The Wraith’s Duty


Now that she thought back to the day she’d qualified as a Wraith, she realized that she had come a long way since then. Wraiths were lone trackers who roamed the devastated lands of Everia, making sure that the diminutive peace was kept. They also could have been Bloodhounds, or mercenaries, but the jobs taken by Wraiths were quite different. 


Janet wiped her forehead against her right shoulder, getting rid of some of the sweat that coated her face. She had long ago taken off her coat to relieve her of some of the weight she normally had to carry. 


Staring down the pack of black shadow foxes that blocked her way, Janet yelled out towards them, “Just get out of my way! All I want to do is pass through the jungle! I don’t want to kill any more of you.” To prove that she didn’t want to fight, Janet lowered her sword in each hand so the points touched the ground. 


The leader of the pack with red stripes that ran down his hind legs gave a guttural growl and hissed at her in a low voice, “Foolish human. I cannot let you pass, for you have wandered into fox territory. You will make a fine meal.” He let out a shrill howl that sent chills down Janet’s spine and the whole pack charged. 


I guess that didn’t work. Janet instantly brought her weapons back up. This would be an incentive to get some added training. She easily swept fox after fox away from her with a few swipes of her sword, making sure she used the flat side of the deadly blades. 


After the whole pack had been knocked off to the side, Janet took her chance and continued her run through the jungle, hearing the foxes running behind her. She took a fleeting glance backwards and saw a fox pounce. Janet reflexively ducked and the fox sailed above her head and crashed into the ground. 


Knowing that the rest of the pack would get her, Janet quickly got up, jumped over the downed fox and kept on running. Her lungs felt on fire as she greedily gasped in air while she ran. 


Ran out of smoke screens a while ago. Dang it, this isn’t good. Janet started to feel herself slowing as she grew weary from running. The last battle with the forest imps had really robbed her energy. 


If only Yin were here. Janet started to feel her heart grow heavy as she thought of her beautiful black stallion she’d left at Jerania. The journey through the Tiamat Jungle would have been inconvenient if she had taken Yin, since the jungle wasn’t fit for riding in. Her friend Tiffany of Jerania had offered a stall for Yin while Janet was away. Tiffany had better take good care of Yin.

Suddenly off to the left there was a brief flash of light and behind her the ground exploded. Janet whirled around to see what had happened just in time to see a wall of thick smoke coming at her fast. Immediately she identified what it was and held her breath as the wall consumed her. She could feel the denseness of the smoke and she shut her eyes as they began to water. 


I know what this is, but how can it be? It was a Slipera box that puts anything to sleep after taking in a lungful of the smoke. Normally a Wraith would carry it, but Janet hadn’t recalled activating one. There couldn’t be another Wraith in this jungle. Or could there? The box is clearly evidence.  


“The air is clear now. You can breathe,” a male voice called out to her from far away. “All the foxes are sleeping so you’re safe now, Janet.” 


Janet opened her eyes and started breathing normally. She knew that voice! Quickly she turned to see if her assumption was correct. “What are you doing here?” 


The black haired Wraith smiled as he walked up to her, a long bow in his right hand. Being in the Tiamat Jungle, you’d expect a Wraith to look tired and battle weary, but Alex of Asrad looked anything but exhausted. His cloak that swathed around him was in perfect condition with not even a wrinkle or tear. Strapped onto his back was a full quiver of arrows, which was questionable since it looked like he had ran into no trouble at all. 


Alex looked down at her and answered with a slight frown, “I’ve been tracking Justin the smuggler from Kedan and the civilians from Tecko pointed out that Justin had been seen in Sarcia. If Justin’s in Sarcia, that’s where I’m going.” 


Janet nodded understandingly. “I see.” Suddenly she frowned. “Wait, haven’t you been tracking that smuggler for several months now?” 


Alex looked wistfully towards the north. “Well…some smugglers are just really good at cleaning up after themselves.” He looked back at her and quickly added, “But I’m going to get him soon.” 


“Right.” Janet turned back towards the sleeping shadow foxes and nodded approvingly. “Well, they’re out of the way now. I’d better get going.” She twisted her head to look at Alex. “You can come along if you want. I’m headed towards Sarcia too.” 


