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“Oww, daaaammet!” 

“C’mon buddy, you got pretty knackered back there.” Fenrir struggled to keep his inebriated friend from collapsing in the gutter. “In more ways than one.” 

“Quiet, ashhole! I deserve to be a bit little drunk.” Dew grunted. He made no particular effort to walk on his own. His sword, which he’d neglected to sheathe after the confrontation with sr388x, dragged along the grooves in the cobblestones as the two men lumbered along. 

“That was seven pints you downed!” 

“Not enough after what that bitch did to me.” He grumbled sullenly. 

“In three minutes!” 

Dew burped a foul stench before commenting that it still wasn’t enough and promptly passed out. 

“Story of my freakin’ life.” Fenrir growled, staggering as the little weight that Dew had been holding himself came down on his shoulders. By the time he’d managed to haul his friend’s slack body to a nearby inn, he was sweating more than he’d cared to, despite the chilly night air. 

“Room for one, please.” He awkwardly slammed down a couple silver marks onto the counter while trying to keep Dew from slumping to the floor. 

“Isn’t this a bit much, sir?” The Innkeeper remarked. “For a single room-” 


“If I know this guy,” Fenrir finally got fed up and hefted the unconscious man onto his shoulders, “and I do, then that’s probably just barely enough for the trouble he’ll cause in the morning.” 

“‘Zat so?” The Innkeeper lifted an eyebrow. 

“Just don’t take anything he says personally. He’s an artist at heart, but a critic when hungover.” 

“Sure thing.” He said as Fenrir staggered up the steps. 



“Sleep tight buddy.” Fenrir said into the night air. He’d climbed onto the room from the window of Dew’s room. He gripped his halberd tightly and leapt from the Inn to the roof of the building across the narrow street, a smithy. The forge lay silent, and he took a moment to perch upon the sturdy, blackened chimney. The sky was free of clouds, and the stars only served to accentuate the presence of the nigh-empty moon suspended in the sky; a lonely lantern. Fenrir found that he preferred high perches that offered an unhindered vista of the heavens. It reminded him of his own insignificance in the grand scheme of things, yet at the same time it calmed and comforted him. As surely as the moon rose and set, things would turn out as they should. That was what Fenrir was reminded of every time he gazed skyward. 


A chill wind cut through his reverie as surely as it blew through his leather hauberk. These days, he made sure to wear his armor wherever he went. It wasn’t really all that much; the leather of his chestpiece was reinforced with plates sewn into the chest, back, and shoulders and his pair of gauntlets had a surprise hidden between the leather and the steel that backed them. Both pieces bore the Skyfang sigil, a wolf howling inside a crescent moon. Symbols of days gone by. 

He had been aware of the presence behind him for some time. He’d heard the man clamber up the drain pipe and his sandaled feet slap against the tile of the roof. But the wind happened to favor Fenrir, and he knew who approached by scent alone. It was hard to travel the UnMod badlands and wander into the woodlands of P’Piar and not pick up a smell. Besides that, the man had all the subtlety of a grizzly bear. 

“It’s been too long, Zanzibar Junker.” Fenrir smirked, without turning around. 

“It’s just Zanz now, Loki.” The voice confirmed his suspicions. 

“I’ve abandoned that name, old friend. Name’s Fenrir now.” 

“Where’d you pick up that one up?” 

“Long story. Relates to the title I abandoned, I suppose. It just seemed appropriate.” He shrugged noncommittally. 

“Couldn’t bear to leave it all behind, could you, Wolf Knight?” 

“You know me too well. But I find myself curious as to what has brought you out of the Badlands. We may be close to the border, but this is still P’Piar.” 

“Just looking in on old friends.” He said mildly. Fenrir laughed. 

“Hardly. What’s the angle this time? The Koga Shuko not working out for you?” 

“Just need some cash, that’s all. Heard there’s a bounty out on a guy who killed a relative of the King. Some Tonberry fellow." 

“The King? Of Jendisc?” Fenrir turned to face him. “You’d really take a bounty for the Crown?” 

“Hardly. Part of me wants to help the poor bloke. I’ve been out of the Badlands long enough to hear that he’s been on the run for a while." 

“You always were an altruist.” Fenrir sighed. “But what the hell, I’ve got nothing better to do.” 

“Knew I could count on you.” Zanz smiled and clapped his hand on Fenrir’s shoulder. Zanz’s face was plastered with a grin. Fenrir knew that grin. It meant no end of mischief was in store. 

“Hey, those of us who aren’t so found of the Crown gotta stick together.” Fenrir said, “Speaking of which, I’ve got a friend I think you may be interested in meeting, but he’s incapacitated for the moment…”
