple ever-light torches on the walls,
casting eerie shadows around the room and every step we take echoes
all around us.


“There’s
the stairs,” Ryry points towards the far left of the room.


The
wooden stairs creek with every step we climb. It probably wouldn’t
be noticeable if there was a crowd downstairs enjoying themselves.
Now that it’s empty though, each creak makes me wince in
anticipation. Is this the creak that’s gonna wake up the
elemental? Also, why are the stairs made of wood and not stone?


No
time to wonder about that now. We reach the second floor and I can
see a small hatch in the ceiling at the far end of the hallway. 



“Get
on my shoulders,” I say, getting down to one knee.


“If
you drop me I’m gonna stab you,” Ryry says as she climbs
up.


Slowly
and shakily, I get to my feet. Ryry pushes the hatch open and pulls
herself into it. She disappears for a couple seconds and then I see a
ladder fall through the hatch, slamming to the floor.


“Oops,
that was heavier than I thought,” Ryry says.


I set
the ladder up and climb into the hatch. It looks like a typical
attic. Some boxes and bags full of stuff, dust and spiderwebs
everywhere, and something that looks like a mechanical bull of some
sorts.


“There,”
Ryry says, again finding a small set of stairs leading to another
hatch.


Exiting
that hatch puts us exactly where we wanna be, on the roof. We walk to
the edge and stare down at the rest of the group.


“We’re
here,” I say over the guild stones.


EJ
looks up at us and gives us a thumbs up.


“Stay
out of sight and be ready,” EJ replies.


“Will
do,” I say, ducking down behind the slight ledge built
around the roof.


Peering
over the edge I can see EJ and Brie near the ramp, Bentley, Korth,
Arrk, and Krath in the middle of the street a few buildings past us.
Ritt, Gobo and Dracus are nowhere to be seen, I assume they’re
in their positions somewhere.


“Okay
Bentley,” EJ starts, “wake him up.”


“You
got it,” he responds.


I see
Bentley lift his giant axe above his head and bring it down into the
ground, unleashing a weak Earthbreak skill, sending a slight crack
through the ground maybe ten feet long. I’m just guessing, I
have no idea how long it is.


Five
feet or twenty feet, it seems to have done the job cause the ground
is rumbling like an earthquake. A mound of stone takes shape about
two buildings away from Bentley’s group and the unmistakable
form of an earth elemental now stands before us.
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I
forgot how big this guy is. It’s like the Hulk, if the Hulk was
made of stone and forty feet tall. Even from up here on the roof
we’re barely at eye level.


“So
the tiny weaver of tales has returned,” the elemental says in
its huge, booming voice. “And who have you brought with you?
More mercenaries, perhaps?”


The
elemental laughs loudly, which echoes off of everything, making the
whole place seem like it’s shaking.


“Actually,
we’re here to ask—“


“FOR
THE DWARVES!!” Korth yells at the top of his lungs as he and
Krath charge towards the monster in front of them.


“Did
the orcs just Leroy Jenkins our plan?!” Ryry shouts through
the guild stones.


“Sorta,”
Bentley replies as he and Arrk start running towards the elemental.


“It’s
fine, just stick to the plan. Ritt and Dracus, back them up, focus on
the arms. Bentley, tell your crew to focus on taking the legs out,”
EJ says.


“I’ll
try,” Bentley replies, “but I don’t think
they’re listening to anyone but themselves right now.”


I
kinda feel like I should be doing more than just hiding up here and
watching, but I guess landing the final blow that ends this entire
thing is what really matters.


“Are
you really trying to fight me humans?” The elemental booms,
taking a swat at Bentley’s group with his huge right arm.


They
barely dodge out of the way before the elemental makes a stone pillar
shoot up from the ground, right under Korth and Krath. The two orcs
leap off the rising pillar straight at the elemental, who smiles as
he brings his hands together.


Just
before the elemental claps the orcs to death, Brie hits them with a
shield. The elemental’s hands slam into the shield, cracking it
into pieces, but luckily, the orcs fall to safety, rolling to their
feet as they hit the ground.


“That
clap took out my shield like it was nothing!” Brie
exclaims.


