
Astrid sat alone at a small table in a tavern, surveying the other 
patrons for a mark. Her companions had turned in for the night. 
Whether to sleep, or study, or meditate, it was not her business. This, 
right here, was her wind-down. Surrounded by ruckus and drinking, 
Astrid felt calm and at home.

She listened carefully to all the sounds of the crowded room, 
allowing her gaze to drift among the townsfolk and travellers, focusing 
on each group briefly, just long enough to catch a snippet of their 
conversation, their mood. The bard sipped at her second ale for the 
evening and observed.

A young man, sounding too weary for his age, spoke into his ale, 
his head in his hands. "Been married not more than two summers and 
she's already wand'rin'..."

Astrid’s attention moved on to the next table.
"You tell him if I see his damned dog near my sheep again, he’ll 

have more than the mutt’s safety to worry about”, growled an aging 
man to a woman sitting across from him.

The tittering of a group of young women. "While the cat’s away, 
the mice will play,” said one of the women, “and he’s one big 
handsome mouse!” The group erupted into giggles and cheers of 
agreeance.

Although Astrid always enjoyed some good gossip, it was not 
what she was looking for tonight. Her gaze continued around the room.

A middle-aged man argued with the person across from him, a 
man who was about half his age. "You’d be a fool to believe it’s really 
a bloody dragon!"

Astrid's eyes flicked to the speaker; a balding man who was past 
the prime of his life, with leathery skin from too many years spent in 
the sun. Probably a farmer. He was seated near the end of a long table 
with a dozen or so men of varied ages. Her mouth slowly pulled into a 

thin-lipped smile. She finished her drink and stood up, walking toward 
the bar on the premise of ordering another.

"Well Aeda said Gareth told her he saw a dragon flying around 
north of Helm's Hold." The young man leaned forward slightly and 
gestured at himself. "I may not be well travelled, but I bet he'd know a 
dragon when he saw one."

The older man frowned and folded his arms on the table. 
"Bollocks. He might recognise one up close, but how's he to know a 
dragon from a hippogriff when it's a-whirlin' about in the sky?"

Instead of continuing to the bar, Astrid pulled a seat from a 
neighbouring table and parked it between the arguing men, scraping it 
across the wooden floor noisily and drawing a few glares from further 
down the table. As she sat down, the older man turned to look at her, 
still frowning, but with one eyebrow raised a little.

The bard addressed the younger of the two. "Your friend Gareth is 
no liar, and no fool." The old farmer gave a harumph, and Astrid turned 
to him, straight-faced. "What kind of hippogriff has fangs like this?" 
she asked, as she pulled a dragon's tooth from her pocket and placed it 
on the table between the three of them. The woman controlled her 
smile as the men leaned in for a closer look at the object, their jaws 
slack and their eyes wide. "I can tell you, firsthand, that there was 
definitely a dragon in that vicinity but a few days ago. In fact there still 
is, in the town square of Thundertree, but I promise you it is quite 
dead." Both men looked up at her and she offered a charming—if a 
little smug—smile.

"My friends and I travelled to Thundertree to speak to an old druid 
who lives there. He told us of a dragon that had made its lair in the 
great tower in the middle of town. It had been terrorising nearby 
regions, and would surely only expand its reach if it were left to its 
own devices."

Astrid paused a moment, both to give her audience time to realise 
what was coming, and to summon an Unseen Servant, one hand 
making detailed gestures under the table while she quietly hummed a 
series of notes that commanded arcane power.

The younger man broke the silence. “So you fought the dragon?” 
he asked.

Astrid laced her fingers together in front of her and relaxed back in 
her seat. “Well the town was also plagued by zombies, as we learnt 
very soon after we arrived. A dragon is quite enough to deal with, 
without the threat of undead at our backs. So we checked every 
building in the town, and laid to rest every foul zombie we came 
across.” She sat up then, and took a moment to look each of the men in 
the eye, as she continued her story.

“Ordinarily, I would not bother with such tiresome details as a few 
mere zombies, but these were no ordinary zombies!” She pulled her 
headscarf down over her nose and mouth, muffling her voice slightly, 
and forcing the men to lean in close to hear her. “For every injury we 
dealt the wretched souls, they returned with not only vicious clawing 
swipes,” Astrid’s fingers twitched, “but also with clouds of noxious 
ash.”

Just as the bard finished, a small cloud of ash exploded above the 
table between the three of them, eliciting a startled yelp from the 
young man, followed by panicked coughing. At the same time, the 
older man lurched back in his seat and covered his ale with a hand. A 
few people further down the table had turned to see what the 
commotion was about. Astrid lifted her scarf back up over her 
forehead and smiled reassuringly at the younger man, wiping her hand 
across the table where the ash was now settling, showing it to be an 
illusion, and causing it to fade away. He cleared his throat, regaining 
his composure, and took a large swig of mead.

“My friends and I were surprised to find one of the crumbling 
houses had been shored up and fortified, clearly occupied by someone 
who cared more for his safety than would a zombie. We knocked 
politely on the door, expecting perhaps another band of adventurers 
preparing for a mighty battle against the local dragon.”

She paused to drink a mouthful of ale from the mug that had 
slowly inched its way to her from in front of the old farmer, courtesy 
of her Servant.

“Instead we were greeted by a group of evil cultists who planned 
to ally with the dragon and wreak havoc in Neverwinter! One of the 
shuttered windows burst into splinters,” the bard thumped the table 
hard with her fist, almost spilling some drinks, and waking a drunk that 
was dozing at the bar, “and a bolt of lightning came streaking out of it, 
almost hitting Errol. Luckily, he’s an agile fellow, and sharp-witted, so 
he was able to dive out of the way. I tried to reason with them, but it 
was clear that the crazed fanatics wanted nothing but blood.”

The old man went to drink from his mug but found only air in front 
of him. He looked down at the table, then across to the ale Astrid had 
been drinking, and frowned, snatching it back from her. The bard only 
grinned and continued her story.

“The lead cultist was just about to cast a deadly spell, aimed right 
at me, when a two arrows came hissing past my ear, one after the other, 
fired seemingly out of nowhere.” A few listeners flinched slightly, as if 
they heard the arrows nearby. “My stealthy half-elven friend Rael had 
sneaked into the bushes and was poised to attack at the first sign of 
trouble. The first shot struck the leader in his heart, followed 
immediately by a piercing shot to the eye. He slumped to the ground, 
dead.

“While we were occupied at the window, Errol, Kryella, and 
Russell were forcing their way into the building. The cultists could not 

be allowed to escape and continue their evil scheme.”
Astrid smacked her palm on the table once, startling a woman 

sitting at a table behind her.
“They charged at the barred door, determined to knock it down.” 

said Astrid, her voice low and calm.
Smack!
“The door didn’t budge, but we all knew nothing could stand 

against their combined might forever.”
Smack!
“It made a crunching noise this time. It was weakening.”
Smack!
“The door broke,” she exclaimed, “but it remained in place.”
This time she thumped the table with both hands, loudly.
“They crashed into the building, splinters of wood flying 

everywhere. The remaining cultists were in the next room, trading 
missiles with us, both magical and physical, but they had become 
aware of the intruders.”

