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The air hung heavy with the scent of ale, sweat, and simmering resentment as Nagar pushed through the crowded inn. His broad shoulders, encased in thick leather armor, parted the sea of patrons like a ship's prow cleaving through a storm. Heads turned, conversations faltered, and eyes, some curious, others wary, tracked his progress. He wasn't a man who relied on looks to command attention, but his presence was undeniable. His dark skin, rich as midnight and etched with the scars of countless battles, spoke of a life lived on the edge. Braided black hair, tight against his scalp, framed a face that was more functional than handsome – a blunt instrument honed for survival. But it was the great sword strapped across his back, its hilt peeking over his shoulder like a silent sentinel, that truly announced his arrival. Nagar wasn't alone. Beside him, a figure as contrasting as moonlight to his shadow moved with a grace that belied her deadly precision. Irma, his elf companion, her beige skin glowing with a subtle luminescence, her almond eyes holding an ancient wisdom beyond her years. Dark hair, cascading in a cascade reminiscent of silk, framed her face, accentuating the delicate points of her ears, a clear mark of her elven heritage. Her form, slender and lithe, was clad in tight leather breeches that hugged her curves, a shapely breastplate molded to her torso, and bracers that hinted at the strength beneath her delicate frame. A bow, its wood polished to a warm sheen, was slung across her back, and a dagger, its blade gleaming with a dangerous edge, hung at her hip. She was a vision of lethal beauty, a whisper of death in a world that often underestimated her kind.

The inn, a haven for travelers and mercenaries alike, buzzed with the usual mix of laughter, arguments, and the clatter of tankards. But as Irma entered, the atmosphere shifted. Whispers followed her like shadows, laced with prejudice and suspicion. Elves, though not unheard of in these parts, were often viewed with distrust, considered second-class citizens in a world dominated by humans. The shopkeeper, a burly man with a greasy smile and a paunch that strained against his apron, emerged from behind the bar, his eyes narrowing at Irma's pointed ears. "Elf, eh?" he grunted, his voice dripping with condescension. "Best wait outside. We don't cater to your kind in here."

Nagar's hand, calloused and scarred, shot out, resting possessively on Irma's shoulder. His voice, deep and gravelly, cut through the tension like a blade through silk. "She's with me. Cross her, and you cross me."

The shopkeeper's smirk faltered, replaced by a flicker of uncertainty. He knew Nagar, knew his reputation as a sell-sword, a man who didn't shy away from violence. The great sword on his back wasn't just for show. "Alright, alright," the shopkeeper muttered, taking a step back, his hands raised in a placating gesture. "No need to get worked up. Just... keep her under control, will ya?"

Nagar's gaze, cold and unflinching, held the shopkeeper's for a moment longer before he turned his attention to the reason they were here. A man, a merchant by the look of his fine clothes, sat hunched over a table in the corner, his eyes darting nervously between Nagar and Irma.

"Debt's due, merchant," Nagar said, his voice low and dangerous. "Time to pay up."

The merchant, a slimy man with a face like a weasel, paled. "I... I don't have it all yet. Give me a few more days, please."

Nagar's patience, never his strongest suit, snapped. "You had your chance. Now you have a choice: pay, or face the consequences." "Or else?" the merchant sneered, a desperate edge creeping into his voice. "What are you going to do? Kill me?"

A deadly silence descended upon the inn. Nagar's hand drifted towards the hilt of his sword, his fingers curling around it with a familiarity born of countless battles. Irma, ever vigilant, nocked an arrow, her bowstring humming with tension.

The merchant, realizing his mistake too late, scrambled to his feet, his chair clattering to the floor. "Wait! Wait! I'll pay, I'll pay!" He fumbled with his purse, pulling out a handful of coins, his hands trembling.

Nagar snatched the coins, his eyes never leaving the merchant's face. "Not enough," he growled.

Panic flashed in the merchant's eyes. He lunged for a dagger hidden beneath his cloak, but Irma's arrow was faster. It whistled through the air, embedding itself in the table mere inches from the merchant's hand. He froze, his eyes widening in terror. "Last chance," Nagar said, his voice devoid of emotion.

The merchant, defeated, slumped back into his chair, his shoulders sagging. "Take it all," he whispered, pushing his entire purse across the table.

Nagar scooped up the purse, the weight of the coins a satisfying confirmation of a job well done. He turned to Irma, a faint smile playing on his lips. "Let's go."

As they made their way towards the door, the inn erupted into a cacophony of whispers and pointed fingers. Nagar, his gaze sweeping the room, stopped abruptly. "Anyone else want to try their luck?" he challenged, his voice carrying a dangerous edge.

The room fell silent. No one met his gaze.

With a nod of satisfaction, Nagar and Irma stepped out into the bustling streets of the city of Green Kingdom. The sun, a fiery orb hanging low in the afternoon sky, cast long shadows across the cobblestones. Vendors hawked their wares, the scent of roasted meat and spices mingling with the tang of sweat and dust.

"The broker said that the man only owed twelve gold coins. Why did you take twenty?" Irma asked  

Nagar smirked, "what the broker doesn't know, ain't going to kill him. We're only getting paid two coins each for this bounty. I figured the rest of his debt is only a finder's fee."

Irma laughed, "and this is why I've stuck around you for so long. Always thinking ahead."

"Are you sure it wasn't my good looks?"

Irma laughed. "Please, you humans are disgusting." She mocked with a coy smile.

"Sure." Nagar winked. "I've known you for over ten years.  You always had a thing for humans."