“It’s
fine, it stopped enough of the clap, just keep at it,” EJ
says.


Out of
the corner of my eye I see Gobo, climbing up some rocks behind the
elemental. From where he’s at he has a clear shot at the
elemental’s back.


He
ducks out of sight behind a large rock, probably waiting for the
right moment to use his bombs.


“Ritt
and Dracus, you’re up,” EJ says.


The
elemental lifts it’s leg to stomp down on Korth but Bentley
spins and unleashes a huge Earth Strike, shattering the elementals
leg.


The
elemental falls hard onto what was once its left leg, causing it to
lean heavily to the side, almost near our building.


Ritt
leaps from the side of the building next to us, twirling his
kusarigama around himself. He shoots out his arm and the dagger end
of the chain goes flying out, engulfed in a light yellow flame.


It
hits the elemental’s left arm with a thunderous bang, leaving a
giant hole.


The
ground shakes, and large spurs of stone shoot out of the ground all
over the place. Everyone does their best to dodge, which gives the
elemental just enough time to reform its leg and most of its arm
again.


“Not
bad humans. I’m almost regretting toying with you,” the
elemental says. “Almost.”


Everything
shakes again and four tiny earth elementals pop out of the ground
near EJ and Brie.


“Let’s
see how well the young merc can give orders under pressure,”
the elemental says.


“How
does he know EJ’s giving orders?” Bentley asks.


“It’s
not that hard to figure out, just take him down already, idiot!”
Ryry yells, frustrated.


“You
know the plan, get him immobilized and near the building James and
Ryry are on,” EJ says, pulling out his hand axes, ready to
confront the four, man sized elementals that are now surrounding him
and Brie.


Dracus
and Ritt are keeping the elemental’s attention torn between the
two of them as Bentley and the orc brothers regroup below. Arrk runs
back to assist EJ with the tiny elementals when a huge stone wall
shoots up around him.


EJ
activates his half berserker mode and takes on all four of the
elementals at the same time.


A rock
flies from somewhere and hits the building we are on top of. I turn
my attention back towards the elemental and it’s now forming
rocks in its hands and chucking them at Ritt and Dracus, who are
using the buildings to leap off of with some crazy parkour flips and
stuff.


I see
Bentley break away from his group and start running back towards Brie
and EJ. Korth and Krath both unleash something that sorta looks like
an Earthbreak skill. Their attacks shatter pieces of the elementals
legs, causing it to wobble but not fall down.


“EJ
duck!” Bentley yells. 



I turn
just in time to see EJ duck as Bentley’s Earth Strike shatters
all four of the tiny elementals.


“Thanks,”
EJ says.


“Look
out!” I yell.


Bentley
turns around just in time to see the giant rock I was yelling about
shatter against Brie’s shield.


“That
coulda been messy,” Bentley says as he runs back towards
the giant elemental.


Arrk
shatters the wall around him with some sorta battle axe skill I’ve
never seen before. He surveys the scene for a second before running
to join Bentley’s group on the front line.
I turn my
attention towards the elemental just in time to see Korth get slammed
in the chest by a pillar of rock that shot out of the ground in front
of him. Korth flies backwards and rolls a couple times before coming
to a stop.


“Korth
is down!” Arrk yells.


Bentley
slides to a stop next to Korth, who is not moving at all.


“He’s
good, just knocked out,” Bentley says, grabbing Korth by
the arms and dragging him towards one of the buildings on the
opposite side of the street. He leans him up against the side of the
building, away from the fight, before running back towards the
battle.


“We
gotta do this now! The longer this fight goes on, the more it’s
not gonna be in our favor,” EJ yells.


“Bentley,
go for the left leg on my mark,” Ritt says.


Bentley
readies his axe as Ritt makes his way towards the elemental’s
left side.


“Now!”
Ritt yells, tossing his kusarigama out with that same yellowish flame
attack he used before.


Bentley
unleashes an Earth Strike, blowing apart the elementals leg at the
knee, while Ritt’s strike hits just above the thigh, shattering
an enormous chunk of stone.


“Gobo!”
EJ yells.


I turn
to where I saw Gobo hiding earlier and see him step out and hurl a
bomb at the elemental.


