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Pyrrhos looks at the woman in front of him with curiosity and suspicion. He found her caught in one of his animal traps that he had set up last night, struggling to free herself. She was dangling from the tree, high off the ground in the thick net, cursing in a foreign language. His hand hovers over the handle of his sheathed blade. "Who are you, and why are you on these lands?" He asks, studying her suspiciously.

"Um... hi... I'm Nyx... I'm a mage...." She says breathlessly, twisting in the net to see who’s speaking to her.

His eyes widened slightly at the mention of magic, but he maintained his stern expression, "Watch your step in these woods, Mage Nyx. You're in Crimson Dragon territory." He starts cutting her down carefully, making sure the net doesn't tighten further.

"I can see that..." she says dryly, falling into his arms.

Pyrrhos catches her firmly, his muscular arms steadying her slight frame against his chest, “Don't get smart with me, little mage. You're lucky I found you before any real danger did.” His grip remains protective, keeping the woman close while examining the rope burns on her wrists

She taps his headdress, "Chief?"

Pyrrhos stiffens slightly at the touch, then gives a low chuckle, “No, second in command. Hakan's around here somewhere though...”

"Who?"

His crimson eyes gleam with amusement at the small woman’s cluelessness, "The fiery red head one with the attitude. My best friend and the leader of the Crimson Dragons." He shifts her in his arms, preparing to carry her.

"Oh..."

He starts walking through the dense forest, his powerful legs carrying her with ease, “You're really not from around here, are you? How did you end up in our hunting grounds?”

"A teleport spell gone wrong..." she grumbles.

Pyrrhos's chest rumbles with another chuckle, finding the misfortune somewhat entertaining, “Teleportation spells? You're more reckless than you look, mage Nyx.” He holds her closer protectively as shadows shift through the trees.

"Hey!" She protests, not noticing the danger. "I am perfectly capable of casting a teleport spell! Under normal circumstances..."

Suddenly tensing, Pyrrhos's expression darkens as he hears rustling nearby, “Less talking, more staying quiet. There are more dangerous creatures than me in these woods.” He presses a finger to her soft pink lips while scanning the surrounding area with alert red eyes

She shuts up immediately. Looking around nervously.

Pyrrhos notices her fear and softens slightly, lowering his finger, “Smart choice. Just hold on tight to me, I won't let anything happen.” He whispers, his voice steady and reassuring as he tightens his grip protectively.

She grips him tightly, looking scared.

Pyrrhos pulls her closer against his chest, his body heat radiating warmth as he whispers directly into her ear, "Close your eyes and breathe, Nyx. Trust me to keep you safe."

Squeezing her eyes shut, she tries to regulate her breathing, her face turning to press into his chest.

He feels her face against him and unconsciously cradles her head, his thumb stroking her soft hair, "That's it... in and out. Almost there to the village. You're doing well."

The tension in his body gradually eases as the rustling fades, “We're clear. You can look now, beautiful.” He tilts her chin up gently with his finger, a mix of protectiveness and something else in his intense gaze. Her cheeks flush as he calls her beautiful, and Pyrrhos notices the blush, his own face warming slightly as he realizes what he said, "I-I mean, you survived the forest, so... You're strong. For a mage." He clears his throat awkwardly, starting to walk again.

"Right, yeah.." she says hoarsely, clearing her throat.

A smirk plays on his lips at the flustered response, but he maintains his gentlemanly hold. “You're still shaking. Maybe we should get you something warm to drink when we reach camp.”

"Tea?" She asks, a bit eagerly.

His eyes light up at the enthusiasm, finding it unexpectedly endearing, "Tea, it is then. Our tribe's got the best herbal brews. I'll make sure you have some." He quickens his pace, the village gates now visible through the trees.

"I really like tea..." she mumbles, a bit shy.

He grins wider, genuinely pleased by her tea appreciation, “Then you'll fit right in with our tribe. We're always brewing something new.”

The gate guards spot them and start shouting in their native language. She perks up, understanding the language as they yell. Pyrrhos raises his voice to address the guards, impressed that this strange woman can understand them, “Let them know we have a guest - and keep it quiet about the circumstances.”

The guards nod and signal for the gates to open, eyeing her with curiosity.