"No, I only like you because you've gotten me paid through the years. Other than that, I could care less. I'm here for the money.”

"Aw, you're breaking my heart."

"Whatever." She giggled. "Where's my cut?"

Nagar sorted through the coin purse and tossed her six coins.

"You gave me too much. An even cut would've been five."

"Keep it." He winked. 

"Thanks." Irma grinned as she followed him through the city.

As they walked, Nagar, his senses always alert, caught snippets of conversations as they walked. Whispers of a recent attack in the city square by a group of ruthless orcs, a princess kidnapped by the orcs, and a king desperate for her return. His lips curled into a predatory grin. This was the kind of opportunity he lived for – a chance for riches, for glory, and perhaps, just perhaps, a chance to make a name for himself beyond the shadows of the mercenary world. "Irma," he said, his voice low, "we might have just found our next job."

Irma, her eyes scanning the crowd, nodded. "Orcs, you say? That could be tricky. They're not known for their hospitality."

"Tricky is my middle name," Nagar replied with a wink. "Besides, the king's offering a handsome reward. And who knows, maybe we'll even get to play hero for a change."

Their path led them towards the city square, where a crowd had gathered around a group of knights. The scene looked to be frantic as several slain bodies laid about, including knights and dead orcs. Servants helped clean up the bodies, while knights shouted orders at various soldiers running about. Near a nearby empty stall, several knights had to hold back King Hector, a burly man with a long beard, as he shouted to let him go find his daughter. Nagar, his ears attuned to the buzz of conversation, overheard snippets of the discussion from the other sell swords that had gathered about.

"...Princess Vanessa has been taken by orcs..."

"...King Hector's offering riches beyond measure..."

"...title of prince to whoever brings her back..."

Nagar's grin widened. This was better than he'd hoped. He pushed through the crowd, Irma close behind, until they reached the front.

A knight, his armor gleaming in the sunlight, was addressing the assembled crowd. "King Hector is desperate for his daughter, Princess Vanessa’s safe return. He has promised riches beyond your wildest dreams, and the hand of the princess herself, to the man who brings her back."

A murmur of excitement rippled through the crowd. Nagar, his eyes narrowing, scanned the faces of the knights. He recognized a few – veterans of countless battles, their faces etched with the same hardness he saw in the mirror. "Where was she taken?" Nagar called out, his voice cutting through the chatter.

The knight turned, his gaze assessing Nagar from head to toe. "We believe the orcs took her to their camp in the Margo Mountains."

Nagar exchanged a glance with Irma. The Margo Mountains were a treacherous range, known for their harsh terrain and the fierce orc tribes that called them home. But something about the knight's certainty nagged at him.

As the crowd began to disperse, Nagar spotted a small object on the ground, partially hidden by a clump of grass. He bent down, picking it up. It was a trinket, a carved wooden figurine of a bull, its features crude but unmistakable.

"This isn't from the Margo orcs," Nagar said, turning the figurine over in his hand. "This is Wontrui clan. I've seen their craftsmanship before."

The knight, his brow furrowing, snatched the figurine from Nagar's hand. "Are you sure? It could be from any clan."

"I'm sure," Nagar said, his voice firm. "The Wontrui have distinct art style. This is theirs."

The knight, clearly skeptical, turned to his companions. "We're heading to the Margo camp. That's where the closest orc tribe is. It wouldn’t make sense for the Wontrui tribe to travel all this way.”

Nagar, his eyes locking with Irma's, knew they had to follow their own path. The Wontrui clan, known for their cunning and brutality, were a different breed altogether. If the princess was with them, the rescue mission would be far more dangerous than anyone anticipated. "Come on, Irma," Nagar said, turning away from the crowd. "We've got a princess to save, and a king's reward to claim."

As they disappeared into the bustling streets of Green Kingdom, the weight of their decision hung heavy in the air. The Wontrui village awaited, along with a labyrinth of danger and uncertainty. But for Nagar and Irma, the promise of adventure, riches, and perhaps even a chance to prove themselves as more than just sell-swords, was irresistible. The fate of the princess, and their own, now lay intertwined in the heart of the treacherous mountains, where the Wontrui tribe reigned supreme.
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After a day's ride, the two sell swords enjoyed a well-deserved rest at their makeshift camp. The fire crackled between them, its dancing flames casting long shadows across the campsite.  Nagar and Irma sat side by side, the warmth of the blaze a welcome contrast to the cool night air. The forest around them was alive with the whispers of nocturnal creatures, the occasional hoot of an owl or the distant howl of a wolf punctuating the silence. Their horses grazed nearby, tethered to a low-hanging branch, their soft nickers a comforting background to the conversation unfolding.

Nagar leaned back on his elbows; his dark weathered face illuminated by the firelight. His eyes, sharp and calculating, held a hint of amusement as he regarded Irma and their previous conversation during their travels. 

“So, if I marry the princess and become king, you’d think I'd make a terrible ruler, do you?" he asked, his voice laced with a mixture of challenge and curiosity.

Irma, her delicate features softened by the flickering light, shrugged. Her pointed ears twitched slightly, a subtle gesture that betrayed her elven heritage. "I didn't say that," she replied, her voice light and tinkling, like wind chimes in a gentle breeze. "I just can't picture you sitting on a throne, issuing decrees and worrying about the welfare of your subjects."

Nagar let out a hearty laugh, the sound echoing through the trees. "And why's that? Because I'm a sell-sword, a mercenary with no loyalty beyond the gold
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