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I had to stop a mass murderer no matter the cost.

I, Lady Ithane Tano, pulled the large black hood of my cloak as tight as I could over my head as I went inside the Joyous Tavern. It was a rather interesting, if not a little tasteless establishment in a town in the middle of nowhere.

I actually rather liked how cold it was with a dying fire in the middle of the large tavern, and its brown sticky walls, ceiling and floor were hardly any better. It was like all the light in the tavern had come here to die because it was so dark I could barely make out where I was going let alone the people in here.

I made my part towards the “barely” lit bar, that was nothing more than a slab of rotting wood next to the firepit. There was a tall elderly man standing behind there and he had clocked me as soon as I had come in.

In fact, everyone had.

In the tiny amounts of light given off by the dying candles loosely attached to iron fixtures on the walls, I managed to make out dirty faces that were frowning, judging and looking at me like I was a piece of meat.

I was never going to provoke these people because they were just minding their own business. They were sitting around their small (?) wooden tables nursing drinks and quietly talking about their lives.

There was no reason for them to be threats to me and I wasn’t going to talk to them, because I was here for a different purpose. I was here for information about a man that had come through this town a few days ago. I was here hunting the man that had killed millions of my people, had made me lose my empire and who had killed me before the Goddess had resurrected me.

I was hunting Maric and he was going to die so he could never ever hurt another person again.

As soon as I got to the bar, the elderly man clicked his fingers and all the candles in the tavern got brighter. I smiled because that was a nice trick and now I could see everyone a little too well for my liking.

I’m sure my powers and magic from the Goddess would have allowed me to see all the knives, swords and crossbows on the tables but I was new to this. I didn’t know how my new powers worked yet.

The awful aroma of burning fat from the candles made me cough a little and the tavern was filling with the hissing of burning, dripping fat and the mutterings of the patrons.

“There was a man that came to this town three days ago,” I said to the elderly man. “He would have been an outsider, a tall and well-educated man, maybe even extremely arrogant. Do you know him?”

I heard three people get up and I moved my hands down to the hilts of my two longswords. I didn’t even try to hide the action because I wanted them to know I was serious. 

I was serving the Goddess and trying to protect the innocent here, so no one was stopping me finding Maric. 

The elderly man grinned. “Yeah I know him he came through three days ago like ya said. Him and his men stayed the night and he paid me a thousand Gold to watch over you in case you came here,”

I shook my head as I heard every single man in the tavern stand up and they grabbed their weapons.

“I don’t want to kill you,” I said meaning every word of it. “But in the name of the Goddess I will give you one chance to walk away. Do that and I will not come after you,”

The elderly man grabbed a sword from under the bar. 

“Kill her!” he shouted.

I spun around and felt the wonderful and delightful golden divine energy of the Goddess fill me.

My bright golden armour glowed even brighter. Shadowy golden wings grew out of my back and my eyes burnt with the divine fury of the Goddess.

“Heretics!” I shouted.

The men flew at me.

They swung their swords.

They fired their crossbows.

They threw their knives.

I flew at them.

I became a blur to them.

I swung my sword.

Chomping into flesh.

Blood sprayed up walls.

I clicked my fingers.

The bolts melted.

As did the knives.

The men ran for the doors.

I couldn’t allow them to escape and hurt more innocent people.

I shot out my hands.

A fireball shot out.

Engulfing men in flames.

They screamed.

I flew forward.

Slashing. Lashing. Killing as I went.

Within a few moments all the foul heretics were dead and all my divine power drained away as there were no more guilty abusers or evil people to kill, my mission was done for just a moment. Which really was a wonderful feeling.

“You witch,” the elderly man said.

I turned around and went over to him as the elderly man coughed as his lungs stopped working.

The foul aroma of charred flesh, fat candles and burning wood as the tavern was starting to go up in flames filled the air. 

“Where is Maric?” I asked the elderly man.

He laughed. “You cannot find him because you are stupid and you are thick and you are nothing,”

I tapped into the power of the Goddess and I charged my voice with as much magical power as I could.