Astrid’s audience now included everyone at her table, as well a 
few folks around them, and even the bartender seemed to be paying 
attention from afar.

“I heard a cry of rage from inside the house, then saw Kryella’s 
greataxe blade crash through the door of the room containing our 
enemies. Then it was pulled away, and the fearsome warrior yelled 
again. This time the axe came through the door fully, followed 
immediately by the enraged tiefling. But one of the dragon cultists was 
ready for her, and he was about to attack her as she stumbled in, when 
there was a sudden BOOM” the bard shouted, “and our foes were all 
blasted away from her, a couple of them smacking hard against the 
wall and becoming dazed. I barely had time to wonder what in the 
Nine Hells had happened, when I heard breathy chuckling behind me. 

I turned to see my dragonborn friend flexing his fingers and grinning. 
Our enigmatic sorcerer was very pleased with himself.” the woman 
said with a laugh. “I spared barely a moment to return his grin, but 
when I looked back to the fight, Russell, Errol, and Kryella were 
already overwhelming the cultists. Although the magic-users were not 
well suited for close combat, they were unwilling to surrender. It did 
not end well for them.”

Astrid retrieved the dragon’s tooth from the middle of the table 
and pocketed it. She pushed her chair back, stood up, and stretched.

“So what of the dragon then?” asked the old farmer.
The bard looked around the dimly lit tavern. Expectant faces of all 

ages and backgrounds surrounded her. She smiled radiantly and began 
to address the whole room, walking through her audience and looking 
each person in the eye as she went.

“Well, after the fight with the cultists, we dared not go straight for 
the dragon. We feared our chances were slim enough without trying to 
take on the beast whilst still weary from the last fight”, she explained. 
“We walked back to the druid’s hut and rested there while we 
recovered. The old druid, Reidoth, gave us as much information about 
the dragon as he could. At first light, we set out to ambush the tower 
where the monster had taken up residence.”

She made her way back to the area where she had begun her story. 
“Simply rushing into the tower would have meant certain death for all 
of us. We had to employ a strategy that would take the beast by 
surprise, and keep its attention divided.” The seat Astrid had earlier 
been sitting on swung around to face her—propelled by an invisible 
force—its back propped against the long table. “I tied a length of rope 
to a bolt, a makeshift grappling hook, and fired it up onto the collapsed 
roof of the tall keep.” She mimed shooting a crossbow into the air, then 
tugging a rope. “Rael and I climbed to the top of the tower to attack 

from above”, she said as she leapt up onto the table, using the chair as 
a step. The two men at the end pulled their drinks in close to their 
chests protectively, but did not take their eyes off her. She looked down 
at their eager faces.

“That was when I saw it”, she said gravely.
“A huge green reptillian beast filled the floor at the bottom of the 

tower, apparently resting. I gave the signal for our sorcerer to move 
into position outside a window, while the rest of the ground party 
sneaked into the keep’s annexe to begin the assault. My ranger friend 
and I aimed our weapons at the dragon below, and waited to attack as 
soon as the action started.”

Astrid began to pace along the length of the table, and drinks 
magically slid out of her way as she passed. “After a few brief 
moments, the dragon’s head suddenly flicked toward the door to the 
side room my friends had just entered,” she mimicked the dragon’s 
actions as she spoke, “and swiped the door right off its hinges, 
snarling. We shot its neck and head, but the beast didn’t seem to notice, 
intent on its prey at ground level. Before my friends were able to 
attack, the dragon’s chest swelled, and great blast of poison breath 
erupted from its mouth into the next room.” An acrid odor permeated 
the air in the tavern. “I heard my friends below cry out. Kryella  the 
Unyielding barrelled through the doorway and started attacking the 
beast with a ferocity I had never seen before, roaring as she went. But 
it was clear that she was badly injured from the poison blast, and if the 
toughest member of our party was so hurt, I feared greatly for the 
others I could not see.” She stopped pacing and held her hand out, 
palm down, with fingers outstretched. “I cast a healing spell into the 
room below, the strongest one I knew, and prayed it would be enough.

“Beside me, Rael continued to rain arrows down upon the dragon, 
every one hitting its mark. I joined in with my crossbow. Looking 

down into the tower, I saw Russell run in and begin expertly slashing 
away at our enemy with his sword, the battle-hardened war hero 
apparently unfazed by his near death only moments ago.” Echoes of 
fighting could be heard in the tavern, but all eyes remained fixed on the 
bard. “A movement outside the building caught my eye; Errol ran out 
the door, stopping briefly to help his sorcerer friend who had been 
knocked down by the initial blast. Realising he was overmatched and 
fearing for the lives of his friends, Errol the Fleet sprinted as fast as he 
could down the hill to seek aid from the old druid, his goblin 
companion in close pursuit.

“The battle raged on down below. The dragon slashed and snapped 
at the tiefling, sometimes connecting and causing great damage, but 
Kryella never showed any sign of slowing. Firebolts began striking the 
monster’s face, thrown from the distant window, and Russell the Brave 
used the distraction to deftly cut and jab at its belly, dodging out of the 
way when the dragon’s deadly tail swiped at him.”

Astrid leaned down to come face-to-face with a swarthy man in his 
thirties. “We kept firing our missiles from above, trying to wear down 
its defences.” She picked up his ale and drained it, before standing up 
and continuing. “For each arrow loosed from the bow of Rael the True, 
a dozen more magically appeared around it to strike his target. The 
dragon paid us no heed, and once again drew a great breath, but before 
it could release its toxic blast, a bolt of lightning struck it in the chest.” 
She threw out her hand and a shower of sparks erupted in the middle 
of the room, causing a few shrieks of alarm. “Our sorcerer friend’s 
draconic heritage gave him a deadly breath weapon of his own”, Astrid 
said with a sly smile. “The green beast faltered, then blew out a surge 
of poison gas anyway, but my friends were able to avoid the attack.

“Blows were traded for many minutes, and both sides were 
beginning to look rather worse for wear. The dragon must have 

realised it was doomed, for it rose up on its hind legs and took flight, 
barely able to spread its leathery wings in the tower. Rael and I kept 
pelting it with arrows and bolts, hoping to take it down before it 
reached us.” Her pacing brought her to the end of the table where she 
had initally jumped up. “Unfortunately the beast still had enough fight 
left to attack us on the roof before making its retreat. It slashed at me 
with its sharp talons, landing a painful blow and knocking me off 
balance.” As she said this, three parallel stripes of blood appeared 
across her side, and she stumbled backwards, flailing her arms as one 
of her heels went off the edge. A few people gasped, and the young 
man that had started the discussion jumped out of his seat to catch her, 
but she regained her balance and continued. “I barely avoided falling 
to my death, so I escaped down the rope we had used to climb up as 
quickly as I could. By the time I reached the ground, the dragon had 
left the rooftop, faltering in its flight, chased by many arrows from the 
half-elf’s deadly bow.”