The
bomb explodes near the elemental’s right ankle. It doesn’t
do a lot of damage, but enough to make a decent sized hole in the
foot. 



The
elemental falls to the left, crashing to the ground hard, causing a
tiny earthquake.


The
elemental grabs the side of the building we’re on, using it to
stabilize itself.


“Go
now!” Ryry yells, running towards the elementals hand.


I just
start running with her. I don’t know what we’re gonna do,
but I know it has to be now, so here goes nothing.







CHAPTER
 27


An
Unexpected Rescue












Ryry
runs onto the elementals arm at full speed. I don’t know why,
but I’m right behind her. The elemental’s slowly starting
to get up, and the arm is getting very hard to keep my balance on.


I hear
another explosion from below and the elemental leans back towards the
left again, almost causing me to lose my balance, but I keep running,
we’re just about to where the elbow is when I see the
elementals other hand coming at us.


“Ryry!”
I yell, but she doesn’t stop running. The hand comes down and
Ryry tries to jump out of the way, but the elemental grabs her in
midair.


“Don't
stop stupid!” She yells as I keep running.


I
don't know where I'm running to. I'm just running up a giant
elemental’s arm with no plan what so ever.


“Get
to the chest!” Ryry yells.


I look
up at her and she’s got one of her arms out of the elementals
fist with the dagger held tightly in her hand.


“Don't
mess this up!” she yells and throws the dagger at me.


This
is not good. This is really not good. The dagger flies through the
air, twisting around and around. Good news is, it makes it to me, bad
news is, I catch it right on the blade.


The
dagger digs into my hand as I grab onto it with all my might, not
wanting to risk dropping it. I grab the handle with my other hand and
almost fall off the elementals arm.


“Keep
it stable!” I hear EJ yell.


Another
explosion below me and the elemental falls back down, which knocks me
off my feet. I grab onto some pointy rock parts that are jutting out
of the elementals arm with my now bloodied hand to keep myself from
falling off.


I
don't even have to look at my hand to know it's cut pretty bad. It
hurts like crazy but I gotta try and ignore it. This is our one and
only shot at ending this thing.


“Arrk,
get that heart exposed!” EJ orders


I pull
myself to my feet and reach the elementals shoulders. It's a lot
wider and jagged here so it's easier for me to keep my balance. I
turn and see Arrk, battle axe held over his head with both hands. A
red glow surrounds the axe as he hurls it towards the elemental’s
chest.


“Slide
idiot!” I hear Ryry yell.


Maybe
it's instinct that finally kicked in, or something else, I don't
know, but I somehow know exactly what Ryry means and start sliding
down the elementals rounded chest.


Arrk’s
battle axe hits a ways below me, blowing a gigantic hole in the
chest, which I hope is exposing the heart cause I’m almost
there.


I
slide right towards the hole and almost past it. I grab onto one of
the jagged rocks around the outside of the hole and pull myself into
it. I can hear the rocks reforming around me, but I can also see the
heart.


I pull
my arm back and stab at the heart and...


Shield?


Brie's
shield is around me. The point of the dagger is inside the heart, but
the rest of the dagger is with me in the shield.


“Keep
the hole open!” EJ yells.


Another
explosion right next to me and Brie's shield wavers a bit.


“I
can't do it!” I yell. “Brie's shield is around
half the dagger, I can't push it through the heart!”


“I
can't pull the shield back. If I do I'll lose it, I can barely keep
it up as it is!” Brie exclaims.


I can
hear the rock forming around me, and can feel the elemental starting
to rise. Soon, it's completely black.


“James!”
I hear Bentley yell.


“I'm
fine. Brie's shield is holding, it's just pitch black in here, and
I'm totally freaking out!” I yell back.


“Mwahahahaha,”
the elemental's laugh vibrates all around me, “So close, yet so
far. How long do you think you can keep me from crushing your friend,
little girl?”


“EJ,
do something! What's the plan!?” Bentley yells.


“I'm
not... I don't know...” EJ stutters.


“It's
getting hard to breathe in here! Get me out!” I yell.