Scowling at her, Alex asked, “You’re not trying to hunt down Justin too are you? That smuggler’s mine!” 


Janet laughed aloud and shook her head. “I’d tell you, but then I’d have to destroy you after. Don’t worry though, I’m not after Justin.” 


Alex blinked and laughed sheepishly. “Oh, sorry.” 

As they started walking south through the jungle, Janet asked, “By the way, how come you’re in such good condition, being in the Tiamat Jungle and all.” 

A large grin crossed Alex’s face and he answered cheerfully, “When I entered the Jungle, I was quite surprised myself to notice that everything was so peaceful. Turns out, it seems like all the critters had gone after you instead of bothering me.” 

Janet groaned and hung her head. “Great. I’ve used up all my Slipera boxes getting rid of land falkes, used my poison darts on two packs of forest imps, and diced up a whole pack of shadow foxes.” Disgusted, Janet lifted the blood-coated blade in her right hand and studied it. “Blooded on first thrust.” 

Stopping for a second, Janet bent down and wiped her swords against the grass, attempting to clean them the best she could. When she was done, she slipped both swords back to their scabbards and continued walking. “If we bump into anymore critters, you take care of them, okay?” She allowed an exasperated look to cloud her face. “I’m totally out of throw able weapons.” 

Giving her a smirk and a nod, Alex agreed, “Sure. Just make sure you stay out of the way.” 

Janet glared ice-cold daggers. “Watch it.” 

Alex simultaneously shrank back. “Okay okay, sheesh.” Suddenly both of them spun around at the slightest sound of rustling leaves, Alex pulling an arrow out and steadied it onto his long bow. 

“Don’t shoot! Don’t shoot!” A Wraith suddenly came tumbling out of the brush and landed with a grunt at their feet face down. He cut a rather comical figure with his cloak blown over his head and his arms flailed out. 

Alex lowered his bow and planted his left fist on his hip. “That’s the last time I let you go ‘collect’ reifa herbs. Where’ve you been the whole morning?” 

The Wraith hastily stood up and pulled his cloak off his head, revealing a brown haired man with dark blue eyes. In his left hand he held a large, double-edged blade that if propped up, would be five feet tall. 

Janet felt her jaw drop as she recalled whom he was. “Matt?” 

Matt’s expression mirrored hers. “Janet?” 

“Matt?” 

“Janet?” Both of them burst out laughing, holding their stomachs.

Alex broke in, “Uh, did I miss something?” 

Between laughs, Janet struggled to answer. “It- it’s Matt!” 

“Okay…that doesn’t exactly answer my question since you’ve already stated that twice before.” 

Janet’s laughing fit slowly dissolved into giggles and she shook her head. “No, never mind. I’m just surprised to see him here.” 

Matt nodded and attempted to keep a straight face. “As I am seeing her here.” 

Alex murmured under his breath, “Children…” 

“What?” Both Janet and Matt turned to him.

“Uh, nothing. Nothing important that is.” Alex looked from Janet to Matt and then scowled. “Really! Anyhow, where’ve you been all morning, Matt?” 

Matt coughed a couple times and then stood up straight. He didn’t meet Alex’s eyes and answered a little hesitantly, “Well, I started looking for the reifa herbs- I got them by the way- then I was attacked by a pair of black Draconns. Later I picked up your trail and found you here.” 

Draconns were large monsters that when full-grown could stand up to fifteen feet. Their size made Draconns powerful and deadly so even a flick of a nail could sting badly enough to leave a bruise. Though deadly, Draconns weren’t known for intelligence and had no sense whatsoever for battle tactics so that was their disadvantage. 

Alex said, “You encountered Draconns? Two of them?”

Matt nodded proudly. “Yeah, and I dispatched them in a neat fashion.” 

“The usual slice and dice into four neat pieces?” 

“Yes, but today it was about ten pieces.” 

Janet wrinkled her nose and looked at his bloody blade. “Ew.” 

