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My name is James H. Ross. I’m a young forest gnome, adventurer, and writer searching for great adventure stories to tell, but sadly, through my simple life of adventures, I have had no luck with anything interesting.

By that time, I had traveled into the land of Hondgia, a massive plain land surrounded by thick forests and mountains, where the eye could see, I was on a large dirt road that led me to the capital city of Hondgia, the kingdom of Suget, a large kingdom city ruled by King Merlo.

As I was passing through the streets, I saw it so lively with the people crowding the streets, buildings on each side of the square, and rocky streets that led to a large plaza at the city’s center. I was amazed at how lively it was during the day, but as the night started coming, it became calm.

So, as I was minding my own business I came across a tavern called The Dusty Pigeon, which also works as an inn.

I sat down ate my meal, and drank my ale, surrounded by a loud rowdy crowd, but somehow with all the noise around me I was able to overhear a group of rough adventurers or possibly mercenaries standing there talking to a hooded group sitting at a table a few feet away from my table.

It seems like they are looking for some trouble, and looked like one of them was ready to throw the first blow with his fist;

but then a big, green, male, half-human half-orc stood up and threw a massive punch at one of them.

Then, after taking his hood off, a brawl in the tavern began;

chairs were thrown, tables flipped over, and almost everybody was in a brawl.

As for me, I hid behind a few flipped-over tables while the fight worsened, damaging the whole place.

I look out to watch the fight and noticed the same group is getting beaten up by the same half-orc, along with his group revealing themselves.

A male, half-human half-elf in a green tunic wearing light armor bashing some guys with his small round shield, a human woman in a red hooded robe holding a greatsword just standing there throwing punches with one hand, a half-elf woman archer using her bow as a blunt weapon while taking her time to get a drink from certain tables that were still standing at the time, and a male rogue whose race I can’t identify because he’s still wearing his hooded black robe and his arms are completely covered in bandages right up to his face except for his eyes.

As I watched them, I was mesmerized by their fighting skills and flair for working as a team, and not only that, they even avoided other people getting hurt who were not involved in the fight, including me.

Then a small group of soldiers came bursting into the tavern, having them in their sights, one of them exclaimed, "Halt, Renegades, you are under arrest!" but the reaction from these so-called Renegades seemed unthreatened by these soldiers, so the half-orc, who stood taller among the rest with fully ripped muscles, charged through the soldiers with ease out the door and made their escape.

The soldiers got up and began chasing them, as for me, questions with amazement were going through my head, I went to the tavern keeper asking about them, and he could only tell me what he had heard about them, He also showed me wanted posters that there were more than just the ones who wrecked the place.

My heart and mind are excited, and I need to know more about them.

I headed to my room, sat down next to my desk, and looked at the wanted posters that I was told were part of the Renegades as far as I can see, there are fifteen characters in this group, and all of them are wanted for the same price for each a hundred thousand gold pieces, dead or alive, and such an odd large group to somehow able to band together.

I felt something inside of me was making me feel all these mixed emotions.

My head, my gut, and every part of my body is feeling this thrill of wanting to know more, the adventure behind it, the excitement, and possibly the story that I have been searching for.

So I have decided to investigate these so-called renegades and write the adventures I’ve been looking for.

As I put the wanted posters away, tried to memorize their faces, and got ready for bed.

The next day, heading further into the city, asking questions, hearing rumors about the Renegades, and still no way of finding out where to find them or how, I came across a shop called Gordy’s Smith & Goods. Inside the shop, there were armor, weapons, and other items and materials all over, and seeing them look pricey, a door on the side next to the desk, and a balcony to the second floor, I tried to reach the desk bell to call the clerk, Ding.

No one, Ding Ding!

Still nothing, so I was repeatedly ringing the bell till, as if it was out of nowhere I looked up behind me was a big fat fluffy guy dressed in a brown leather jacket mixed with blacksmith clothes, goggles over his semi-bald head, with a short bushy beard and eating a sub sandwich was right behind me.

Seeing the size of this guy got me so intimidated that my mind raced till he spoke while grabbing and shaking my hand.

I could feel my entire body shaking, "Welcome to Gordy’s Smith and Goods. I’m Gordy. I own the place, also selling adventuring goods and smithing of all types. So what can I do for you, my fine fellow? What I can tell, you are not from around here, are you?"

"No, I’m not." I replied, "I’m here to buy some ink and parchment for writing and traveling supplies."

As I was making my orders, a loud noise came from upstairs.

It sounded like plates were breaking, and a voice called, "Hey, Gordy better come back up here, or Jon’s gonna eat your large sub sandwich.

Never mind, he’s eating it already!"

Gordy, with his eyes wide, tried to rush up the stairs, yelling, "Jon! Keep your hand off my sandwich!"

As I was waiting for a while and still in a hurry, I helped myself up the stairs to inform Gordy about the payment.

And before I was to say anything, I opened the door, and to my surprise.

Seeing Gordy wrestling comedically over a sandwich with the same green half-orc I saw in the tavern, and the same group that was with him, and many more, as they stood there also staring at me.

Feeling a bit intimidated by their gazes towards me, I tried to back my way out the door till a tall blonde woman dressed as if she came from an Amazonian tribe shut the door, I never felt surprisingly scared and excited to meet such a large group at the same time and felt startled on the surrounded by...

The Renegades.
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Hearing among them talking, "Well, well, well, what have we here? A kid? No, he’s a halfling; no, he’s a gnome. Spies are starting to get sloppy these days."

I interrupted nervously amongst their discussion, "Wait, I’m not a spy; I’m a writer. Also, y’all protected me at a pub last night."

"What’s your name, boy, and where are you from?" One of them asked in an intimidating tone of voice, "My name is James from The Sosa of Georduran."

As I lay there, they kept talking amongst themselves also searching through my belongings to see if I was telling the truth till they came across their wanted posters I had left in my bag and wondered what they were going to do to me, the male half-elf with white hair holding a lute criticized about his poster, "Aww, man! This is terrible you guys ... they just can’t make my face right. How is it possible that yours is fine, and we’re twins, for crying out loud."

Everyone rolled their eyes, and the half-elf in the green tunic spoke up, "Are you sure you’re not a bounty hunter or a mercenary? Because this isn’t looking good on your part, mate."

I nervously responded, "No, sir, I’m not, and those posters you’ve got are part of the story I want to write about, about all of you. Because seeing y’all in action back at the tavern got my inspiration boiling."

"Well, either you have moxie or you’re brave but dumb to try to kill us with just that little dagger."

the half-elf interrupted, "But excuse us, because we’re a bit skeptical with other people, you may never know when you’re gonna get stabbed in the back."

glaring as he tells me this, has made my boots to shake till he grin and started laughing, but not maniacally, and brought me back to my feet with a big smile, "Sorry mate, didn’t mean to frighten you, you seem alright to me, also we need someone like you, who’s interested in what we have to say because nobody believes us. So let me be the first to introduce myself, I’m Belac, and I’m also surprised that someone like me would be interested in our story instead of the reward they have on us or try to pick a fight with us."

So Belac introduced me to everyone in the group and sat down to explain that the Renegades are a group of outlaws and fugitives, but that is not the big issue because everyone in this group has been facing injustice, sabotaged, framed, and just being chased, that they would put up wanted posters to catch them. All this they have told me does leave some mystery, and each problem needs to be solved.

So I got up and shook their hands and led myself to the green half-orc whose I could guess
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