I
can't take this much longer. I'm either gonna suffocate or I’m
gonna be crushed. I'm terrified and not terrified at the same time. I
know they'll save me, but what if they don't? 



I can
hear a couple more explosions around me and Ryry exclaims “Finally”
in the guild stone. Somebody must have freed her from the elementals
grip.


“Keep
that shield up girl,” I hear Dracus say, right before a
huge explosion happens in front of me.


Dracus
climbs into the huge hole he just made in the back of the elemental
and stands in front of me. “Sorry kid, this is all I could
think of.”


Dracus
tosses a handful of Gobo's bombs right at me. The explosion breaks a
hole in the stone behind me, but also sends me and the heart flying
out of it. 



“Holy...
 Brie!” EJ yells loudly through the guild stone.


All I
see is the ceiling getting farther and farther away as I fall
backwards to the ground. The dagger's tip still stuck in the heart on
the outside of Brie's shield.


Suddenly
the shield disappears and I'm jolted almost to a stop which causes me
to lose my grip on the dagger.


I
watch the heart and dagger fall to the ground as I float through the
air. Brie must have hit me with a feather spell.


“Get
the heart!” I yell.


“I've
let you children play long enough,” the elemental says, forming
the rocks on the ground into a tiny hand that catches the falling
heart and dagger.


Ritt
gets hit out of the air by a stone pillar, sending him flying onto
the roof of one of the buildings.


Krath
continues his assault on the elemental's leg but a jagged pillar
shoots out of the elementals knee area and catches him right in the
chest, knocking him backwards. Krath’s body hits the ground
next to Arrk, who is somehow also down and out.


Bentley
runs for the heart but a stone corral quickly forms around him,
blocking him in and not giving him any room to swing his axe.


EJ and
Brie are swarmed by tiny little elementals as Ryry makes a break for
the heart. 



She
dodges a few pillars that shoot out of the ground, but right before
she gets to the heart, another tiny stone hand pops out of the ground
and grabs her leg, tripping her up.


Brie
must have lost her focus cause suddenly I'm falling at normal speed.
I quickly hit the ground, banging the back of my head hard.


Everything
is blurry except for a small pinhole of clearness. My head is
throbbing like crazy and its feeling a little wet back there so I’m
pretty sure my head is bleeding too.


I can
see a large blurry mass coming at me from above and even with blurry
vision I can tell I'm about to get crushed by a giant elemental foot.
I get my arms up in a futile attempt to stop the foot when suddenly…


“Have
you learned nothing from my training human?” a familiar voice
says as somebody steps in front of me and shatters the elementals
foot.


It's
hard to make out who it is, but I'll never forget that voice.


“Nindr?”









CHAPTER
 28


Stonegard
Reborn












I
can't focus on anything right now. Maybe I'm delirious from when I
smacked my head, but I'm pretty sure Nindr just swooped in and saved
me from becoming a pancake.


“James!
Get the heart!” I hear Bentley yell.


I get
to my hands and knees and look around the best I can.  Everything is
super blurry but I think I see it to the left of me, still being held
by the small stone hand.


Slowly,
I crawl towards it. The ground is shaking something fierce and I can
hear explosions from behind me. Somebody is still fighting the
elemental.


As
fast as I think I'm crawling, the heart doesn't look like it's
getting any closer.


Out of
nowhere I see something fly in front of me, hitting the stone hand
and shattering it. The heart falls to the ground and slides a bit
closer to me.


“That's
the best I can do James,” I hear Ritt say through the guild
stone.


The
ground is shaking the heart all over the place. Thankfully, it's
shaking the stone closer to me. I reach out my hand and barely grab
the dagger still sticking out of it.


“James!”
I hear Bentley yell.


I turn
my head and see a huge boulder flying right at me. Just before it
hits I see Brie's shield pop up in front of me, blocking the boulder.


I get
to my knees and pull the heart close to me. Grabbing the dagger with
both hands, I raise the stone over my head, and slam it into the
ground.


The
dagger goes a little more into the stone heart but doesn't shatter
it.


“Break
the heart human!” I hear Nindr yell through the guild
stone.


Her
tone brings back memories of our training, and a wave of anger sweeps
over me.


I lift
the dagger up again and let out a mighty yell as I slam it into the
ground.