“Tell me what I want to know,” I said my voice booming. “Where is Maric?”

The elderly man laughed. “Your magic has no power stupid woman,”

The man started coughing again and I could sense how much pain and agony he was in, so as much as he didn’t deserve it, I punched him in the face. Killing him instantly so he was no longer in pain.

I stood up, went behind the bar to grab the thousand Gold so I could donate it to a local charity and then I simply allowed the entire tavern to go up in flames.

I was still no closer to finding Maric and that annoyed me a lot more than I ever wanted to admit.
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Witchfinder Alexender Quill flat out hated the foul, awfully twisted forest that him and his best friend Maxine were walking through. He just hated how the massive oak, pine and chestnut trees were growing at strange angles that just shouldn’t be possible.

The trees were so bent and twisted and had roots growing out of the top that Alexender just wasn’t sure if he wanted to be here or not. But he kept on walking because he had a job to do for the beautiful, sexy Lady Ithane Tano.

And he was never going to fail her.

Alexender rather liked the sweet aromas of vanilla, Camille and roasted chestnuts that filled the air. He didn’t doubt the great aromas were just a part of the forest’s cheap tricks with its creepy white mist that surrounded him, but he didn’t mind the smell.

He stepped over thick branches that rose up from the black ground like claws as he kept going and he would have preferred to see some green leaves when he looked up. Instead he only saw black twisted roots where branches were meant to be and dim lights fighting to get through black clouds. 

None of this was natural and Alexender placed a firm hand on the hilt of his sword and his other hand on the hilt of his Blessed Dagger.

“Where’s this witch meant to be?” Maxine asked.

Alexender smiled as he stepped over yet another branch. He had only been with Maxine and beautiful Ithane for two months now, and he was loving every minute of it. Maxine might have been a young woman who lived and breathed the city life when he had met her, but she was amazing and taking to outdoor life really well.

She was slightly ahead of him but Alexender was impressed her long brown hair was flowing around like it had a mind of its own without getting caught on any branches or anything. Alexender had already had to cut off some of his longish brown hair after a branch decided to attack him.

“The witch is meant to be up ahead,” Alexender said.

He still wasn’t sure why Ithane had wanted him of all people to come into the forest and track down the witch. He was a Witchfinder so that meant he liked hunting down rogue witches, wizards and warlocks to see if they were a threat.

But he hated bothering good magic users that were just minding their own business.

“Wow,” Maxine said as she stopped.

Alexender went over to her and he shivered as he walked into a wall of heat so he took another step forward. And he was amazed that he had walked into a large clearing covered in thick green grass and golden sunshine in the middle of the forest.

There was a large mushroom house in the middle of the clearing and an elven woman leaning against the mushroom. 

Small voices came from behind Alexender and he smiled as about a hundred or maybe even a thousand tiny mushroom people with tiny little sticks came up behind them.

One mushroom person came up to Alexender and thrusted the stick into his ankle.

Alexender leapt forward and hissed in pain.

“Naughty Donald,” the elven woman said. “I am so sorry, they are normally a lot better behaved than that,”

Alexender had no idea what to make of the woman but she seemed friendly enough and she didn’t want to hurt them, for now.

“It’s okay,” Alexender said stepping forward with Maxine close behind him. “Me and my friend wanted to ask for your help please in exchange for some herbs we found on the way here,”

Alexender gestured Maxine to get out the large piles of herbs and flowers they had picked on the way here.

The elven woman came over and Alexender noticed the mushroom people were getting a little touchy.

The woman smiled as she inspected the herbs and flowers. 

“These are really fresh and quite lovely. I will help you with whatever you desire within reason,” the woman said taking the piles and tossing them to the mushroom people.

Alexender was impressed the mushroom people caught the piles perfectly and carried them away like they were feathers. And not ten times heavier than the mushrooms themselves.

“I love them,” Maxine said.

Alexender laughed. He was really impressed how well Maxine was taking all of this.

“Lady Ithane Tano would like
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