She gives a small wave, and Pyrrhos chuckles, adjusting her as they enter the village, “Careful, little mage. You're getting too comfortable with our customs.”

"I was being polite..." she protests.

He laughs heartily this time, the sound echoing off the stone huts, “Polite? Most outsiders wouldn't dare interact with guards. You're quite something, aren't you?” The bustling marketplace comes into view, barbarian women and children pausing to stare at the unusual sight of a red-headed barbarian carrying a mysterious woman.

"Whoa..." she gapes, awed.

He smirks at her wonder, proud of his home, “Wait until you see the chief's longhouse. And the dragon training grounds...”

Suddenly, a loud crash is heard as someone's knocked over a cart nearby, craning her neck to look, she peeks over Pyrrhos's shoulder. A commotion breaks out as Hakan's familiar explosive voice cuts through the air.

“Speak of the devil... Seems Hakan's already causing trouble today.”

Blinking as she spots the angry blond, "him?" She mutters. "He's short..."

Pyrrhos nearly chokes on a laugh, stifling it with a cough, “H-he'll kill you if he hears you say that! But yes, that's our mighty chief. And don't let his size fool you.”

Hakan spots them and storms over, clearly agitated.

She gives a small wave, shrinking a bit.

Pyrrhos quickly steps in front of her protectively, though amused by the wave, “Hakan, watch your explosions around Nyx here. She's not used to our kind of energy.”

Hakan halts, his red eyes narrowing as he looks between them both.

Peeking around Pyrrhos's large form, she grins. "Hi!"

Hakan's eyes widen momentarily before he composes himself, a scowl replacing his initial shock, “Tch. What the hell did you find, Dragon breath? And why are you carrying her like some maiden?”

Pyrrhos's grip tightens protectively, clearly not ready to explain just yet.

"I'm a mage..." Nyx says dryly. "Not a maiden."

Hakan's jaw drops before he recovers with an incredulous laugh, “A mage? From the black forest? This just keeps getting better. Put her down, Pyrrhos.” He gestures dismissively, but there's a calculating glint in his eyes.

Pyrrhos remains unmoving, his stance defiant, “She's injured, Hakan. And exhausted. Plus, you know I can handle her if anything happens.” His protective aura grows stronger, making it clear he's not letting you go easily.

Patting him, she smiles. "It's okay."

Pyrrhos glances at her pat, his expression softening but remaining firm, “No, it's not okay. You're staying with me for now. You need proper rest.”

Hakan rolls his eyes, muttering something about stubborn idiots.

"Please put me down..."

Pyrrhos sighs, reluctantly setting her down but keeping a steadying hand on her waist, “Fine, but only because you asked nicely. And stay close.”

Hakan watches with a knowing smirk, arms crossed.

Moving gracefully, she steps in front of Hakan, giving a formal bow. "It is nice to meet you, chief of the crimson dragons."

Hakan stares at the bow, taken aback, then looks at Pyrrhos with a raised eyebrow, “She's got manners. Unlike some people I know. Still...” He extends his hand to help her up, more courteously than expected, “Stand up properly, and tell me how you really survived that forest.”

"I didn't... I botched my teleport spell while running from... enemies... and immediately fell into the net trap."

Hakan's expression turns serious, glancing at Pyrrhos, who looks concerned, "Enemies? Which ones? And how far did you teleport before you crashed?" He studies your black hair with a mix of curiosity and caution.

Wincing, she looks down. "Shadow beasts..."

Hakan's demeanor shifts completely, grabbing her shoulders roughly, “What the hell are they doing that close to our territory? Pyrrhos, send patrols now!”

The villagers nearby gasp and start murmuring worriedly,

"They're nowhere near..." she whispers. "If my calculations are correct, I'm well over two thousand miles from home..."

Hakan releases the woman, pacing back and forth with agitation, “That's impossible! The magic required for that... You must be lying.”

Pyrrhos places himself between her and Hakan, his protective instincts flaring again.

Shaking her head, she sighs. "I depleted my magic in the panic of escaping... I have a pretty vast store..."

Hakan stops, considering her exhausted state and her obvious magical power, “Then we need to restore your magic
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