The
elemental's roar is deafening as the heart shatters into three large
pieces. The ground is shaking a lot more now and I lose my balance,
falling face first into the ground.


I can
hear rocks falling all around me, and suddenly there are arms around
my waist.


“Come
on human,” Nindr says, helping me to my feet.


I put
my arm around her shoulder, and we run. I still can't see anything
clearly so I'm hoping she doesn't run us into a boulder, or a hole or
something.


After
a couple seconds of running, the ground stops shaking, but we're hit
with a gigantic wave of dust.


I fall
to my hands and knees, coughing and gagging so hard that there’re
tears in my eyes. I can hear Nindr next to me doing the same.


After
the coughing fit is over, I get to my knees and look around. I can
see blurry people running over towards us. 



“Dude,
are you okay?” I hear Bentley ask.


“I
think so. Everything's blurry and my head is aching,” I reply.


“You
probably got a concussion. I had one once, and the same thing
happened to me. You hit the ground hard back there,” Bentley
says.


“You
think?” I respond.


“I
can't believe we did it,” Brie says, taking a seat on the
ground next to me, breathing heavily.


“How
did you get here?” I hear Ryry ask.


“We
received your message,” Nindr responds.


“What
message?” Ryry asks.


“I
kinda sent a message to Aranel by conventional means since he wasn't
answering his guild stone,” EJ says.


“When
was that?” Bentley asks.


“When
we first got to Mansoor.”


“Why
didn't you tell us?” Ryry asks.


“I
didn't think it would reach him in time, so I didn't want to get
everyone's hopes up and have everyone slack off thinking
reinforcement's coming,” EJ replies.


“It
reached us,” Nindr says, “and Aranel sends his apologies
that he could not be here himself, but a lot of things have changed
since you were in Ishathyr.”


“You’re
gonna have to fill us in later cause it looks like our plan worked,”
EJ says.


I look
around and see a lot of short, blurry people coming towards us.


“Grimold!”
Bentley yells and rushes off.


“I
guess it’s time to explain what happened,” EJ says as
what I’m guessing is a crowd of dwarves approach us.













Well,
the explanations went well. The dwarves were a little confused at
first that hundreds of years have passed, but were extremely thankful
that we freed them.


EJ
explained that we did a little negotiating on their behalf to help
trade with the monfolk in Mansoor, and surprisingly, they weren’t
against it. They seemed more than happy to help the monfolk out.


Speaking
of monfolk, somehow, everyone survived the elemental fight. Korth,
Krath, Ritt and Arrk were just bruised up a bit. Dracus needed some
patching up from the dwarven healers, but he’s gonna be fine as
well. Gobo somehow kept out of the line of fire completely, so he was
good to go.
After a bit of negotiating with the dwarven leaders
about the trade deal, Ritt and his group headed back to Mansoor to
deliver the good news.
I got one of the dwarven healers to hit me
with a spell that took away the blurriness and head pain. It wasn’t
as good as the Elven healers, but it was much better than nothing.


Nindr
had some stuff she wanted to tell us about Aranel, so after
everything calmed down and was taken care of, we all gathered in one
of the rooms on the second floor of the inn which is where we’re
at now.


“He’s
what now?!” Bentley exclaims.


“He
is king,” Nindr says.


“How
did that happen?” EJ asks.


“Shortly
after you defeated the Goblin Queen, there was an uprising. The king
thought the people didn’t see his true nature, but word got
around. Sending you five into battle ill-prepared against the Goblin
Queen set some things into motion.”


“So
you’re saying we kinda made Aranel king of the elves?”
Bentley says with a smile.


"In
a way,” Nindr starts. “The confrontation with the king
was a violent one. In the end, the king was dead and with no heir to
the throne, a new king was chosen.”


“So
what we really did was get the old king killed,” Ryry says.


“It
was always going to happen. You five just created a convenient
opening to set things into motion,” Nindr replies.


“So
that’s why Aranel hasn’t been on the guild stones
lately,” Bentley says.


“Guild
stones?” Nindr asks.


EJ
pulls out one of the amber beads and holds it up. 