Alex broke the awkwardness and said, “We should get going. I can’t wait to use the reifa herbs.” Then to Matt, “How much of it did you get?” 

Matt looked skyward, trying to remember how much he had gotten and then said, “I think about five handfuls, enough to fill eight of,” he quickly whipped out a small, glass tube that was empty, “these.” 

“Good work, Matt. I think we could use one tube for mixing, four for our weapons and sell the rest. Not many people from Sarcia enter the Tiamat Jungle, so I don’t think reifa herbs will be common there.”  

Reifa herbs were jungle herbs that when smashed to a pulp could be mixed with feryin juice to make a powerful poison- or the alternative, antidote. Another use of the herbs was to rub it carefully onto pointed weapons- for instance, arrows, darts, and swords- and make them glossier and smoother. 

Janet motioned south onwards. “Let’s go. We’re not getting anywhere, and I want to get to Sarcia before nightfall. Which raises the question: why are you with Alex?” 

Matt shrugged and explained, “I had to get through the Jungle too so Alex and I decided that two is better than one. It sucks that we can’t take our horses.” His comment about horses brought a sad look on Matt’s face. “I really miss Warrior.” 

Janet smiled weakly and patted Matt’s shoulder. “Who doesn’t miss their horse? It’s strange. You’d think that a horse would be man’s best friend instead of the dog.” 

“Us Wraiths wouldn’t be Wraiths without our horses.” Alex sighed heavily and then shook his head. “Back to the topic- we should go.” Suddenly he turned and started marching towards Sarcia. “Last one to Sarcia-”

Janet laughed as she followed after him. “-gets to buy everybody a drink.” Then she cried, “Hey!” as Matt jogged past her and Alex. 

Without looking back at them, Matt called, “I’m saving my money for better uses. I’m not going to buy drinks for the lot of you.” 

Alex and Janet laughed and ran after the Wraith. 

The run to Sarcia was rather short- just a few miles- taking them one hour to get there. All three Wraiths sat on their hunches at the town gate panting heavily and wiping sweat off their faces. 

Janet gasped a question, “Who got here first?” 

It took a while for her to get an answer since the other two were too busy filling their lungs with air. Finally Alex said, “Can’t remember. Too. Busy. Running.” 

They had all been pretty close together and they must have been a funny sight, three Wraiths running in a straight line all tired out. Janet frowned as she hefted her water canteen, finding it empty. Ugh, I’d drained it after the battle with forest imps. Lowering her canteen, she looked at the other two Wraiths. “Can I borrow, um, have some water?” 

Matt tossed her his canteen and Janet caught it, finding it about half full. She carefully screwed off the top and drank greedily, emptying the whole canteen. When she was done, she fastened the cap back on and tossed it back to Matt. 

Alex stood and walked towards the gate. “Come on. We’re here, so we should go in and I guess nobody is buying anybody drinks.” 

Both Janet and Matt got up and followed Alex to the front of the gate. When they came near, a voice from above called out a little nervously, “Wraiths! Wait one moment and I’ll open the gate.” 


The gate rolled up and the three Wraiths entered the town. The townsfolk gave the Wraiths one look and started shying away, giving them a clear path through the road. Janet caught a few comments from the townsfolk. 


“What are they doing here?” 


“Wow, real Wraiths!” 


Alex gave them a puzzled frown. “Shoo.” 


Immediately the whole crowd went back to their tasks doing their best to ignore the three Wraiths. 


Shaking his head, Alex sighed. “It’s not usually like this in other towns.” 


Matt scoffed and glanced side to side at the townspeople. “I guess Sarcia doesn’t get visited often by Wraiths. They look as if they’ve never seen a Wraiths before.” 


Janet frowned. “They probably haven’t. Sarcia is a peaceful town so it usually would be a waste of time to come here for a Wraith.” 


“But here we are.” Alex crossed his arms and narrowed his eyes. “That Justin! He’d better not do anything to this town.” Alex started walking deeper into the town. “I’m going to the town square.” 


Janet started to grow excited at the sight of the busy town square and immediately wanted to explore everything. First things first. She sighed and started looking around for the weaponry store. 