The tavern was silent, all eyes on Astrid. Only the two men she 
had started talking to knew how the story ended. “Errol had returned 
with Reidoth, who was tending to my badly wounded friends. Our 
sorcerer threw a fireball at the dragon, and it lurched to one side, but 
did not fall. Just when I thought the monster would escape, that we had 
failed, a volley of magic missiles whistled through the air, connecting 
with the dragon’s throat. It stopped flapping its wings and tumbled to 
the ground in the town square.”

The room erupted with cheers and whoops of celebration. The 
bard revelled in the emotion for a few moments, then raised her voice 
over the ruckus. “We all raced down the hill to make sure it was really 
dead and to get a better look at our prize. The beast had slid through the 
town square, leaving a trail of blood and knocking down the statue of 
Palien. It was definitely dead. While the rest of us regrouped and 

celebrated our victory, the ranger went to work on the fallen dragon, 
taking a knife from his pack and carefully rending skin from flesh. In 
less than an hour, Rael had meticulously gathered every square foot of 
the precious hide, as well as retrieving various valuable parts including 
fangs and claws. When the half-elf had finished his gory work, our 
dragonborn friend got up and walked over to the beast with his own 
dagger.”

Astrid’s fingers flicked subtly, and a very faint rumble began to 
sound in the tavern. No one noticed yet. “The sorcerer took his dagger 
and plunged it deep into the flayed dragon’s breast, slicing downward 
and ripping open its ribcage. The sky grew dark as he reached into the 
still-warm body and tore out its heart. I was unable to take my eyes off 
the scene in front of me, but I knew there were no clouds moments ago 
to explain the sudden eerie darkness. Our enigmatic friend held the 
huge heart aloft, blood seeping down his forearms. We heard a distant 
rumbling that grew ever louder as the seconds passed by.” The thunder 
in the room increased, mirroring her story, and the tavern patrons 
slowly became aware of it, unsure if it was their own imagination at 
first.

“None of us could speak or move. It was clear now that the roaring 
thunder was focused on the dragonborn, as he reverently drew the 
dripping heart toward his chest.” She mimed the action, the crowd 
listening in silence once again. “I looked on, awestruck, as he pushed 
the organ into his chest, and it seemed to be absorbed into him, leaving 
no trace of blood on his torso. In an instant, the thunder stopped, and 
was replaced by absolute silence, and a blinding burst of light that 
engulfed the draconic man. I blinked a few times to clear my vision, 
and the darkness quickly gave way to the natural light of dawn. I, and 
the rest of my party, stared in wonder at our friend. He stood 
motionless, silent, his head held high. His scales, which were dull blue 

only moments ago, now shimmered between green and blue in the 
morning light. The dragonborn turned his head to look at us and, 
seeing our open-mouthed stares, grinned widely. That man has been 
nothing but surprising since I met him.” She laughed. “I hope that 
never changes.”

The bard jumped down from the table, landing gracefully despite 
her inebriated state. Some folks cheered her, patting her on the back 
and insisting that she stay and drink with them, while others who had 
finished their last drinks long ago got up and left, chatting excitedly. 
Rounds of ale and mead were ordered, and Astrid revelled in the 
atmosphere and drank for free, long into the night.
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roof of the tall keep.” She mimed shooting a crossbow into the air, then 
tugging a rope. “Rael and I climbed to the top of the tower to attack 

from above”, she said as she leapt up onto the table, using the chair as 
a step. The two men at the end pulled their drinks in close to their 
chests protectively, but did not take their eyes off her. She looked down 
at their eager faces.

“That was when I saw it”, she said gravely.
“A huge green reptillian beast filled the floor at the bottom of the 

tower, apparently resting. I gave the signal for our sorcerer to move 
into position outside a window, while the rest of the ground party 
sneaked into the keep’s annexe to begin the assault. My ranger friend 
and I aimed our weapons at the dragon below, and waited to attack as 
soon as the action started.”

Astrid began to pace along the length of the table, and drinks 
magically slid out of her way as she passed. “After a few brief 
moments, the dragon’s head suddenly flicked toward the door to the 
side room my friends had just entered,” she mimicked the dragon’s 
actions as she spoke, “and swiped the door right off its hinges, 
snarling. We shot its neck and head, but the beast didn’t seem to notice, 
intent on its prey at ground level. Before my friends were able to 
attack, the dragon’s chest swelled, and great blast of poison breath 
erupted from its mouth into the next room.” An acrid odor permeated 
the air in the tavern. “I heard my friends below cry out. Kryella  the 
Unyielding barrelled through the doorway and started attacking the 
beast with a ferocity I had never seen before, roaring as she went. But 
it was clear that she was badly injured from the poison blast, and if the 
toughest member of our party was so hurt, I feared greatly for the 
others I could not see.” She stopped pacing and held her hand out, 
palm down, with fingers outstretched. “I cast a healing spell into the 
room below, the strongest one I knew, and prayed it would be enough.

“Beside me, Rael continued to rain arrows down upon the dragon, 
every one hitting its mark. I joined in with my crossbow. Looking 

down into the tower, I saw Russell run in and begin expertly slashing 
away at our enemy with his sword, the battle-hardened war hero 
apparently unfazed by his near death only moments ago.” Echoes of 
fighting could be heard in the tavern, but all eyes remained fixed on the 
bard. “A movement outside the building caught my eye; Errol ran out 
the door, stopping briefly to help his sorcerer friend who had been 
knocked down by the initial blast. Realising he was overmatched and 
fearing for the lives of his friends, Errol the Fleet sprinted as fast as he 
could down the hill to seek aid from the old druid, his goblin 
companion in close pursuit.

“The battle raged on down below. The dragon slashed and snapped 
at the tiefling, sometimes connecting and causing great damage, but 
Kryella never showed any sign of slowing. Firebolts began striking the 
monster’s face, thrown from the distant window, and Russell the Brave 
used the distraction to deftly cut and jab at its belly, dodging out of the 
way when the dragon’s deadly tail swiped at him.”

Astrid leaned down to come face-to-face with a swarthy man in his 
thirties. “We kept firing our missiles from above, trying to wear down 
its defences.” She picked up his ale and drained it, before standing up 
and continuing. “For each arrow loosed from the bow of Rael the True, 
a dozen more magically appeared around it to strike his target. The 
dragon paid us no heed, and once again drew a great breath, but before 
it could release its toxic blast, a bolt of lightning struck it in the chest.” 
She threw out her hand and a shower of sparks erupted in the middle 
of the room, causing a few shrieks of alarm. “Our sorcerer friend’s 
draconic heritage gave him a deadly breath weapon of his own”, Astrid 
said with a sly smile. “The green beast faltered, then blew out a surge 
of poison gas anyway, but my friends were able to avoid the attack.