“Ah,
you mean the yalambe ambal,” Nindr says, holding up her amber
bead. “Outsiders are not meant to have these. Aranel should
have known better than to craft you a set.”


“You’re
not gonna take ours back are you?” Bentley asks.


“No,
I think you have proven yourselves worthy to carry them,” Nindr
says, “although I will have a talk with Aranel when I
get back.”


“At
least I’m not the only one getting yelled at,” I mumble
under my breath.


“I
scold you because I can see the potential you have, all of you,”
Nindr says to me, “you just have to let it out, stop holding it
inside. Your uncertainty holds you back. Be more like this one.”


Nindr
points at Bentley.


“So
he should just act like an idiot,” Ryry chimes in, “that
makes sense.”


Nindr
let’s out a small laugh and for the first time ever she has a
slight smile on her face.


“You
five are hopeless,” Nindr jokes.


I'm
shocked. This is a whole side of Nindr I didn’t think existed.
I wish I had a camera to capture this moment.


“I
must be getting back though,” Nindr says, getting up from her
seat, “I will inform Aranel of what happened here, and I will
make sure he checks in from time to time on the… what did you
call them?”


“Guild
stones,” I answer.


“Yes,
the guild stones,” Nindr gathers her equipment and heads for
the door. “Take care humans and try to stay out of trouble. I
would prefer it if I did not have to run to your aid every other
week.”


“We’ll
try, but no guarantees,” Bentley replies.


Nindr
lets out a sigh, “I was afraid you’d say that.”


Nindr
leaves the room and I flop back onto the bed. 



We did
it. We saved the dwarves, we didn’t die, we got the monfolk
some trading help, and we didn’t die.


I said
that already, didn’t I? Hopefully I don’t have to say it
again, but knowing the kinda trouble we get into, it’s only a
matter of time.







THE
END
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CHAPTER
 1


The
New Dungeon







The
door to our room at the inn slams open, almost scaring me out of my
chair. We finally get enough money to stay in some nicer rooms for a
change, and Bentley seems determined to wreck the place every time he
enters.


“Guess
what!?” Bentley exclaims, almost tripping on his way into the
room.


“Anytime
you kick the door open like that and ask guess what, it never ends
well,” Ryry says.


“Uh,
not all the time,” Bentley says, “anyway, guess what I
just heard?”


“Again,
‘guess what I just heard’ always leads to ‘here’s
some crazy dangerous mission I just accepted without thinking’,”
Ryry comments.


“What
did you hear?” I answer.


“Somebody
found a new dungeon,” Bentley says with an enormous grin.


I look
at Ryry, and she just shrugs her shoulders, “I think he’s
waiting for us to jump up in excitement.”


“What
do you mean a new dungeon?” I ask.


“Dude,
everyone’s talking about it at the market. There was an
earthquake east of here in the Whieren Mountains and it uncovered the
entrance to a dungeon nobody’s ever seen before.”


“And...?”
Ryry asks.


“And
we should go explore it, obviously,” Bentley responds.


“Why
would we want to do that?”. I ask.


“Because
one, there’s probably a ton of loot in there we can get, and
two, we know what the dungeon is so we have an advantage over
everyone else,” Bentley says.


“Say
what now?” Ryry asks.


“What
do you mean, say what now? Whieren? Earthquake? Dungeon? None of that
rings a bell?”


“Should
it?” Ryry asks just as EJ and Brie walk into the room.


“Did
you hea—?” EJ asks but Bentley cuts him off.


“I
was just telling them!” Bentley interrupts.


“Can
somebody who’s not an idiot please tell me what’s going
on?” Ryry asks, sounding a little annoyed.


“The
Trials of the Minotaur,” EJ says.


“That
was the expansion dungeon they invited you to beta test, wasn’t
it?” I ask.


“Yep,
and it was supposed to go live the day after we got transported
here,” EJ replies. “This dungeon everyone's talking
about, same place, same way it was discovered, it all sounds like the
set up for the Minotaur event.” 



“Oh
no,” Ryry starts, “when the smart one starts talking like
the dumb one, it’s definitely trouble.”


“You
cleared the beta dungeon, right?” I ask.