Matt announced, “I’m hungry. If you want to look for me, go to the bread master.” Immediately he headed towards the bread stall. 


I’ll get food later. Janet scanned the square for the weaponry and finally found it. She smiled and jogged towards the store. 


Janet stopped in front of the store and peered through the door. She immediately started to smile as she saw all sorts of weapons hanging on the walls. The temperature inside was dreadfully warm and Janet glanced at the blazing hearth. 


There was a small gasp that came from the left and Janet turned her head to see whom it was. A brawny man with a shaven head wearing a black apron looked at her with wide eyes. “You’re a Wraith!”


Janet smiled warmly and nodded. “Yes I am, my good man.” Swiftly, she drew her left-handed sword. The light from the fireplace reflected light from the silver blade, taking the smith’s breath away in more terror than bewilderment. Janet saw his reaction and laughed cheerfully. “Don’t worry, I’m not here for trouble. I just need upgrades.” 


The smith started to relax and he held out a quaking hand towards her. “Let me see your blade.” 


Janet handed the blade to him hilt first and watched him examine it. While he was examining it, Janet said, “I think the blade needs to be balanced with the hilt.”


Lifting the sword up, the smith asked, “So would you like me to make the hilt heavier?” Then he frowned slightly. “I can make it better looking too.” 


Laughing lightly, Janet nodded. “Yes, thank you. When will it be completed?” 


Scratching his head in thought, the smith answered, “Come back in tomorrow.”
“Yes, I understand.” Janet patted his shoulder lightly and then tipped her head. “Well, good afternoon. I’ll be leaving now.” 

***


Janet had added new weapons to her inventory from the various shops at Sarcia. Satisfied, she patted her service belt full of new Slipera boxes she’d made. The darts in Sarcia were lightweight and thin and Janet decided that they were made to go far instead of penetrate deep. After buying a few materials, she had also created two new smoke screen bombs. 


Gazing out the window of the room in the inn, she saw that the sun was beginning to set, casting various shades of red in the sky. 


Her client, a man from Jerania wanted her to come to Sarcia to kill an elite Bloodhound by the name of Eric. Not much information was known about this assassin but Janet had collected as many rumors she could. She’d even managed to find out where his lair was. 


She examined her weapons again which were carefully laid on the dresser next to the bed she was sitting on. Her right-handed sword had been propped up on the far wall. For safety reasons, Janet kept a dagger under her pillow. Pulling the blankets up to her chin, Janet laid back and fell asleep. 


It had only been a couple hours later when Janet woke up again and looked out the window. Now it was the morning the next day so Janet crawled out of the bed, already dressed. 


Silently but quickly, she equipped her chain mail, hand gauntlet, and leg armor. She clipped on her belt, dagger, and sword and finished by covering it all with her large, brown cloak. Even though she wore so much, she didn’t feel too heavy since the best blacksmith back home had made all her armor. 


When she was done, Janet walked out of the room and found the hall outside still lit with a few candles. She casually walked down the hall and then entered the lobby. At the front counter, the dark haired innkeeper narrowed her light brown eyes and got up out of her chair. “Where are you going, Wraith?” she asked suspiciously. 

Janet smiled reassuringly at her. “Don’t worry, Michelle. I’ll be back tomorrow.” 

Michelle nodded and sat back down.

Outside the air was cool with light breezes and the moon shone brightly, so Janet figured she didn’t need to bring any lamps. 


In a hurry, Janet jogged to the Sarcia stables. Outside, a middle-aged man stood holding the reins of a black horse. 


Janet smiled and took the reins from the man. “Thank you, my good man. I will take good care of your horse.” 


The man nodded and said, “Please keep Jani out of danger, Wraith.” 


“It’s the least I can do to repay you for letting me lend Jani.” Janet swung herself onto the horse and looked down at the man. “I will be back in the afternoon.” Without waiting for a reply, Janet dug her heels into Jani’s sides and she took off in a gallop. 


Carefully, Janet guided Jani towards the town gate. As they galloped along, her black hair blew back and the cold air bit her skin. When she came towards the town gate, it slowly was raised up, allowing her to leave the town. 