“Blows were traded for many minutes, and both sides were 
beginning to look rather worse for wear. The dragon must have 

realised it was doomed, for it rose up on its hind legs and took flight, 
barely able to spread its leathery wings in the tower. Rael and I kept 
pelting it with arrows and bolts, hoping to take it down before it 
reached us.” Her pacing brought her to the end of the table where she 
had initally jumped up. “Unfortunately the beast still had enough fight 
left to attack us on the roof before making its retreat. It slashed at me 
with its sharp talons, landing a painful blow and knocking me off 
balance.” As she said this, three parallel stripes of blood appeared 
across her side, and she stumbled backwards, flailing her arms as one 
of her heels went off the edge. A few people gasped, and the young 
man that had started the discussion jumped out of his seat to catch her, 
but she regained her balance and continued. “I barely avoided falling 
to my death, so I escaped down the rope we had used to climb up as 
quickly as I could. By the time I reached the ground, the dragon had 
left the rooftop, faltering in its flight, chased by many arrows from the 
half-elf’s deadly bow.”

The tavern was silent, all eyes on Astrid. Only the two men she 
had started talking to knew how the story ended. “Errol had returned 
with Reidoth, who was tending to my badly wounded friends. Our 
sorcerer threw a fireball at the dragon, and it lurched to one side, but 
did not fall. Just when I thought the monster would escape, that we had 
failed, a volley of magic missiles whistled through the air, connecting 
with the dragon’s throat. It stopped flapping its wings and tumbled to 
the ground in the town square.”

The room erupted with cheers and whoops of celebration. The 
bard revelled in the emotion for a few moments, then raised her voice 
over the ruckus. “We all raced down the hill to make sure it was really 
dead and to get a better look at our prize. The beast had slid through the 
town square, leaving a trail of blood and knocking down the statue of 
Palien. It was definitely dead. While the rest of us regrouped and 

celebrated our victory, the ranger went to work on the fallen dragon, 
taking a knife from his pack and carefully rending skin from flesh. In 
less than an hour, Rael had meticulously gathered every square foot of 
the precious hide, as well as retrieving various valuable parts including 
fangs and claws. When the half-elf had finished his gory work, our 
dragonborn friend got up and walked over to the beast with his own 
dagger.”

Astrid’s fingers flicked subtly, and a very faint rumble began to 
sound in the tavern. No one noticed yet. “The sorcerer took his dagger 
and plunged it deep into the flayed dragon’s breast, slicing downward 
and ripping open its ribcage. The sky grew dark as he reached into the 
still-warm body and tore out its heart. I was unable to take my eyes off 
the scene in front of me, but I knew there were no clouds moments ago 
to explain the sudden eerie darkness. Our enigmatic friend held the 
huge heart aloft, blood seeping down his forearms. We heard a distant 
rumbling that grew ever louder as the seconds passed by.” The thunder 
in the room increased, mirroring her story, and the tavern patrons 
slowly became aware of it, unsure if it was their own imagination at 
first.

“None of us could speak or move. It was clear now that the roaring 
thunder was focused on the dragonborn, as he reverently drew the 
dripping heart toward his chest.” She mimed the action, the crowd 
listening in silence once again. “I looked on, awestruck, as he pushed 
the organ into his chest, and it seemed to be absorbed into him, leaving 
no trace of blood on his torso. In an instant, the thunder stopped, and 
was replaced by absolute silence, and a blinding burst of light that 
engulfed the draconic man. I blinked a few times to clear my vision, 
and the darkness quickly gave way to the natural light of dawn. I, and 
the rest of my party, stared in wonder at our friend. He stood 
motionless, silent, his head held high. His scales, which were dull blue 

only moments ago, now shimmered between green and blue in the 
morning light. The dragonborn turned his head to look at us and, 
seeing our open-mouthed stares, grinned widely. That man has been 
nothing but surprising since I met him.” She laughed. “I hope that 
never changes.”

The bard jumped down from the table, landing gracefully despite 
her inebriated state. Some folks cheered her, patting her on the back 
and insisting that she stay and drink with them, while others who had 
finished their last drinks long ago got up and left, chatting excitedly. 
Rounds of ale and mead were ordered, and Astrid revelled in the 
atmosphere and drank for free, long into the night.



Astrid sat alone at a small table in a tavern, surveying the other 
patrons for a mark. Her companions had turned in for the night. 
Whether to sleep, or study, or meditate, it was not her business. This, 
right here, was her wind-down. Surrounded by ruckus and drinking, 
Astrid felt calm and at home.

She listened carefully to all the sounds of the crowded room, 
allowing her gaze to drift among the townsfolk and travellers, focusing 
on each group briefly, just long enough to catch a snippet of their 
conversation, their mood. The bard sipped at her second ale for the 
evening and observed.

A young man, sounding too weary for his age, spoke into his ale, 
his head in his hands. "Been married not more than two summers and 
she's already wand'rin'..."

Astrid’s attention moved on to the next table.
"You tell him if I see his damned dog near my sheep again, he’ll 

have more than the mutt’s safety to worry about”, growled an aging 
man to a woman sitting across from him.

The tittering of a group of young women. "While the cat’s away, 
the mice will play,” said one of the women, “and he’s one big 
handsome mouse!” The group erupted into giggles and cheers of 
agreeance.

Although Astrid always enjoyed some good gossip, it was not 
what she was looking for tonight. Her gaze continued around the room.

A middle-aged man argued with the person across from him, a 
man who was about half his age. "You’d be a fool to believe it’s really 
a bloody dragon!"

Astrid's eyes flicked to the speaker; a balding man who was past 
the prime of his life, with leathery skin from too many years spent in 
the sun. Probably a farmer. He was seated near the end of a long table 
with a dozen or so men of varied ages. Her mouth slowly pulled into a 

thin-lipped smile. She finished her drink and stood up, walking toward 
the bar on the premise of ordering another.

"Well Aeda said Gareth told her he saw a dragon flying around 
north of Helm's Hold." The young man leaned forward slightly and 
gestured at himself. "I may not be well travelled, but I bet he'd know a 
dragon when he saw one."

The older man frowned and folded his arms on the table. 
"Bollocks. He might recognise one up close, but how's he to know a 
dragon from a hippogriff when it's a-whirlin' about in the sky?"

Instead of continuing to the bar, Astrid pulled a seat from a 
neighbouring table and parked it between the arguing men, scraping it 
across the wooden floor noisily and drawing a few glares from further 
down the table. As she sat down, the older man turned to look at her, 
still frowning, but with one eyebrow raised a little.

The bard addressed the younger of the two. "Your friend Gareth is 
no liar, and no fool." The old farmer gave a harumph, and Astrid turned 
to him, straight-faced. "What kind of hippogriff has fangs like this?" 
she asked, as she pulled a dragon's tooth from her pocket and placed it 
on the table between the three of them. The woman controlled her 
smile as the men leaned in for a closer look at the object, their jaws 
slack and their eyes wide. "I can tell you, firsthand, that there was 
definitely a dragon in that vicinity but a few days ago. In fact there still 
is, in the town square of Thundertree, but I promise you it is quite 
dead." Both men looked up at her and she offered a charming—if a 
little smug—smile.