“A
couple times,” EJ says. “There were some nice drops in
there I wish I coulda kept.”


“Nice
drops,” Bentley reiterates, “nice meaning epic. Epic
meaning we have to get our hands on them.”


“Are
we really entertaining this idea?” Ryry asks.


“He
did beat it more than once,” Bentley says, “that means we
basically got a walkthrough for real life.”


“A
walkthrough for real life?” I ask. “I don’t even
know if that makes sense or not.”


“It
doesn’t have to make sense, we got one. There are other
adventuring groups heading there, trying to be the first to come out
with the epic stuff, but we got the advantage over all of them. It’s
a no-brainer.”


“No
brains is right,” Ryry mumbles.


“I’m
actually kinda with Bentley on this one,” EJ says.


“Whenever
you think one of Bentley’s plans has a chance of working out,
it doesn’t work out at all. Vanika? Giant Elemental? Any of
those words ringing a bell?” Ryry asks.


“Two
words. Walk. Through,” Bentley says, putting a lot of emphasis
on them.


“Uh,
I think walkthrough is one word,” Brie says, taking a seat on
one of the beds.


“Either
way, this is our shot at the big time. We clear this dungeon first
and come out with crazy drops we’ll be famous. Maybe we’ll
get some free stuff around town or something for once,” Bentley
says.


“I
wouldn’t mind some free stuff,” I say.


“See,
three votes to go wreck this dungeon,” Bentley exclaims.


“Wait,
I didn’t say yes to—” I start.


“Wanting
free stuff means yes to dungeon wrecking, no take backs,”
Bentley blurts.


“Ugh,
are you sure about this EJ?” Ryry asks


“I’m
not saying it’s gonna be a walk in the park like Bentley’s
making it out to be, but I think it’s doable, especially if it
is the Minotaur Trials,” EJ replies.


“And
how are we gonna know if it’s the Minotaur trials or not?”
Ryry asks.


“The
entrance to the dungeon had two paths for you to choose from. Both
led you to a constantly shifting maze that was extremely easy to get
lost in,” EJ says.


“That
sounds fun,” Ryry remarks.


“But,
there is a secret third entrance that takes you to a series of ten
rooms. Some are puzzles, some are straight combat. All of them are
way easier than taking on the maze,” EJ finishes.


“So
if this dungeon has the secret path, that should prove it’s the
Minotaur Trials,” Bentley says.


“And
if it’s not?” Brie asks.


“If
it’s not, then we take another vote, but my gut’s telling
me it’s the Minotaur Trials,” Bentley exclaims, “and
we’re gonna walk outta there with some crazy drops.”


“The
more you hype it up, the less I wanna do it,” Ryry says.


“You
say that now, but when we find that first magic dagger or something,
you’re gonna be singing a different tune,” Bentley
replies.


“We’ll
see,” Ryry says.


“It
would be nice to test out some of this training we’ve been
doing with Ritt,” I say.


“Yeah,
we’ve been killin it with the monfolk training, we gotta be in
the low twenties by now,” Bentley says. “That’s
definitely a high enough level to take out a Minotaur.”


“I’m
only doing this if the secret path is there. If the only thing there
is the shifty maze, I’m out,” Ryry says.


“Fair
enough,” Bentley says, grabbing his gear from the corner of the
room.


Now
that I think about it, a normal dungeon crawl might be a nice change
of pace. At least there won’t be a ton of world saving pressure
on us like there was with Vanika and the Elemental.


I'm
kinda excited about this.














OEBPS/Images/cover00167.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00166.jpeg
if you're looking for more ragtag
adventures from James and
his friends. make sure to
check out M. Doyle's website...

www.mdoylebooks.com






OEBPS/Images/image00165.jpeg
James, Bentley. Ryry. EJ, and
Brie will return in...

g%? JEE Mim TR

4 5
O]

.t





OEBPS/Images/image00164.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00163.jpeg
q<E
(S
HEIGHT

b
Ch4SS

Soreerer

LEVEM
1
WE4¥Dbn

StokC

ATTHACK
SKikkS
*Nreowve Strike
*Lowon Str\Ke

SPELLS

Yerelbal
Florvre Missik
Yreeze

Shell
Yeother
T"ch’por—+
Arcove Yoous

IS/ L

gk

Ater the. bt with Vaiko, Bre
hos forused o lot of her twre on
mostering Areare Forus, which
o skl that m’pﬁ&s the cutput of
ony s‘pdl vsed offer it The lmsu-
the. boll up, the. bigeer the. spell
Be s hoping to ore day hove
emusk madw_ et ‘\'o(‘?)os‘l' o S'[r.”
that will take her ond her Gends
horve.,

(* Moves that should be available at current level but haven't been tried yet.)