Janet decided that Jani was a pretty good runner. She might even run faster than Yin. Janet giggled to herself. Let’s see. Digging her heels in deeper she spurred Jani to gallop faster. The horse whinnied and quickened her pace. Nope, my Yin is faster. 

Janet rode along the walls of Sarcia and then guided Jani eastwards. As they rode farther and farther away from the city, it started getting darker and the moon was their only light, making Jani seem a little more nervous. 


After a while, Jani flat refused to ride any farther. Janet gave up and dismounted the black horse. She tethered her reins to a nearby tree and set out by herself on foot. Yin would have gone with me all the way. She really missed her war stallion, bred to be powerful and fearless. 


Phantom Cave wasn’t too far, and Janet estimated that it was less than a mile away. Even though the moon helped her see her way, it was dangerous to run through the Sarcia Hills at night, so she restrained from jogging. 


When she had finally reached the entrance of the cave, Janet looked in, but there wasn’t much to see- it was completely dark. Oh, great. Janet bit her lip and hesitated for a second before walking into the cave. 


The light chirping of grasshoppers began to fade as she walked deeper into the cave. To make sure she didn’t bump into anything, she held out her hands in front of her. 


After a while she found that the tunnel split up into two paths. She hesitated for a second and then walked into the left tunnel. Suddenly as she stepped forwards, her foot dropped and she screamed as she started to fall. At the last second, Janet grabbed the edge of the ledge of the pit and hung there for a few seconds. 


When she had slipped, a few rocks had fallen with her and it took them a while to hit the bottom of the pit. Janet gulped and then grabbed the ledge with both hands and pulled herself up. I guess I should have taken the right tunnel.  


Janet took the right tunnel and then she could see a faint light. She was relieved to see that there was light shining deeper in the tunnel. The tunnel continued for several meters and it she finally entered an open spaced cavity about twenty feet high. 


In the middle of the “room” there was a small fire and the smoke rose out of the cave through a hole in the ceiling of the cave. In the far corner, there was a large pile of gold tokens. Yep, this must be where that Bloodhound lives. 


Janet boldly stepped into the middle of the room and called, “Bloodhound, show yourself!” There was no reply so she started to get impatient. “Don’t be a coward!” 


Suddenly from behind her, the Bloodhound finally spoke. “Well this is quite unexpected.” 


Spinning around to face the Bloodhound, Janet drew her sword. 


Eric the Bloodhound was dressed completely in black and even wore a black mask that covered half his face from his nose up. He looked down at her drawn sword and crossed his arms. “Oh, so you came to slay me? Honestly, don’t you think that would be cruel, for I am unarmed.” He held out his hands, palms up and they were empty. 


Janet narrowed her eyes at him. “I don’t care. Bloodhound, it all ends here.” She charged and slashed at the Bloodhound’s right shoulder. 


Eric ducked down low and then somersaulted backwards to get away from her. He laughed aloud. “Wraith, you’re a lot slower than I had expected you to be.” 


Clenching her left hand, Janet grabbed a poison dart from her belt and did an underhanded toss. Immediately after, she charged again. 


Eric easily dodged the dart by side stepping and then ducked away from Janet’s sword again. 


Starting to get frustrated, Janet slashed downwards but Eric dodged to the left and then while her sword was still down, he side kicked her in the stomach, flinging her backwards. 


Janet hit the ground on her back with a grunt, but it didn’t hurt much because her chain mail had protected her. How could he be so fast? She quickly got up on her feet and with three fingers, drew two more darts. 


Seeing her take out more darts, Eric yawned. “Oh please, not more of those. You know they don’t work against me.” 


Ignoring his comment, Janet threw one and then slashed her sword at the Bloodhound’s head. At the same time, she thrust the other poison dart at his stomach. 


The first poison dart was easily dodged and then Eric bent his head to the side so her blade passed over his ear and caught her wrist so the dart stopped just centimeters away from his stomach. With his other hand he grabbed her other wrist and quickly crashed his head against her forehead.


