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Kiloannum Ten - Year Twenty-Eight (Year 10,028 of elven rule)

Continent of Anther 

The tavern was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of roasted meat and the chatter of patrons. Shadows danced along the wooden beams as a fire crackled in the hearth, casting a warm glow over the room. In a quiet corner, two figures sat at a sturdy table, tankards of ale between them. One of them was a dark skinned she-elf with radiant raven hair which she swept back into a poofy ponytail. She wore very little other than an amber-toned leather breastplate and a short toga skirt. Sitting back against the chair, she placed her long legs on the table, wiggling her brown toes now that she’d freed them from her footwear.

Alivia Byrne leaned back in her chair, a nostalgic smile playing on her lips. It showed off the small mole on her left cheek. “Remember that night in Dagwood, Marnak? The fever swept through the camp, and we had to treat those poor souls with nothing but herbal brews and sheer will? I was convinced we’d be digging two dozen graves by dawn.”

Marnak was quite the contrast compared to the she-elf. She was a muscular crimson-skinned orc, her arms strong and defined, and with a towering height of little over seven feet. Small tusks protruded from her lower lips at all times and the brown of her eyes matched the steely gaze in her eyes. She was scantily clad in her armor, but the shoulder plates and leather top were lined with spikes and what appeared to be teeth and claws from slain monsters. The belts and harness were barely enough to keep her large breasts from spilling out for all to see. For all her imposing traits, barely fitting in the small booth beside her compatriot, all her focus was on the she-elf’s feet.

“You think I would forget that night, elf witch? You insisted on using that ridiculous poultice you made from... what was it? Foxglove? For some time I thought your solution to the plague was simply to give the townsfolk a merciful death.”

“Hey, it worked, didn’t it?” Alivia raised an eyebrow, feigning indignation. With a snap of her fingers, small bursts of sparkles appeared between the tankards. When the light vanished, a bottle of oil appeared, cork and all. “Stomach cramps notwithstanding, they sure seemed grateful to me.”

The female orc eyed the bottle for a moment before glancing at the she-elf. “Here? You jest, elf witch.”

Alivia, relaxed and reclining all the while, smirked. “A bet is a bet, is it not? I took down twenty-six of the ghouls to your twenty four.” She shrugged her shoulders playfully, fondling the golden choker she wore. A dangling thistle pendant hung from it. “I suppose brutes like yourself are not keen on keeping their word.”

Marnak grunted and rested her elbows on the table, causing it to creak. “Such insults are not made lightly. Tread carefully.”

Despite the seriousness of the orc’s tone and the fire in her eyes, the she-elf managed to smile all the same. “Oh, I know. Now what are you waiting for?”

Marnak’s large hands glided skillfully over the arch of each foot, applying pressure with her fingertips. Each movement was deliberate, showcasing her strength and expertise. The room was filled with the sound of gentle music, enhancing the intimate atmosphere. The oil smelled of fresh grapes and a dash of bananas, giving the pair of feet a sheen under the light of the torches. 

The reclining Alivia closed her eyes, a content smile spreading across her face as she sunk into the sensation of the massage, grateful for the care and attention. The contrast between the muscularity of the orc and the softness of the she-elf created a striking visual, one that garnered the occasional glance from the other patrons.

As Marnak worked her knuckles on the she-elf’s soles, hitting the spot she knew she liked most, her ears perked at her friend’s voice.

“You know there’s openings for a warrior like you in the The Syndicate of Inanna. We could use someone like you on our side.”

Marnak grunted, working her fingers between each of the she-elf’s toes. “You’ve asked before, Alivia, and my answer remains the same. I don’t need the approval of bookworms and fancy titles. What is it you are now? Keeper of the Candle, third captain or some such rubbish?”

Alivia sat up a bit, taking a drink from her tankard. “A Keeper of the Light you oaf, and I’m now ranked as a second-class conservator. You do understand that the world is changing. Soon bounty hunters, mercenaries, and all the rest of the freelancers will have no place in society.”