OEBPS/Images/image00162.jpeg
4<¢E
VL
HEIGMT
Kt n
[hASS
WS
LEVEM
\S

WEAQFDn

ATTACK 8B
SKikALS 'R\” hos been Gorused sddb on

Osrc's Clowww 3

FRe's Whng T 1O Fd o uag hore eier
*o) dows Dovee Siee the ineident with Vanko.
*Dorkres Blode Her conbat sKiks hawe reached

A'Po‘m‘t'whenshc&dsskwn

toke sove twe off Gom h&m‘mﬂ

DESFIEI'::E and St be strong enoudh Yo hande
*shodow el Whoteier mmw troutk Jores and

Weror Inoge Benﬁj ot themseles into,

(* Moves that should be available at current level but haven't been tried yet.)





OEBPS/Images/image00161.jpeg
q<E
12
HEAGHT
5! \lt

ChASS
Perserker

LEVEL
1

WEA¥LNn
Dual Hod Aves

4TTH4CK
SKikkS

0% Ber<erk
*cous Bhw
*Ave. Fury

PEFERSE
SKikkS
*Beost Hde
*Disorm

gk

) s pot o lot of Fire. o K
frolring, hoping 1o moster ks
'Pasc o\b\H'j Yo the point where
he ean oo 1006 Berserk ond

not 1'01'0“5 bse contral He's

ako put o o of tre nfo #b\ns
to Gae ot how to use et
e Knauwbdee Yo better
aceompish ther ook, nwvda

Gnl‘ms a uuo\j hove.

(* Moves that should be available at current level but haven't been tried yet.)





OEBPS/Images/image00160.jpeg
ASE
2
HE\GHT
|7
(k4SS
P\sh‘hu-

I-E\E(EI-
\
WEAPDN,

Greot Ave

qTTqcK 8\

SKikkS
Grovity Toss
Sorth Strike
Sor-thloreoX
*uhirbowd Strike

PEFENSE
SKikkLS

*Steel SKin

*Quex bo&se.

Bentky hos mostered the ort of
oehting nfo troube. Ewrji'k‘wxs

Grom shopping G- food to S'W\‘Pl\j
woking down the. street, Bevﬂ'hj
monages to get info sore Kind of
Hroube. Athough ke uSualb
monages Yo get himsel€ out of SN{
roukk, there are o few ceeasions
where cwbc«. qts &oﬁf.& nto

i ond it besoves o husc mess,

(* Moves that should be available at current level but haven't been tried yet.)





OEBPS/Images/image00159.jpeg
H\GS‘E
HEIGMT
S
(kqsS

F‘\skitr/ Seer

LEVEL
4

WEAQ¥DNn

Short Suord

qTTqAck 8\
SKikkLS Jowves hosn't e_hw\se.c\ muth Sine
Rising Strike  the battle with Vanka. He's gotten
Blade Furb o lot better with hs combot skiks
:Skod-h:r Strike but sH | nowhere rear everybods
F“’jls &\SF eke, Even H\ousk cv:rboft sl
looKS\‘oJmstGMISo\J
DEFERSE  wen thees a decison 1o be made,
SKAEES  Jores still cant help bot think

Future Sight e nof qood enough to be eolled
*Steel SKin  leader,

(* Moves that should be available at current level but haven't been tried yet.)





OEBPS/Images/image00158.jpeg
(HARALT
SNEETS





OEBPS/Images/image00157.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00156.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00155.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00154.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00153.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00152.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00151.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00150.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00149.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00148.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00147.jpeg
T\ﬂﬁ‘fﬂlﬂﬂ\ﬂl





