3: Dear Brother
It took every bit of self-control Sylarin had to keep herself from crying out in pain.  Calm down Sylarin, she thought, willing her heart stop thumping so hard, Remember what Aryon taught you.  I have to stay still until I know what’s going on.  I was walking down a street and suddenly woke up with a terrible pain in my head.  Someone must have attacked me.  And the rest of me aches.  She cautiously cracked a single eyelid and glanced around.  There was a considerably amount of light coming from a barred window in the wall to Sylarin’s right.  A single metal door to her left was the only obvious way into or out of the room.  The room itself was built from large, flat stones human’s seemed to favor.  Much to her relief, Sylarin was the room’s only occupant.

Cautiously stretching, Sylarin was relieved to discover that aside from a lump in the back of her head and an ache from lying on hard stone she was uninjured.  Cold rings of steel bound her wrists and ankles, however, and the chain connecting her ankles was firmly attacked to the wall by a large stake.  The stake, the chains, the bindings.  I could attempt to free myself from any of them, but I’m sure my captors made sure it would be useless, I might as well save my strength.  A small, wooden bowl lay on the floor nearby.  Its edges were cracked and the inside was stained with a rainbow of colors.  Sylarin avoided thinking about what its contents over the years might have been and concentrated instead on the water it held now.  The bowl was close enough so that from her kneeling position she could stoop to drink from it if she wished.  I’m not that desperate yet.  Still, I am glad it is here.
Carefully she bent over the still water and her reflection came into view.  Sharp, but delicate features made her a beauty even among the natural beauty of the elves.  A rarity among the elves, Sylarin shared the bright blue eyes and raven-black hair of her brother.  Her straight hair fell in thick waves across her back and shoulders.  It was long enough to help cover some of what her new black leather corset left bare.  Though it was made to be worn with a blowing blouse and skirt, Sylarin despised such flowery decorations.  A pair of loose, black travelling pants tucked into knee-high leather boots was enough.  

Her reflection broke into a thousands ripples as the heavy door slammed open.  In it stood a tall, thin human.  The man’s short brown hair matched both his eyes and his skin, tanned by hours spent under Cadish’s summer sun.  He wore a loose white shirt under a black tunic.  White tights and polished black boots completed his humble, yet extremely neat outfit.  “So,” he began in a high, strong voice, “You’re awake.  Good.  I have a man outside who is quite anxious to meet you and I do not wish to keep him waiting.”
Though Sylarin had never seen the man in light before, she recognized his voice, “You are the human called Keeper, are you not?  What do you want?”
The man’s grin was unsettling, “Why, only to be paid what is my due.  The vampire that your brother had ran across would have killed him the night you and he entered Cadish if I had not hidden him and tended his wounds.  I told him then that I expected payment.  My organization is large and our favors are not given cheaply.  Now I hear he has fled the city.”
“Not fled!”  Sylarin’s eyes burned with anger at the insinuation that Aryon would run from his debt.  “He left to make the money he owes you!  When he returns from WolfGate he will certainly pay all that he owes.”
“Perhaps, perhaps not,” Keeper examined his nails with an expression of indifference.  “I have waited long enough and will collect my money now.  He is not here, but you are.  And with your exquisite beauty I am sure I can sell you for at least what he owes.”
Sylarin tried to lunge at him, but the shackles tripped her and she fell to the floor.  Keeper laughed as she pushed herself up onto her knees and then rose to a standing position.

“Yes, I am afraid you are destined to be a slave beautiful elf.  Now let me introduce you to your future master.”
He stepped into the room so that another human could follow behind him.  “That has yet to be determined,” rumbled the massive man, who was exceptionally bulky from his sandled feet to his bald head.  Heh, his brown robes would probably make nearly five of the same for me, Sylarin mused.  The man continued, “I have not yet agreed to take her off your hands.”
“Surely you jest!” said Keeper, his face a mask of mock offence, “She is such a beauty and I ask only twenty silver pieces.”
“It won’t matter what you’re paid when my brother finds you Keeper.”
“Do be quiet when business is at hand,” Keeper retorted.  “Besides, this building is guarded by my best men and they will dispose of your brother if he comes here without my money.”
The robed man’s arms crossed over his chest as he examined Sylarin, “I will give you ten silver pieces, and you should be happy for that.  Her spirit is strong and will be hard to break.  A slave’s beauty is meaningless if she will not do as she’s told.”
Keeper sighed, “Very we-“
“I will pay the full twenty silver pieces,” the two men turned to see the black claoked figure now standing in the doorway,  His cloak was thrown back over his shoulders to reveal a black vest over a green shirt, and loose black pants tucked into a pair of soft leather boots.  Though his beautiful features were surely elven, he had the same strange blue eyes and pitch black hair as Sylarin.  “And an additional five as I was late in paying you.”
“Aryon!” Sylarin smiled happily.  I knew he would come!  My brother is the greatest adventurer in all the land, he would never leave me to these boarish humans.  But why is he paying them instead of simply killing them?
Aryon returned the smile, “Be still for but a moment Sylarin.  Soon we can leave.”
“Pardon me,” the large man interjected in a politely soft tone, “But she is quite a beauty after all.  I will pay thirty gold pieces.”
Now Keeper was the one smiling.  But before he could speak, Aryon descended the stairs and stood equal with the larger human, though he had to crane his neck to see the other’s bald head.  “Sir,” he said softly, “My sister means all the world to me.  I would fight an army for her, but all I have is twenty-five silver pieces.  Please, let me take my sister home.”
Slowly, the man nodded.