Stars exploded before Janet’s eyes and she stumbled backwards, dazed. When she hit the ground, her dart and sword bounced out of her grip. I didn’t even see it coming. She was in a bad situation. 


Suddenly she felt the Bloodhound wrap his hand around her neck and she was lifted up off the ground. When her vision cleared, she saw she was lifted up higher than Eric’s head. She kicked her feet but didn’t feel the ground. Desperate, she grabbed Eric’s hand and attempted to pry it away from her throat but to no prevail. 


Janet weakly kicked the Bloodhound in the chest but it had no effect. Am I going to die? The air in her lungs started to stale and her vision swam in and out of focus.


Don’t give up! Don’t give up! The soft voice in her head screamed over and over. I’m not going to die! I can’t die, not yet. 

Determination forced Janet to struggle harder against the Bloodhound blocking off her windpipe. She felt her body heat up in rage. Did it have to resort to this? Janet closed her eyes and fell into a trance. When her eyes opened, she smiled the best she could. A light sprinkle of water came raining down on them. 


Eric faltered and his grip eased slightly. 


Taking advantage of his surprise, Janet pushed his hand away and she fell towards the ground. Before she hit the ground, she caught herself on her hands and feet. 


The Bloodhound stared at her wide-eyed. “You’re a Summoner?” 


In Everia there few Summoners, and Janet’s ancestors had been elite Summoners while they were alive. Summoners used their spirit to summon worldly elements like fire, water, lightning, wind, light, shadow, and earth. 


She stood up and felt a smile tug at her lips and she looked up towards where the water was coming from and made it cease. “That I am. Now you die, Bloodhound.” 


Eric looked at her, amused and then started laughing. 


“What’s so amusing?” Janet narrowed her eyes and crossed her arms. 


When he was done laughing, Eric looked at her and said, “Well, I was surprised you’re a Summoner.” He touched his index finger and middle finger to his forehead and closed his eyes. “I think you’ll be surprised to know that I am too!” 


“What!” 



While he was concentrating, there was a small glow of red that encircled his fingers and then ran down to his forearm. He opened his eyes and smiled just as she had when she had brought out her element. With a wave of his hand, the glow exploded into a swathe of light-red flame.


Janet gasped and stepped away from the fire. How could he be a Summoner? 


Eric laughed aloud again and then lowered his other arm and grunted. His other hand became enveloped in flame just like the other hand. “You may have your water, and it may extinguish my fire, but that doesn’t mean you’re any faster than you were before. This time you’re dying for sure, Wraith.” 


“Ugh,” Janet said in disgust. “I will not lose to you, Bloodhound.” 


 Eric reached his right hand out towards her and thrust his palm out. A pellet of round balls of fire came shooting at Janet. 


Janet remained standing and a shield of water appeared in front of her. The fireballs met her shield with a steamy hiss and Janet gasped as she saw her shield evaporating. Finally the fireballs destroyed her barrier and came shooting at her. Janet jumped out of the way and the fireballs burned the ground where she used to be standing. 


Laughing, Eric said triumphantly, “Your water isn’t good enough to withstand the heat of my flame! I suppose you can now die in a blaze of glory.” 


“Don’t get so cocky,” Janet hissed at him. “I haven’t used my full powers yet.” A pillar of water appeared above her and it went hurling towards Eric like a cyclone. 


Seeing the water coming at him, Eric smirked and countered with a blast of fire. The two elements met each other and then both disappeared with a loud hiss. “What!” Eric cried out in surprise. 


“My water was cold enough to be able to withstand a little more heat,” Janet explained. She was a little bit annoyed that his fire still evaporated the water. 


“Ha!” Eric replied arrogantly. He held his hands out, pressed together and charged up his flame for a few seconds and then sent it towards her. 


Janet shot up into the air atop of a whirlwind of water, out of the way of the fire. When the fire contacted the cyclone, it exploded when it hit the fast moving water. The cyclone began to die down and Janet jumped off gracefully and caught herself on the ground with bent knees and then fell onto one knee so the drop didn’t hurt. 