Marnak considered for a fleeting moment. It was a storm cloud that loomed in the back of her mind. After all, she was an orc wandering through elven lands, something that was only tolerated now because she was on business.

Alivia and Marnak walked a delicate tightrope between being allies and rivals, always chasing after something beyond their current circumstances with neither willing to cross over to the other side. Keeping all this in mind, the orc laughed.

“Perhaps, elf witch, but as long as I can remain unbound by the chains of any stuck up organizations, then I will do so. We orcs of Pistil do not fancy the idea of being chained by anyone, whether they be monarch or guild.”

“A shame considering the possibilities,” Alivia commented as the orc squeezed the ball of her left foot.

Marnak sniffed the air and picked up a tangy, somewhat musky scent. She focused on the she-elf’s feet, but she recognized the scent of her quim’s secretions. Alivia kept an air of dignity, dare she call it arrogance, about herself at all times. Even now as her body was likely aching to be plundered, she kept a straight face.

“With all this talk of recruiting, I’m guessing you called this meeting to get my help with this lamia contract. If so, I’m afraid to say I will be one of your competitors.”

Alivia wiped ale from her chin before she answered. “Consider yourself lucky that that is not the case. This lamia business has not attracted the attention of the Syndicate as of yet.” Her eyes were solemn for a moment. “It’s probably not something you should do alone, however. I’ve heard the stories.”

Whispers of a lamia snake woman who had terrorized the nearby village had circulated for the last few months. It was said that newborns were being snatched in the middle of the night at first, and not long after young male elves were wandering off from their families without a word, never to be seen again. The final straw had come when the village’s eldest son was found in the fields with his skin wholly gone, his eyeballs garnered.  

By then, the elves of Rook were desperate to stop the child-snatching, elf-eating monster. Mythical beast or not, Marnak wasn’t unsettled in the least. “If you’re so concerned, then perhaps you should be the one joining me on this hunt.”

“I cannot. I have been hired for a job back on my home continent.”

“Back to Torus then? Try not to catch any fleas out there,” the orc laughed.

At that moment, Alivia leaned forward to place a hand on Marnak’s arm. It was the only thing that could stop her worship of the she-elf’s pretty feet. A look of forlorn longing was on her countenance, trapped in her very eyes where Marnak could see it. Neither acted on it, however.

“I must get to the harbor by tomorrow, so I’m leaving this village tonight. Please, be on guard at all times.”

Marnak scoffed. “You take me so lightly all of a sudden? Next time we meet I shall have the lamia’s skin as a new belt and its fangs as earrings.”
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Kiloannum Ten - Year Twenty-Eight (Year 10,028 of elven rule)

Continent of Anther

Under the vast, starlit sky, the cold, harsh air in the countryside bit the orc’s red-hue skin as she sat by the flickering campfire. The crackling flames cast dancing shadows among the towering pines surrounding her, their trunks standing like ancient sentinels in the stillness of the night. 

Marnak, a seasoned bounty hunter, had made her way through the dense underbrush and loamy forest floor, her senses keen and alert for any sign of the

cold-hearted reptile. A whisper of movement, a low rustle, was enough to send her heart racing, but here, alone with the fire's warmth, silence settled like a heavy cloak.

She had always preferred solitude in her pursuits—a common attribute amongst fellow orcs after reaching a certain age—yet tonight, a restless energy thrummed beneath her tough exterior. The thrill of the hunt she had taken upon herself was intoxicating. 

Yet, an uncomfortable tension stirred within her, an ache not born of fatigue from her journey but something else entirely. The evening air was filled with the earthy scent of damp soil and pine, blending with the lingering memory of her sweat-soaked effort and Alivia Byrne’s toes. 

It had been weeks since she indulged herself, and the longing coiled tight in her stomach, a reminder of what lay dormant within her—the primal urges and desires as fierce as the predators lurking in the twilight.

With a heavy sigh, Marnak stared
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