"My friends and I travelled to Thundertree to speak to an old druid 
who lives there. He told us of a dragon that had made its lair in the 
great tower in the middle of town. It had been terrorising nearby 
regions, and would surely only expand its reach if it were left to its 
own devices."

Astrid paused a moment, both to give her audience time to realise 
what was coming, and to summon an Unseen Servant, one hand 
making detailed gestures under the table while she quietly hummed a 
series of notes that commanded arcane power.

The younger man broke the silence. “So you fought the dragon?” 
he asked.

Astrid laced her fingers together in front of her and relaxed back in 
her seat. “Well the town was also plagued by zombies, as we learnt 
very soon after we arrived. A dragon is quite enough to deal with, 
without the threat of undead at our backs. So we checked every 
building in the town, and laid to rest every foul zombie we came 
across.” She sat up then, and took a moment to look each of the men in 
the eye, as she continued her story.

“Ordinarily, I would not bother with such tiresome details as a few 
mere zombies, but these were no ordinary zombies!” She pulled her 
headscarf down over her nose and mouth, muffling her voice slightly, 
and forcing the men to lean in close to hear her. “For every injury we 
dealt the wretched souls, they returned with not only vicious clawing 
swipes,” Astrid’s fingers twitched, “but also with clouds of noxious 
ash.”

Just as the bard finished, a small cloud of ash exploded above the 
table between the three of them, eliciting a startled yelp from the 
young man, followed by panicked coughing. At the same time, the 
older man lurched back in his seat and covered his ale with a hand. A 
few people further down the table had turned to see what the 
commotion was about. Astrid lifted her scarf back up over her 
forehead and smiled reassuringly at the younger man, wiping her hand 
across the table where the ash was now settling, showing it to be an 
illusion, and causing it to fade away. He cleared his throat, regaining 
his composure, and took a large swig of mead.

“My friends and I were surprised to find one of the crumbling 
houses had been shored up and fortified, clearly occupied by someone 
who cared more for his safety than would a zombie. We knocked 
politely on the door, expecting perhaps another band of adventurers 
preparing for a mighty battle against the local dragon.”

She paused to drink a mouthful of ale from the mug that had 
slowly inched its way to her from in front of the old farmer, courtesy 
of her Servant.

“Instead we were greeted by a group of evil cultists who planned 
to ally with the dragon and wreak havoc in Neverwinter! One of the 
shuttered windows burst into splinters,” the bard thumped the table 
hard with her fist, almost spilling some drinks, and waking a drunk that 
was dozing at the bar, “and a bolt of lightning came streaking out of it, 
almost hitting Errol. Luckily, he’s an agile fellow, and sharp-witted, so 
he was able to dive out of the way. I tried to reason with them, but it 
was clear that the crazed fanatics wanted nothing but blood.”

The old man went to drink from his mug but found only air in front 
of him. He looked down at the table, then across to the ale Astrid had 
been drinking, and frowned, snatching it back from her. The bard only 
grinned and continued her story.

“The lead cultist was just about to cast a deadly spell, aimed right 
at me, when a two arrows came hissing past my ear, one after the other, 
fired seemingly out of nowhere.” A few listeners flinched slightly, as if 
they heard the arrows nearby. “My stealthy half-elven friend Rael had 
sneaked into the bushes and was poised to attack at the first sign of 
trouble. The first shot struck the leader in his heart, followed 
immediately by a piercing shot to the eye. He slumped to the ground, 
dead.

“While we were occupied at the window, Errol, Kryella, and 
Russell were forcing their way into the building. The cultists could not 

be allowed to escape and continue their evil scheme.”
Astrid smacked her palm on the table once, startling a woman 

sitting at a table behind her.
“They charged at the barred door, determined to knock it down.” 

said Astrid, her voice low and calm.
Smack!
“The door didn’t budge, but we all knew nothing could stand 

against their combined might forever.”
Smack!
“It made a crunching noise this time. It was weakening.”
Smack!
“The door broke,” she exclaimed, “but it remained in place.”
This time she thumped the table with both hands, loudly.
“They crashed into the building, splinters of wood flying 

everywhere. The remaining cultists were in the next room, trading 
missiles with us, both magical and physical, but they had become 
aware of the intruders.”

Astrid’s audience now included everyone at her table, as well a 
few folks around them, and even the bartender seemed to be paying 
attention from afar.

“I heard a cry of rage from inside the house, then saw Kryella’s 
greataxe blade crash through the door of the room containing our 
enemies. Then it was pulled away, and the fearsome warrior yelled 
again. This time the axe came through the door fully, followed 
immediately by the enraged tiefling. But one of the dragon cultists was 
ready for her, and he was about to attack her as she stumbled in, when 
there was a sudden BOOM” the bard shouted, “and our foes were all 
blasted away from her, a couple of them smacking hard against the 
wall and becoming dazed. I barely had time to wonder what in the 
Nine Hells had happened, when I heard breathy chuckling behind me. 

I turned to see my dragonborn friend flexing his fingers and grinning. 
Our enigmatic sorcerer was very pleased with himself.” the woman 
said with a laugh. “I spared barely a moment to return his grin, but 
when I looked back to the fight, Russell, Errol, and Kryella were 
already overwhelming the cultists. Although the magic-users were not 
well suited for close combat, they were unwilling to surrender. It did 
not end well for them.”

Astrid retrieved the dragon’s tooth from the middle of the table 
and pocketed it. She pushed her chair back, stood up, and stretched.

“So what of the dragon then?” asked the old farmer.
The bard looked around the dimly lit tavern. Expectant faces of all 

ages and backgrounds surrounded her. She smiled radiantly and began 
to address the whole room, walking through her audience and looking 
each person in the eye as she went.

“Well, after the fight with the cultists, we dared not go straight for 
the dragon. We feared our chances were slim enough without trying to 
take on the beast whilst still weary from the last fight”, she explained. 
“We walked back to the druid’s hut and rested there while we 
recovered. The old druid, Reidoth, gave us as much information about 
the dragon as he could. At first light, we set out to ambush the tower 
where the monster had taken up residence.”

She made her way back to the area where she had begun her story. 
“Simply rushing into the tower would have meant certain death for all 
of us. We had to employ a strategy that would take the beast by 
surprise, and keep its attention divided.” The seat Astrid had earlier 
been sitting on swung around to face her—propelled by an invisible 
force—its back propped against the long table. “I tied a length of rope 
to a bolt, a makeshift grappling hook, and fired it up onto the collapsed 
roof of the tall keep.” She mimed shooting a crossbow into the air, then 
tugging a rope. “Rael and I climbed to the top of the tower to attack 

from above”, she said as she leapt up onto the table, using the chair as 
a step. The two men at the end pulled their drinks in close to their 
chests protectively, but did not take their eyes off her. She looked down 
at their eager faces.

“That was when I saw it”, she said gravely.
“A huge green reptillian beast filled the floor at the bottom of the 

tower, apparently resting. I gave the signal for our sorcerer to move 
into position outside a window, while the rest of the ground party 
sneaked into the keep’s annexe to begin the assault. My ranger friend 
and I aimed our weapons at the dragon below, and waited to attack as 
soon as the action started.”