Carefully, Janet extended her right hand to the right and opened her fingers. Water collected beneath her palm and then it slowly formed a rapier. To finish it off, Janet commanded it to freeze and the water froze into ice, creating a deadly blade with jagged edges. She grabbed the hilt with a gauntlet hand and brandished it in front of her. Janet looked at Eric and smiled proudly. “Now let’s see if you can evaporate Lyra the Frozen Blade.” 


For a second, Janet caught worry in Eric’s eyes but he quickly demolished it. “Just you watch.” Holding out his hand, the ember stretched and formed a blazing whip of light blue flame. Grasping the hilt, Eric waved it in the air towards Janet’s direction, testing it. The flame crackled as it slapped against the ground, splitting the rocks. Eric smirked and raised his arm, circling the whip above his head and then sent it crashing down towards Janet.


Seeing the fiery whip coming at her, Janet lifted up her Lyra and parried the whip. To her surprise the whip quickly wrapped around Lyra tightly and both weapons produced a hot steam. 


Janet tried to jerk Lyra out of the whip’s grasp but it wouldn’t let go. She started to panic when she saw that Lyra was slowly failing, melting thinner and thinner. Reluctantly, she released Lyra and it quickly disappeared into droplets which were evaporated by Eric’s whip. 


She could see heat waves all about the blazing whip as it flicked back and forth in a jerky motion across the air. It came flying at her again so Janet somersaulted backwards out of the way. The whip burned a deep crack in the ground where she was standing, sizzling. 


Looking up at Eric, she knew he was getting tired. He was panting hard and sweat rolled down his face. A Summoner couldn’t prolong an elemental weapon for a long time without getting a break. The blazing whip was obviously taking a lot of energy to support. Knowing this, Janet knew that she still had a chance. 


With new hope, Janet pointed at Eric and said seriously, “You’re almost out of energy. You should have saved that whip of yours to match my more powerful ability.” Lyra was already an extremely powerful ability and Janet was actually bluffing though she acted like she knew what she was doing. 


The whip immediately smothered and burned out. Eric frowned at Janet. “I may be tiring, but so are you. That Lyra of yours should have used up a lot of energy; you’re exhausted. Also, noting your level, I doubt you have a more powerful ability than Lyra.” 


Janet narrowed her eyes and bit down on her lower lip. “We’ll see about that.” I need something more powerful than Lyra! But what? She couldn’t lose now- there was a lot riding on this battle. If she lost, it would cost the job and her life. The old man at Jerania was counting on her. Her sick mother back home was counting on her to send money. Her brother had made her promise to visit soon. If this job failed, it would have to take another Wraith to take care of Eric. By that time, Eric might have already killed more innocent lives. 


Hesitating, Janet held out her hand again and just as before, water collected under her palm, forming another rapier. 


When he saw the same rapier, Eric laughed aloud. “Don’t tell me you’re using that again?” 


“Ugh,” Janet growled, narrowing her eyes. The rapier form reshaped into a ball and floated up in the air before her. She made the molecules separate, creating many water droplets. Slowly they froze, becoming shards of ice. Cold sweat rolled down Janet’s face as she put every ounce of strength into this new ability she was trying to summon. 


A long time ago she had heard of an ancient skill of making things multiply into thousands. Only Summoners of high level could summon the strength to multiply. Of course, Janet had tried that skill a few years back, to no avail. 


So what about now?


Every single piece of ice slowly glowed brightly until it became so bright that Janet was forced to close her eyes. She smiled weakly as she continued to work. When she opened her eyes again, the shards had multiplied three times. 


I finally did it!


Janet felt her strength dropping steeply and quickly commanded the Shards of Lyraneid to attack. At once, every shard danced in the air, swirling towards Eric. 


Eric cried out in determination and crossed his arms over his body. Suddenly there was a bright flash as green flames exploded out from Eric as the Shards came at him. As the Shards of Lyraneid struck the explosion, a few shattered but some hissed loudly, extinguishing the burst of flame. However, the flame was no match for the thousands of Shards. They came one after another, pummeling the explosion, holding it back. 


Janet summoned a hundredfold more Shards, falling to her knees in fatigue. She sent the reinforcements at Eric and panted hard. 


