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Honione was the worst realm in all of Vallinwir! The land was full of minotaurs, trolls, ogres, and other assorted monsters, all hideous, and all dead-set on eating human flesh. As an assassin, Lyne had been able to move quietly enough that she had slipped like a shadow past many of the monsters unseen and had come out of the Aelwith Wilds more or less unscathed, but the wildlands were still horrible in and of themselves, full of nothing but swamps and mud and sand, until Lyne was stained, hot, torn, and exhausted by the time she had reached Erhyrst, the capital city of Honione. 

But there was no point in turning back now. Lyne had reached her destination – for better or worse—and was now sitting in a tavern, waiting for nightfall. When it was dark, she would slip into the castle, scale the wall, slide inside Queen Ffion’s window, and stab her. Perhaps several times. Lyne was feeling frisky.

But for right now, Lyne would sit in the tavern, listening to the music, watching the dancing, and enjoying her mead. She sat at the bar, a beautiful young woman with long, straight red hair hidden under her hood, and pale gray eyes that were often inquisitive. A bow was harnessed on her back, and she wore black leather armor and fingerless gloves. Her simple armor made her seem like a common mercenary, but most people in the tavern glanced apprehensively her way, and the barkeep – a dumpy human woman with blonde hair – was wary of her, keeping her distance and quickly serving her drinks, likely in the hope she would leave as soon as possible. 

But Lyne knew she would be here another hour in the least. That was fine with her. The tavern was for women only. It was known as the Forbidden Fruit – none too subtle, Lyne thought, given that women who loved women were often frowned upon in these dark times. With a rising elven rebellion and the assassination of Queen Ellanara, humans were panicking. It was believed that elves were taking back the realms and that humans would soon be wiped out. And indeed, humans were dwindling in numbers, while the elven population in Realm Koradara and Realm Nionande was growing at an alarming rate.

The elves were considered such a threat because elven sorceresses had great magickal power – greater, even, than human sorceresses—and elven assassins were more deadly and precise than human assassins could ever hope to be. Even Lyne, who had trained as an assassin since she was twelve, knew it was true and could admit it if pressed.

And so, with their numbers dwindling, humans were frantic to reproduce – which meant same-sex love was once again frowned upon. Lyne stared bitterly into the reflection in her mug and thought grimly how it was always people who loved differently who were punished in such times.

A shriek of giggles made Lyne glance over her shoulder at the women seated in the corner. It was a group of knights, all buckled in silver armor, their wild hair pulled back in plaits and ponytails. The armored women lifted their mugs and laughed at the antics of a peasant girl who was sitting on their table with her big breasts hanging out of her dress. The girl was shimmying her shoulders so that her breasts jiggled as one of the knights poured mead down them. Two of the knights then leaned forward and licked the glossy mead off the girl’s nipples as eagerly as dogs. The girl – a pretty young woman with very long brown hair – blushed bright as they suckled her – so hard that they buried their faces in her big breasts until the blushing mounds rose against their eyes. The girl’s eyes hooded from the pleasure, and she reached down and touched herself between the legs, smiling at Lyne across the way. 

Lyne quickly turned back around. She was sitting mannishly on the stool, knees open, sort of hunched over, trying not to draw attention. She wanted to watch the group – she had come here specifically to secretly watch such on-goings—but she hated that she had been spied doing so. 

“Is this seat taken, my lady?” said a voice. 

Lyne glanced up. A woman was standing over her – very big and strong and wearing silver armor: a knight. The woman must’ve been six feet tall and was covered in so many muscles, she could probably have burst through a wall. Lyne glanced over the emblem on her breastplate and realized she was a Knight of the Dragon. She moaned: Knights of the Dragon were . . . incredibly annoying.

Lyne wasn’t shocked that a bigger woman was attempting to bully her. Because she was a short woman, she was often the target of bullies who – failing to realize she was an assassin – often tried to coerce her.

“The seat is empty, as you can very well see,” answered Lyne, annoyed. “And I am not a lady – or your lady, for that matter.” 

Lyne wasn’t surprised when the knight tensed. She placed a hand on the bar and leaned close, towering over Lyne. Doing so was supposed to be threatening, but Lyne indifferently sipped from her mug as the knight hissed at her, “All right, then. We shall skip the pretenses: you shall come with me to the alley without a struggle, and I shall eat your pussy and be on my way.”

“Or,” said Lyne – she tipped back the mug for a drink and set it down—“you can just be on your way.” 

The knight glowered. “You—!” she began furiously but the word launched into a scream. Lyne looked up from her mead: a dagger had embedded itself in the back of the Dragon Knight’s hand, crunching through her gauntlet in a sudden pool of blood. Lyne’s eyes traveled up to find the hand holding the dagger hilt belonged to a beautiful elven woman with long white hair and piercing eyes so pale, they were almost white. Her cleavage was pouring from the top of her peasant’s gown, ample and shivering still from the sudden movement of her arm, and the gown was so tight, Lyne could see her round hips and the hint of a small sandal. The little toenails were dyed black. 

Lyne stared up at the pretty elven woman with her mouth open and nearly forgot the Dragon Knight writhing in agony, pinned to the bar by an ancient-looking blade.

The entire tavern had fallen silent to watch. The band had stopped playing and the dancers were still. Even the bare-breasted girl in the corner had stopped giggling, and her audience of knights had all looked around.

The elven woman wasn’t looking at Lyne. Instead, her pale, menacing eyes were fixed on the Dragon Knight, who was crying actual tears and cringing forward.

“I don’t like rapists,” hissed the elven woman. “In fact, I’m fairly certain no one does – not even other rapists.”

“Gods! Pull it out! Pull it out, please!” the Dragon Knight blubbered and begged, pinned in agony by the razor-sharp dagger. 

“Hmm. I wonder if your victims ever said something similar,” said the elven woman, but she ripped the dagger free with another splash of blood, and the Dragon Knight tumbled to the floor. They watched as she crawled away, trailing blood and sobbing. Two of her friends grabbed her, and glowering at Lyne and the elven woman, they marched out. 

“That’s five crowns for messing up me bar and five more for the floor,” said the barkeep, looking irritably at the elven woman. 

The elven woman reached in her cloak and slid a coin purse without comment across the bar. Then she turned and walked toward the door. Abandoning her mead, Lyne followed. 

“Wait!” Lyne called. 

The elven woman stopped at the door and turned to face Lyne. Her pale eyes – once so menacing—were calm now, her lips unsmiling. In fact, she seemed so indifferent that Lyne was rather stung.

“You’re amazing! Who are you?” Lyne asked, for the woman’s clothes gave nothing away of her identity. She was wearing a simple brown gown with a leather bodice and a cloak over it. She could have been a seamstress for all Lyne knew. And yet, no seamstress had ever stabbed someone in a bar with a very old elven dagger. At least, none that Lyne had heard of.

“Do you always start conversations this way?” asked the elven woman coldly.

“Ha! This from the woman who did start a conversation by stabbing someone!” laughed Lyne. She was pleased when the elven woman’s cold lips spread in a reluctant smile that traveled to her eyes and made them warm.

“I must go,” the elven woman said. “I have drawn attention to us both. I apologize. Why does it matter who I am?” 

“Because I want to put a name to
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