Astrid began to pace along the length of the table, and drinks 
magically slid out of her way as she passed. “After a few brief 
moments, the dragon’s head suddenly flicked toward the door to the 
side room my friends had just entered,” she mimicked the dragon’s 
actions as she spoke, “and swiped the door right off its hinges, 
snarling. We shot its neck and head, but the beast didn’t seem to notice, 
intent on its prey at ground level. Before my friends were able to 
attack, the dragon’s chest swelled, and great blast of poison breath 
erupted from its mouth into the next room.” An acrid odor permeated 
the air in the tavern. “I heard my friends below cry out. Kryella  the 
Unyielding barrelled through the doorway and started attacking the 
beast with a ferocity I had never seen before, roaring as she went. But 
it was clear that she was badly injured from the poison blast, and if the 
toughest member of our party was so hurt, I feared greatly for the 
others I could not see.” She stopped pacing and held her hand out, 
palm down, with fingers outstretched. “I cast a healing spell into the 
room below, the strongest one I knew, and prayed it would be enough.

“Beside me, Rael continued to rain arrows down upon the dragon, 
every one hitting its mark. I joined in with my crossbow. Looking 

down into the tower, I saw Russell run in and begin expertly slashing 
away at our enemy with his sword, the battle-hardened war hero 
apparently unfazed by his near death only moments ago.” Echoes of 
fighting could be heard in the tavern, but all eyes remained fixed on the 
bard. “A movement outside the building caught my eye; Errol ran out 
the door, stopping briefly to help his sorcerer friend who had been 
knocked down by the initial blast. Realising he was overmatched and 
fearing for the lives of his friends, Errol the Fleet sprinted as fast as he 
could down the hill to seek aid from the old druid, his goblin 
companion in close pursuit.

“The battle raged on down below. The dragon slashed and snapped 
at the tiefling, sometimes connecting and causing great damage, but 
Kryella never showed any sign of slowing. Firebolts began striking the 
monster’s face, thrown from the distant window, and Russell the Brave 
used the distraction to deftly cut and jab at its belly, dodging out of the 
way when the dragon’s deadly tail swiped at him.”

Astrid leaned down to come face-to-face with a swarthy man in his 
thirties. “We kept firing our missiles from above, trying to wear down 
its defences.” She picked up his ale and drained it, before standing up 
and continuing. “For each arrow loosed from the bow of Rael the True, 
a dozen more magically appeared around it to strike his target. The 
dragon paid us no heed, and once again drew a great breath, but before 
it could release its toxic blast, a bolt of lightning struck it in the chest.” 
She threw out her hand and a shower of sparks erupted in the middle 
of the room, causing a few shrieks of alarm. “Our sorcerer friend’s 
draconic heritage gave him a deadly breath weapon of his own”, Astrid 
said with a sly smile. “The green beast faltered, then blew out a surge 
of poison gas anyway, but my friends were able to avoid the attack.

“Blows were traded for many minutes, and both sides were 
beginning to look rather worse for wear. The dragon must have 

realised it was doomed, for it rose up on its hind legs and took flight, 
barely able to spread its leathery wings in the tower. Rael and I kept 
pelting it with arrows and bolts, hoping to take it down before it 
reached us.” Her pacing brought her to the end of the table where she 
had initally jumped up. “Unfortunately the beast still had enough fight 
left to attack us on the roof before making its retreat. It slashed at me 
with its sharp talons, landing a painful blow and knocking me off 
balance.” As she said this, three parallel stripes of blood appeared 
across her side, and she stumbled backwards, flailing her arms as one 
of her heels went off the edge. A few people gasped, and the young 
man that had started the discussion jumped out of his seat to catch her, 
but she regained her balance and continued. “I barely avoided falling 
to my death, so I escaped down the rope we had used to climb up as 
quickly as I could. By the time I reached the ground, the dragon had 
left the rooftop, faltering in its flight, chased by many arrows from the 
half-elf’s deadly bow.”

The tavern was silent, all eyes on Astrid. Only the two men she 
had started talking to knew how the story ended. “Errol had returned 
with Reidoth, who was tending to my badly wounded friends. Our 
sorcerer threw a fireball at the dragon, and it lurched to one side, but 
did not fall. Just when I thought the monster would escape, that we had 
failed, a volley of magic missiles whistled through the air, connecting 
with the dragon’s throat. It stopped flapping its wings and tumbled to 
the ground in the town square.”

The room erupted with cheers and whoops of celebration. The 
bard revelled in the emotion for a few moments, then raised her voice 
over the ruckus. “We all raced down the hill to make sure it was really 
dead and to get a better look at our prize. The beast had slid through the 
town square, leaving a trail of blood and knocking down the statue of 
Palien. It was definitely dead. While the rest of us regrouped and 

celebrated our victory, the ranger went to work on the fallen dragon, 
taking a knife from his pack and carefully rending skin from flesh. In 
less than an hour, Rael had meticulously gathered every square foot of 
the precious hide, as well as retrieving various valuable parts including 
fangs and claws. When the half-elf had finished his gory work, our 
dragonborn friend got up and walked over to the beast with his own 
dagger.”

Astrid’s fingers flicked subtly, and a very faint rumble began to 
sound in the tavern. No one noticed yet. “The sorcerer took his dagger 
and plunged it deep into the flayed dragon’s breast, slicing downward 
and ripping open its ribcage. The sky grew dark as he reached into the 
still-warm body and tore out its heart. I was unable to take my eyes off 
the scene in front of me, but I knew there were no clouds moments ago 
to explain the sudden eerie darkness. Our enigmatic friend held the 
huge heart aloft, blood seeping down his forearms. We heard a distant 
rumbling that grew ever louder as the seconds passed by.” The thunder 
in the room increased, mirroring her story, and the tavern patrons 
slowly became aware of it, unsure if it was their own imagination at 
first.

“None of us could speak or move. It was clear now that the roaring 
thunder was focused on the dragonborn, as he reverently drew the 
dripping heart toward his chest.” She mimed the action, the crowd 
listening in silence once again. “I looked on, awestruck, as he pushed 
the organ into his chest, and it seemed to be absorbed into him, leaving 
no trace of blood on his torso. In an instant, the thunder stopped, and 
was replaced by absolute silence, and a blinding burst of light that 
engulfed the draconic man. I blinked a few times to clear my vision, 
and the darkness quickly gave way to the natural light of dawn. I, and 
the rest of my party, stared in wonder at our friend. He stood 
motionless, silent, his head held high. His scales, which were dull blue 

only moments ago, now shimmered between green and blue in the 
morning light. The dragonborn turned his head to look at us and, 
seeing our open-mouthed stares, grinned widely. That man has been 
nothing but surprising since I met him.” She laughed. “I hope that 
never changes.”

