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Neith stood watch at the entrance of the cave, as behind her, the human Lyne lay beside the fire, wrapped in bandages and fast asleep. All elves knew a little magick, for it was in their blood, dark elves especially, and Neith had used what healing arts she knew to restore her lover.

Now they were hiding here, in a cave, deep in the Aelwith Wilds, after having escaped the wrath of Syndra, the elf who had attacked them.

Syndra was a high elf, which meant she had pale skin and dirty blonde hair – a halfling, for pure high elves had hair of gold. She was a member of Venom Six, a vicious assassin and one of the best. If she had been sent to kill them, then Neith was in serious trouble.

Sending Syndra meant that Neith was exiled on pain of death. Someone must have seen her kissing Lyne in the tavern. There was no other explanation. And to be honest, Neith hadn’t exactly been careful. Indeed, she had lost her senses being so close to Lyne.

But how could she help herself? Lyne was a beautiful masculine woman, rough and wild, always kicking and punching when she fought. She had none of the finesse of an elven assassin and all of the brutality of a man. It made Neith moist like no other. And now, because of her thirst for the human, she had lost everything, her home, her means of living, her sense of purpose. But she had gained Lyne. She supposed she would find out if Lyne was worth it.

Neith knew that Syndra had been chosen very deliberately, for Syndra was Neith’s former lover.  When their relationship fell apart, Neith was a little cold in cutting Syndra off, and Syndra had never forgiven her. The high elf had been waiting for any excuse to put a dagger in Neith’s eye ever since. She would hunt them down and kill them both out of jealousy and spite.

That Syndra was still angry was apparent in the way she had fought Neith back in the Giant’s Toe. Her blows had been wild and imprecise, for they were emotional and rage-fueled – which only made it easier for Neith to get away.

Neith was dreading the moment when Syndra caught up to them. She did not want to have to kill Syndra, and she did not want Syndra to harm Lyne. The very thought of either happening stopped her heart in her chest.

Neith leaned her shoulder against the mouth of the cave and peered out at the swamp. It was nighttime, misty and black, and a cool fog was steaming from the green water. Insects were chirruping and night birds cooing. In the distance, some creature growled, another screamed, and there was the wet sound of ripping of flesh.

The Aelwith Wilds were terribly dangerous, which made them the safest place to hide. There were giant cyclopses, orcs, goblins, minotaurs – the place held many untold dangers. Goblins, smelling Lyne’s blood, had attempted to take her from Neith as she lay unconscious across her horse, for they ate human flesh. Neith had barely gotten away.

After the goblins, the horse was spooked by an orc that rose up out of the moss and mud like a giant green bear. It threw them both, nearly injuring Neith, and took off into the swamp. It would be slower going without a horse once they decided to leave, but at least they were safe for now. 

After all, it was highly unlikely Syndra was the only Venom Six assassin who’d been sent. Syndra would try, but she would never reach them here. And if she did, Neith would try to spare her life.

Neith turned when she heard a moan. Lyne was coming to. 

Urgently, Neith ran to her lover’s side and knelt beside her, pushing the strings of red hair back from Lyne’s face. 

Lyne moaned and opened her eyes, clutching at the bandages around her middle. Her leather chest guard had been removed to get at her wounds, and her chest and shoulders were bare as a result. She had such perky little breasts. Neith couldn’t help enjoying it when they jiggled.

Lyne’s eyes were barely cracked open, and from the red flush on her face, it was obvious she was in a great deal of pain. Neith had tried to make it easy for Lyne with soothing spells, but she only knew so much when it came to the healing arts. 

“Where. . . ?” Lyne moaned.

“The Aelwith Wilds, my love,” Neith answered, still smoothing the hair back from Lyne’s forehead.

Lyne closed her eyes. “Great. Home sweet home.”

Neith frowned. “What do you mean?”

“I grew up here,” Lyne said, opening her pretty green eyes to smile at Neith. She was sitting against the wall with her knees mannishly spread as she clutched her bandaged side. So much color in her face was a good sign, even if it meant she was in pain. It also meant she was healing.

“My mother was an elven witch who lived here in the swamp,” Lyne went on. “She raised my sister and I with her wife. We lived here for years. Never thought I’d have to come back so often.”

“You’re a halfling,” Neith said in surprise.

“Aye,” said Lyne, smiling again. “Is that a good thing or a bad thing?”

It was neither. Seeing as Lyne completely passed for human, it didn’t matter at all. The world would always perceive her as human, and they would always be on opposite sides of the war.

Neith sat beside Lyne and pulled her knees up, hugging  them as she said, “I’d be lying if I said I didn’t wish you were an elf. We could stay in Venom Six and we wouldn’t have to run.” She closed her eyes. She could feel Lyne watching her steadily and knew the question that was coming next.

“Do you regret . . .?” Lyne began.

“No,” Neith said at once and looked Lyne in the eye. “I knew the risks the night I straddled your fingers. I knew there was no going back.” She laughed when Lyne blushed a little and said, “You are so cute.”

Lyne scooted up the wall a little, sitting up straighter as she looked around. “I see you managed to bring the saddle bags but no horse?”

“Spooked by an orc.”

“Dammit it all. We’re going to have to trek all the way out of here, then.”

“Where shall we go? No where is safe,” Neith observed unhappily. Especially with Syndra after them.

“Aye, no where is safe, but don’t give up quite yet, Neith. There are places where no one cares if an elf is with a human, even if they’re both women.”

Neith snorted. “This I have to see.”

“Ever been to Realm Kadar?”

Neith shook her head.

“There’s no war down that way. Mostly because the land isn’t someone’s sacred ancient whathaveyou. Humans and elves discovered it together and humans and elves live there together still.”

“Sounds too good to be true,” Neith dismissed with a weak laugh.

Lyne laughed as well. “Well, it’s not. They have their fair share of problems down there, but still . . . it’s better than waiting around for . . . What was her name? Kendra to kill us.”

“It’s Syndra,” laughed Neith
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