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The sun had just bled out over the jagged horizon, leaving the wilderness awash in a bruised purple twilight. Dren stumbled through the underbrush, his boots crunching on brittle twigs, his breath ragged and sharp as a knife. The air was thick with the scent of pine and damp earth, but all he could smell was his own sweat and the sour tang of fear. He was running, had been running for hours, his legs burning, his chest heaving like a bellows about to burst. The wizard's threat echoed in his skull, each word a hammer blow: I'll curse your manhood, you thieving cur. It'll shrivel to a necrotic husk before you can blink. Dren's hand instinctively dropped to his crotch, checking that everything was still... intact. It was, thank the gods, but that didn't slow his pace. He wasn't taking chances. Not with that.

Dren was no stranger to trouble. A bandit by trade, an adventurer by delusion, he'd spent his life dodging blades, arrows, and the occasional jilted lover. But this? This was different. The wizard, that pompous bastard in his gaudy tower, hadn't just been angry about the amulet Dren had nicked. No, he'd been apoplectic, his face purple as the twilight sky, spittle flying as he screamed curses from his balcony. Dren had laughed at first, sprinting away with the small, unassuming amulet tucked under his shirt, its thin chain cool against his sweat-slicked chest. It didn't glow, didn't hum, didn't do anything but hang there, heavy with promise. Magical, he'd been told. Valuable. Worth the risk. He'd also helped himself to a tumble with two of the wizard's concubines, all soft curves and eager giggles, before slipping out the tower window. That had been a mistake. A glorious, stupid mistake.

Now, as he crashed through a tangle of thorns, the memory of those women was a distant flicker, drowned out by the wizard's threat. Dren wasn't a vain man, not by his reckoning, but his manhood? That was non-negotiable. He pictured it blackened, withered, a sad little raisin where his pride once stood, and his stomach churned. "Not today, you old bastard," he muttered, vaulting over a fallen log. His voice was rough, laconic even in panic, but the words were more for himself than anyone else. The wilderness didn't care. The owls hooting in the distance didn't care. And the wizard, probably trailing him with some arcane tracking spell, definitely didn't care.

Dren's shirt clung to his back, soaked through, the amulet bouncing against his sternum as he ran. It was a small thing, no bigger than a coin, etched with runes he couldn't read and didn't care to. He'd planned to sell it in the next town, maybe buy a horse, a hot meal, a night with someone who didn't belong to a vengeful sorcerer. But plans had a way of crumbling, and now here he was, half-dead from exhaustion, fleeing through a forest that seemed to grow darker and meaner with every step. The trees loomed like silent judges, their branches clawing at his face, leaving scratches that stung in the cool night air. Somewhere behind him, he swore he heard a crack, a rustle, something that wasn't just the wind. His heart lurched. Was that the wizard? Some spell-forged beast? Or just his own paranoia, gnawing at him like a hungry dog?

He slowed for a moment, crouching behind a gnarled oak, his breath coming in sharp gasps. His dark hair was matted to his forehead, and he swiped it away, cursing under his breath. Dren was lean, wiry, built for survival rather than heroics, with a face that was more rugged than handsome, all sharp angles and stubble. His eyes, a muddy green, darted around the clearing, searching for movement. Nothing. Just shadows and the faint rustle of leaves. He let out a shaky laugh, trying to convince himself he was safe. "You're fine, Dren," he muttered. "Just keep moving. Wizard's probably still back at his tower, crying over his whores." But the words felt hollow, and his hand drifted to the amulet again, fingers brushing the cold metal through his shirt. It was his only score from the heist, and he wasn't about to let it go, wizard or no wizard.

The memory of the tower flashed through his mind, unbidden. The concubines had been a surprise, lounging in silks, their eyes heavy with promise. He'd charmed them with his usual mix of crude humor and roguish confidence, and they'd been more than willing. Too willing, maybe. He wondered now if the amulet had something to do with it, but the thought was fleeting. Magic was for wizards and fools, and Dren was neither. He was just a man with quick hands and a knack for trouble. Trouble like the wizard, who had burst into the chamber just as Dren was climbing out the window, the amulet stuffed down his shirt, the women laughing behind him. The wizard's scream had followed him into the night, and now here he was, running for his life, his balls, his everything.

He stood, wincing as his knees protested, and started moving again, slower now, his eyes scanning the darkening forest. The sky was a deep indigo, stars just starting to prick through, and the air had a bite that made him shiver. He needed shelter, food, a plan. But mostly, he needed distance. The wizard's threat wasn't just words. Dren had seen enough magic in his travels to know it was real, and the thought of his manhood rotting off was enough to keep him moving, exhaustion be damned. He imagined the wizard's face, all beard and fury, chanting some guttural spell, and his pace quickened again. "Not my bits," he growled, half to himself, half to the night. "You don't get my bits."

The forest thickened, the trees crowding closer, their roots tripping him every few steps. He cursed, his voice low but venomous, as he stumbled into a clearing. The moonlight barely filtered through the canopy, casting everything in a ghostly silver. He paused, catching his breath, one hand on a tree trunk, the other on the hilt of the dagger at his belt. It wasn't much of a weapon against a wizard, but it made him feel better. The amulet shifted against his chest, a quiet reminder of why he was here, why he was running. He didn't know what it did, only that it was worth something to someone. And if it was worth something, it was worth keeping. For now.

Another rustle, closer this time. Dren froze, his heart hammering. He squinted into the darkness, his grip tightening on the dagger. "Come on, you old prick," he whispered, his voice barely audible. "Show yourself." But there was nothing, just the wind and the distant hoot of an owl. He exhaled, his shoulders slumping, but the fear didn't leave him. It clung to him like damp cloth, heavy and cold. He took a step, then another, his boots sinking into the soft earth. He had to keep moving. The wizard was out there, somewhere, and Dren wasn't about to let him catch up. Not tonight. Not ever.
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