The bard jumped down from the table, landing gracefully despite 
her inebriated state. Some folks cheered her, patting her on the back 
and insisting that she stay and drink with them, while others who had 
finished their last drinks long ago got up and left, chatting excitedly. 
Rounds of ale and mead were ordered, and Astrid revelled in the 
atmosphere and drank for free, long into the night.



Astrid sat alone at a small table in a tavern, surveying the other 
patrons for a mark. Her companions had turned in for the night. 
Whether to sleep, or study, or meditate, it was not her business. This, 
right here, was her wind-down. Surrounded by ruckus and drinking, 
Astrid felt calm and at home.

She listened carefully to all the sounds of the crowded room, 
allowing her gaze to drift among the townsfolk and travellers, focusing 
on each group briefly, just long enough to catch a snippet of their 
conversation, their mood. The bard sipped at her second ale for the 
evening and observed.

A young man, sounding too weary for his age, spoke into his ale, 
his head in his hands. "Been married not more than two summers and 
she's already wand'rin'..."

Astrid’s attention moved on to the next table.
"You tell him if I see his damned dog near my sheep again, he’ll 

have more than the mutt’s safety to worry about”, growled an aging 
man to a woman sitting across from him.

The tittering of a group of young women. "While the cat’s away, 
the mice will play,” said one of the women, “and he’s one big 
handsome mouse!” The group erupted into giggles and cheers of 
agreeance.

Although Astrid always enjoyed some good gossip, it was not 
what she was looking for tonight. Her gaze continued around the room.

A middle-aged man argued with the person across from him, a 
man who was about half his age. "You’d be a fool to believe it’s really 
a bloody dragon!"

Astrid's eyes flicked to the speaker; a balding man who was past 
the prime of his life, with leathery skin from too many years spent in 
the sun. Probably a farmer. He was seated near the end of a long table 
with a dozen or so men of varied ages. Her mouth slowly pulled into a 

thin-lipped smile. She finished her drink and stood up, walking toward 
the bar on the premise of ordering another.

"Well Aeda said Gareth told her he saw a dragon flying around 
north of Helm's Hold." The young man leaned forward slightly and 
gestured at himself. "I may not be well travelled, but I bet he'd know a 
dragon when he saw one."

The older man frowned and folded his arms on the table. 
"Bollocks. He might recognise one up close, but how's he to know a 
dragon from a hippogriff when it's a-whirlin' about in the sky?"

Instead of continuing to the bar, Astrid pulled a seat from a 
neighbouring table and parked it between the arguing men, scraping it 
across the wooden floor noisily and drawing a few glares from further 
down the table. As she sat down, the older man turned to look at her, 
still frowning, but with one eyebrow raised a little.

The bard addressed the younger of the two. "Your friend Gareth is 
no liar, and no fool." The old farmer gave a harumph, and Astrid turned 
to him, straight-faced. "What kind of hippogriff has fangs like this?" 
she asked, as she pulled a dragon's tooth from her pocket and placed it 
on the table between the three of them. The woman controlled her 
smile as the men leaned in for a closer look at the object, their jaws 
slack and their eyes wide. "I can tell you, firsthand, that there was 
definitely a dragon in that vicinity but a few days ago. In fact there still 
is, in the town square of Thundertree, but I promise you it is quite 
dead." Both men looked up at her and she offered a charming—if a 
little smug—smile.

"My friends and I travelled to Thundertree to speak to an old druid 
who lives there. He told us of a dragon that had made its lair in the 
great tower in the middle of town. It had been terrorising nearby 
regions, and would surely only expand its reach if it were left to its 
own devices."

Astrid paused a moment, both to give her audience time to realise 
what was coming, and to summon an Unseen Servant, one hand 
making detailed gestures under the table while she quietly hummed a 
series of notes that commanded arcane power.

The younger man broke the silence. “So you fought the dragon?” 
he asked.

Astrid laced her fingers together in front of her and relaxed back in 
her seat. “Well the town was also plagued by zombies, as we learnt 
very soon after we arrived. A dragon is quite enough to deal with, 
without the threat of undead at our backs. So we checked every 
building in the town, and laid to rest every foul zombie we came 
across.” She sat up then, and took a moment to look each of the men in 
the eye, as she continued her story.

“Ordinarily, I would not bother with such tiresome details as a few 
mere zombies, but these were no ordinary zombies!” She pulled her 
headscarf down over her nose and mouth, muffling her voice slightly, 
and forcing the men to lean in close to hear her. “For every injury we 
dealt the wretched souls, they returned with not only vicious clawing 
swipes,” Astrid’s fingers twitched, “but also with clouds of noxious 
ash.”

Just as the bard finished, a small cloud of ash exploded above the 
table between the three of them, eliciting a startled yelp from the 
young man, followed by panicked coughing. At the same time, the 
older man lurched back in his seat and covered his ale with a hand. A 
few people further down the table had turned to see what the 
commotion was about. Astrid lifted her scarf back up over her 
forehead and smiled reassuringly at the younger man, wiping her hand 
across the table where the ash was now settling, showing it to be an 
illusion, and causing it to fade away. He cleared his throat, regaining 
his composure, and took a large swig of mead.

“My friends and I were surprised to find one of the crumbling 
houses had been shored up and fortified, clearly occupied by someone 
who cared more for his safety than would a zombie. We knocked 
politely on the door, expecting perhaps another band of adventurers 
preparing for a mighty battle against the local dragon.”

She paused to drink a mouthful of ale from the mug that had 
slowly inched its way to her from in front of the old farmer, courtesy 
of her Servant.

“Instead we were greeted by a group of evil cultists who planned 
to ally with the dragon and wreak havoc in Neverwinter! One of the 
shuttered windows burst into splinters,” the bard thumped the table 
hard with her fist, almost spilling some drinks, and waking a drunk that 
was dozing at the bar, “and a bolt of lightning came streaking out of it, 
almost hitting Errol. Luckily, he’s an agile fellow, and sharp-witted, so 
he was able to dive out of the way. I tried to reason with them, but it 
was clear that the crazed fanatics wanted nothing but blood.”

The old man went to drink from his mug but found only air in front 
of him. He looked down at the table, then across to the ale Astrid had 
been drinking, and frowned, snatching it back from her. The bard only 
grinned and continued her story.

“The lead cultist was just about to cast a deadly spell, aimed right 
at me, when a two arrows came hissing past my ear, one after the other, 
fired seemingly out of nowhere.” A few listeners flinched slightly, as if 
they heard the arrows nearby. “My stealthy half-elven friend Rael had 
sneaked into the bushes and was poised to attack at the first sign of 
trouble. The first shot struck the leader in his heart, followed 
immediately by a piercing shot to the eye. He slumped to the ground, 
dead.

“While we were occupied at the window, Errol, Kryella, and 
Russell were forcing their way into the building. The cultists could not 

be allowed to escape and continue their evil scheme.”
Astrid smacked her palm on the table once, startling a woman 

sitting at a table behind her.
“They charged at the barred door, determined to knock it down.” 

said Astrid, her voice low and calm.
Smack!
“The door didn’t budge, but we all knew nothing could stand 

against their combined might forever.”
Smack!
“It made a crunching noise this time. It was weakening.”
Smack!
“The door broke,” she exclaimed, “but it remained in place.”
This time she thumped the table with both hands, loudly.
“They crashed into the building, splinters of wood flying 

everywhere. The remaining cultists were in the next room, trading 
missiles with us, both magical and physical, but they had become 
aware of the intruders.”

