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“Did you really mean that?”


“Obviously,” Erik replied, sarcastically. He
finished wiping his blade with a cloth and sheathed it. His
companion-in-arms, Astrid, stared daggers at him with her brown
eyes. She growled, “So you really don't find me very helpful at
all?”


“Not really, no.”


“Why would you say that?”


Erik sighed, turning away from her, “Because
you asked, and I told you the truth.”


“Well I at least expected you to give it to
me in a nicer way.”


“I'm not a nice guy,” he replied, “You should
have learned that by now. That is really your fault.”


“Oy,” she replied, putting on her hood and
heading towards the door of their hovel. It wasn't remotely
comfortable and was truly the epitome of the name. Needless to say,
it provided a good place to stay during the storm and not have to
worry about the lightning, much less the massive mystical waves
that came down from the sky from the evil Sky Witch who had sworn a
blood feud against Erik Magnusson for his arrogance during their
last fight. Erik rolled his eyes, “Where are you going?”


“Why do you care?”


“I don't. I'm just wondering where you could
possibly be going on a night like this,” he turned gingerly to her,
“and when the lightning could rip you to pieces.”


“Better than being here,” she replied,
leaving without another word and within a matter of seconds, the
door was shut. Erik looked down at the scroll that was before him.
He had found it earlier and was still uncertain if he should open
it up, there were powerful scrolls in the world. none of them
should have been opened for the fear that they cause utter
destruction to those who misuse them. Thankfully, Erik was not the
guy who fucked around when it came to magical scrolls.


Faan' Astrid.


He just knew she was going to be getting
herself in trouble. Of course, she was going to. It was just the
way that she was. She got pissed, went to look for something to
defeat and, ultimately, Erik had to come rescue her. Her only good
use was during duo-fighting units. Plus, she wasn't the worst
looking person in the land.


Damn, not again.
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Princess Astrid Knudsdottir was not
happy.


Erik was such a prick. She couldn't believe
that she had decided to join him early on his quest. They came from
the same kingdom, fought the same monsters, and the local high
priest had declared them both the greatest duo in the land. It
wasn't exactly the highest honor in the kingdom, but it was enough
for Erik to decide to make sure everyone knew that title and before
long, they were off on the quest.


Now here she was, walking briskly through the
rain and gritting her teeth at the thought of what she missing back
in her kingdom. Her family was large, and she was sure that by now
she had nephews or nieces that were taking their first steps. Maybe
her mother had another child. Maybe her father died. Life was full
of maybe's, she had realized after so long, but it was the fun part
to find what was true in the world.


Without much of a warning, she suddenly began
to hear a shy whisper on the wind tickling within her ears. Again,
again and again, it whispered within her ears and she paused,
calling out, “Uh, hello?”


Silence.


“Seriously,” she called out, “Is anyone
freaking there?”


The storm had not stopped, but the sounds
were gone, it was all muted and for a brief minute, Astrid thought
she had gone deaf. She could still hear herself calling out into
the silence of the night, the rain hitting her body, she was soaked
despite the cape and knew it was going to be a bitch to try to dry
her clothes in the hovel with Erik nearby.


FLOOSH!


Something brushed by her in the wind,
completely knocking her back on her ass and causing an ideal amount
of shock. She shook her head, the sounds of the storm picking up
again and she could hear the way the wind howled and no longer the
sound of her name being called inside of her ears. The rainwater
was more frigid than she had thought. She looked down to catch her
bearings.


She was nude, besides the cape around her
neck.


“SHIT!” she called out, looking around for
where her clothes could have gotten off to. Something must have
stolen them. Obviously, something with an immature sense of humor.
She shivered, coiling the cape around her naked body, and stood up
gently to begin the walk back to the hovel.


How was she going to explain this to
Erik?


More importantly, how was she going to figure
out what had happened to her clothes.


Erik lit a fire in the center of the hovel,
enjoying the crisp crackling sound as it rained harder outside.


He slowly began to pull the scroll open and
look down into the writings that lay before his eyes. This was
definitely an important scroll. How important was still a mystery,
but he was going to figure it out. And no distractions to annoy
him.


“Erik!”


Jumping out of his chair onto his side, he
quickly shuffled around to look at the door and saw Astrid's face,
raindrops running off of it. He groaned, “What?!”


“I'm not wearing anything.”


“What? This is not exactly the time to be
streaking. Unless,” he recollected himself, “you're into that kind
of thing.”


“I'm not! At least, not tonight, but that's
beside the point. I need to come in and get dressed. Can you turn
around?”


“Why? I've seen you naked before!”


“Yeah, back then I didn't have practically
any of what I've got today. So technically, you've never seen me
nude before!”


“Christ, Astrid, just come in and get
dressed. You don't have anything that interests me anyways.”


“I don't ask you for much, will you just turn
around and stop being a bitch about it?”


“Ha, I'm being a bitch?”


“Fine,” she replied, coming in, the cape
wrapped around her tightly as she stepped quickly to far side of
the hovel where a bag of clothes laid. She removed the cape and
began to dress, her large breasts were nearly impossible to support
without a corset, but she would suffer till another could be
bought. Sliding her long legs into the red thigh-length socks and
put on the rest of her clothes.


“Astrid?”


Astrid rolled her eyes and turned to Erik,
who was sitting up and looking down at the scroll by candlelight,
“Yes?”


“Nice ass.”


“You son of a bitch.”


“Hahaha, you're too easy.”


“You're such a jerk, Erik.”


“I do my best. Now, explain why you left
wearing clothes and came back in a cape?”


“I don't know. I can't really explain it.
It'll sound weird.”


“Last week we fought a troll that before
existed only in our childhood stories. Can you explain what is too
weird?”


“Okay,” Astrid sat on her palette of
blankets, “I was walking through the storm, silently cursing your
name-”


“Uh-huh.”


“AND then everything turned silent. The storm
hadn't stopped, but it was like my damn ears broke beyond the
whisper of my name in my ears. I was afraid.”


“If I heard your name in my ears, I'd
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