“Not so fast!”  Keeper said quickly.  “I was made an offer of thirty gold pieces for the girl!  You can’t take it back.”  He crossed his arms and raised his chin.

The large man smiled widely, showing his dazzling white teeth, “Right you are Keeper.  Let no man say that Garadin the Great is not a man of his word.  Thirty silver was the offer made and thirty pieces you shall be paid.”  He reached his large left hand into a fold in his robes and pulled out five silver pieces, which he casually offered to Aryon.  “Take her home then Sir elf.  I had thought that one of her beauty belonged amidst the other rare treasures of my mansion, but I see now that she belongs with you, no matter where you might be.”
The guarded look that had been in Aryon’s eyes since he appeared vanished with a smile as he took the offered money.  “Sir, in all my travels I have met several of your race.  I have found then to be filthy, rude, and utterly unbearable.”  He paused, “You almost make up for it.”
Garadin’s hands rested on his belly as he let out a boisterous laugh, “It seems to me that five silvers is a small price to pay to change a man’s opinion of my entire race.”  He reached into his pocket handed Aryon another five silvers, “Here then elf.  Perhaps now you might think more kindly of us cursed with unhealthily large bodies.”  His heavy steps making audible thumps, Garadin the Great left the room, though his chuckling could still be heard coming down the hallway as he made his way out of the building.

Aryon turned back towards Sylarin and Keeper, looking confused but quite pleased.  “It seems I misjudged the human race and was shown my err today/Though I think it still applies to you so I’ll now be on my way.”
“Yes, yes,” Keeper said, glowering, “I had quite enough of your little poems while I was nursing you back to health.”  He took the twenty-five coins resting in Aryon’s green-tinted hand and used a small key to unlock the metal binding Sylarin.  Immediately she ran and buried herself in her brother’s cloak.  Laughing slightly, he put his arm around her shoulders and led her from the room.  They passed several guards as they walked quietly down the hall.  All of them seemed to regaurd Aryon threateningly and leered at Sylarin.  Forget about them Sylarin, she told herself, Just get out of the building and everything will be fine.  Aryon’s here now.  The bright noonday sun of Cadish greeted them as they left the building and walked down the dusty streets.  

Still under the protective arm of her brother, Sylarin looked up at him and asked, “Why did you pay that horrible human?”
Aryon quickened their pace to distance them from the slavers, “To get you back of course.  What would life be without my sister?”

“That’s not what I meant.  That must have been your entire pay from WolfGate.  Why didn’t you simply kill Keeper?”
“Well first of all, filthy or not, I didn’t want to kill him until I knew you had been harmed.  I know I tend to be in a lot of fights little sister, but I really do not like to take the lives of others unless necessary.  Besides, Keeper really only got five silver pieces.  I never actually got paid at WolfGate so I gave him something else which I put a spell of illusion on.”
Sylarin gasped, “But those wear off quickly!  Soon his men will be after us again.”
Aryon glanced back down the street.  They were now a good distance from the slavers.  “I wouldn’t worry about that Sylarin.  He’s a bad person.  Bad things tend to happen to bad people.  It’s their fate.”
Sylarin frowned, “I think that’s putting a lot of trust in fate Aryon.”
Just then the ground shook and Sylarin spun to see a great cloud of smoke rising from the flaming ruins of the slavers’ building.  The last remaining pieces of wall collapsed into the rubble.  Aryon glanced sidelong at her, “Sometimes fate needs to be helped along a little.”