The Bloodhound was screaming in rage and fright as the Shards of Lyraneid pounded his flames into steam. Quickly he created another flame whip as his flame faltered. Now that the flame was gone, the Shards came flying at Eric again but he was ready with his whip. 


He desperately began slashing back and forth at every single Shard, shattering them with ear-splitting cracks. A few Shards got past his whip and the Bloodhound yelped in pain as they stung him. 


“More!” Janet screamed. Quickly every single water vapor that Eric’s whip had created froze again and attacked. 


Seeing more Shards, Eric knew he was doomed. Fire blazed in his eyes and he continued to fight until his bitter end. More than enough Shards got past his whip’s guard and they painfully tore Eric’s clothes and penetrated his skin. His piercing scream was deafening. 


However, Janet couldn’t see if she had done it- fatigue slowly took over and she fell to the ground and her vision went black. 

***


A soft faraway voice…


Am I dreaming?


A small faraway figure spoke to her. “Janet.” 


Who’s that?


“The job’s done…” 


Consciousness slowly came back to her and she opened her eyes slightly to see somebody clothed in Wraith uniform lifting up her head, feeding her a tonic. The warm liquid trickled down her throat and she immediately felt more energized. 


“Oh, you’re awake. My old reliable keritan mix fixes up anybody in a matter of seconds.” Alex smiled proudly, showing her a small bottle. 


Janet sat up and nodded in thanks. Then she saw Matt standing behind Alex. “How did you guys find me?” 


Matt smiled and explained, “We were leaving Sarcia after you did and we saw you galloping into the hills, towards Phantom Cave- you’re not the only one who knows about that cave- and we grew worried.”


“Worried?”


Matt nodded. “Phantom Cave is, of course, the lair of a deadly Bloodhound. However, we didn’t know that you were actually going there to kill him. We got here a lot later than you because, well, we didn’t have horses. By the way, we brought the horse you borrowed.” 


“Oh,” Janet said. “Thanks.”  

“Don’t you want to know what happened to that Bloodhound, whom you so neatly chewed up?” 


She shook her head. “I already know. Master Lyraneid spoke to me saying that my job was done- so the Bloodhound is dead.” Master Lyraneid was a legendary Summoner of water who the City of Ice, Lyraneid was named after. All the best water Summoners originated from Lyraneid, which had been destroyed in the War of Ice and Fire. 


“Oh…” Matt looked at her puzzled, since he wasn’t a Summoner, and neither was Alex. Nowadays there were scant Summoners. “Must be a Summoner thing. You’re lucky to have the gift.” 


Janet looked around the cave, not seeing Eric. “Where’s the body?” 


“Matt took it outside and buried it,” Alex replied. Then he winced. “You tore him up pretty bad. Did he really deserve that?” 


Scowling, Janet said, “Either that or I would have been charred into a crisp!” 


Matt looked at her, surprised. “He is, uh, was a Summoner too?” 


“Yeah. I was quite surprised too.” 

“Mhm. So you couldn’t take him out with sword.” Matt nodded, agreeing with himself. 


Janet sighed heavily and nodded solemnly, then she did her best imitation of Eric, “Wraith, you’re a lot slower than I had expected you to be.” 


Chuckling, Matt agreed, “Yes, and I’m not surprised.” 


“What’s that supposed to mean? Do I need to pull some punishment for you?” Janet smiled sweetly but her eyes glared icily, making her look evil. 


“Huh?” Suddenly a light trickle came from above Matt and he looked up. “Hey! Janet, cut that out. Now!” He held his hands above his head, trying to stay as dry as he could. When the rain didn’t stop, Matt ran in circles, trying to avoid the storm cloud over his head. “Hey. Hey. Hey! A moment ago Alex was assuming that you were too slow too!” 


Janet looked at Alex, raising one eyebrow. “Oh really now?” 


Alex’s eyes widened in surprise and he waved his hands in front of him. “No! He’s lying!” 


“Right.” 


Suddenly Alex was up and running in circles just like Matt shouting, “Stop. Stop it. Janet! Aw man. Now I’m all wet.” 

End

