Dew Has a Hangover
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I slowly awoke. Greeted by darkness, I gave my eyes a moment to adjust, and surveyed my surroundings: a simple inn room. As I sat up, a sharp pain shot through my skull. Clutching my forehead, I tried to remember the events that had unfolded before I lost consciousness. Placing a hand upon my cheek, I suddenly remembered. 

"That BITCH!" I exclaimed, rising to my feet. It was an action that most likely required further consideration, as I immediately hit my head on the bunk above me. 

Cursing under my breath, the headache and hangover none improved by the impact, I further examined the room. It was rather small, containing nothing more than a double bunk and a small bedstand. My breastplate and my sword, a two-handed blade, leaned against the wall in the corner, and my pack sat upon the floor next to the bed. I quickly opened it and perused the contents. Apparently I had not been robbed in my drunken stupor. Not that there was much inside worth stealing anyway... I traveled light, and more often than not the pack contained little aside from my art supplies and some field rations. If I had not been robbed however, then who brought me here? 

Looking behind me onto the top bunk, I noticed another pack. It had a small emblem on it which I immediately recognized: a wolf and crescent moon. Turning my head to look out the window, my suspicions were confirmed. A lone figure with a halberd sat perched upon the chimney of the building across the street. 

I sighed and sat back down upon the bed. Needing something to calm my nerves, I lit the candle on the bedstand, removed a pad of parchment from my pack, and began to search for an appropriate piece of charcoal to draw with. In keeping with my apparent luck as of late, most of the larger pieces had been crushed in the earlier scuffle at the bar. Finally happening upon a piece that had managed to evade destruction, I laid back upon the bed and began to scribble. Not much appeared upon the surface of the parchment, as the fragments of charcoal had returned my mind to the events of the evening. 

That damnable woman... 

She did not pose an immediate threat by herself. In my inebriated state, handling my weapon did not come as easily as it should have, but under normal circumstances... no, I had already decided that the only further business I desired with her involved my blade and her innards, and if I never met her again, so much the better. The one who holds her leash, however... the Grand Prince of P'piar... now that was another matter entirely. 

Continuing to scribble and consider my situation, I slowly drifted off to sleep once again. Unknown to myself at the time, however, the movements of my hand did not slow. As I slumbered, my fingers continued to draw. 

As my hand worked and the bit of charcoal slowly wore down to a nub, an ominous figure began to take shape upon the page. A horned figure upon horseback wearing armor of blackest night and wielding a blade most demonic... 

What foul omen was this?...