Astrid’s audience now included everyone at her table, as well a 
few folks around them, and even the bartender seemed to be paying 
attention from afar.

“I heard a cry of rage from inside the house, then saw Kryella’s 
greataxe blade crash through the door of the room containing our 
enemies. Then it was pulled away, and the fearsome warrior yelled 
again. This time the axe came through the door fully, followed 
immediately by the enraged tiefling. But one of the dragon cultists was 
ready for her, and he was about to attack her as she stumbled in, when 
there was a sudden BOOM” the bard shouted, “and our foes were all 
blasted away from her, a couple of them smacking hard against the 
wall and becoming dazed. I barely had time to wonder what in the 
Nine Hells had happened, when I heard breathy chuckling behind me. 

I turned to see my dragonborn friend flexing his fingers and grinning. 
Our enigmatic sorcerer was very pleased with himself.” the woman 
said with a laugh. “I spared barely a moment to return his grin, but 
when I looked back to the fight, Russell, Errol, and Kryella were 
already overwhelming the cultists. Although the magic-users were not 
well suited for close combat, they were unwilling to surrender. It did 
not end well for them.”

Astrid retrieved the dragon’s tooth from the middle of the table 
and pocketed it. She pushed her chair back, stood up, and stretched.

“So what of the dragon then?” asked the old farmer.
The bard looked around the dimly lit tavern. Expectant faces of all 

ages and backgrounds surrounded her. She smiled radiantly and began 
to address the whole room, walking through her audience and looking 
each person in the eye as she went.

“Well, after the fight with the cultists, we dared not go straight for 
the dragon. We feared our chances were slim enough without trying to 
take on the beast whilst still weary from the last fight”, she explained. 
“We walked back to the druid’s hut and rested there while we 
recovered. The old druid, Reidoth, gave us as much information about 
the dragon as he could. At first light, we set out to ambush the tower 
where the monster had taken up residence.”

She made her way back to the area where she had begun her story. 
“Simply rushing into the tower would have meant certain death for all 
of us. We had to employ a strategy that would take the beast by 
surprise, and keep its attention divided.” The seat Astrid had earlier 
been sitting on swung around to face her—propelled by an invisible 
force—its back propped against the long table. “I tied a length of rope 
to a bolt, a makeshift grappling hook, and fired it up onto the collapsed 
roof of the tall keep.” She mimed shooting a crossbow into the air, then 
tugging a rope. “Rael and I climbed to the top of the tower to attack 

from above”, she said as she leapt up onto the table, using the chair as 
a step. The two men at the end pulled their drinks in close to their 
chests protectively, but did not take their eyes off her. She looked down 
at their eager faces.

“That was when I saw it”, she said gravely.
“A huge green reptillian beast filled the floor at the bottom of the 

tower, apparently resting. I gave the signal for our sorcerer to move 
into position outside a window, while the rest of the ground party 
sneaked into the keep’s annexe to begin the assault. My ranger friend 
and I aimed our weapons at the dragon below, and waited to attack as 
soon as the action started.”

Astrid began to pace along the length of the table, and drinks 
magically slid out of her way as she passed. “After a few brief 
moments, the dragon’s head suddenly flicked toward the door to the 
side room my friends had just entered,” she mimicked the dragon’s 
actions as she spoke, “and swiped the door right off its hinges, 
snarling. We shot its neck and head, but the beast didn’t seem to notice, 
intent on its prey at ground level. Before my friends were able to 
attack, the dragon’s chest swelled, and great blast of poison breath 
erupted from its mouth into the next room.” An acrid odor permeated 
the air in the tavern. “I heard my friends below cry out. Kryella  the 
Unyielding barrelled through the doorway and started attacking the 
beast with a ferocity I had never seen before, roaring as she went. But 
it was clear that she was badly injured from the poison blast, and if the 
toughest member of our party was so hurt, I feared greatly for the 
others I could not see.” She stopped pacing and held her hand out, 
palm down, with fingers outstretched. “I cast a healing spell into the 
room below, the strongest one I knew, and prayed it would be enough.

“Beside me, Rael continued to rain arrows down upon the dragon, 
every one hitting its mark. I joined in with my crossbow. Looking 

down into the tower, I saw Russell run in and begin expertly slashing 
away at our enemy with his sword, the battle-hardened war hero 
apparently unfazed by his near death only moments ago.” Echoes of 
fighting could be heard in the tavern, but all eyes remained fixed on the 
bard. “A movement outside the building caught my eye; Errol ran out 
the door, stopping briefly to help his sorcerer friend who had been 
knocked down by the initial blast. Realising he was overmatched and 
fearing for the lives of his friends, Errol the Fleet sprinted as fast as he 
could down the hill to seek aid from the old druid, his goblin 
companion in close pursuit.

“The battle raged on down below. The dragon slashed and snapped 
at the tiefling, sometimes connecting and causing great damage, but 
Kryella never showed any sign of slowing. Firebolts began striking the 
monster’s face, thrown from the distant window, and Russell the Brave 
used the distraction to deftly cut and jab at its belly, dodging out of the 
way when the dragon’s deadly tail swiped at him.”

Astrid leaned down to come face-to-face with a swarthy man in his 
thirties. “We kept firing our missiles from above, trying to wear down 
its defences.” She picked up his ale and drained it, before standing up 
and continuing. “For each arrow loosed from the bow of Rael the True, 
a dozen more magically appeared around it to strike his target. The 
dragon paid us no heed, and once again drew a great breath, but before 
it could release its toxic blast, a bolt of lightning struck it in the chest.” 
She threw out her hand and a shower of sparks erupted in the middle 
of the room, causing a few shrieks of alarm. “Our sorcerer friend’s 
draconic heritage gave him a deadly breath weapon of his own”, Astrid 
said with a sly smile. “The green beast faltered, then blew out a surge 
of poison gas anyway, but my friends were able to avoid the attack.

“Blows were traded for many minutes, and both sides were 
beginning to look rather worse for wear. The dragon must have 

realised it was doomed, for it rose up on its hind legs and took flight, 
barely able to spread its leathery wings in the tower. Rael and I kept 
pelting it with arrows and bolts, hoping to take it down before it 
reached us.” Her pacing brought her to the end of the table where she 
had initally jumped up. “Unfortunately the beast still had enough fight 
left to attack us on the roof before making its retreat. It slashed at me 
with its sharp talons, landing a painful blow and knocking me off 
balance.” As she said this, three parallel stripes of blood appeared 
across her side, and she stumbled backwards, flailing her arms as one 
of her heels went off the edge. A few people gasped, and the young 
man that had started the discussion jumped out of his seat to catch her, 
but she regained her balance and continued. “I barely avoided falling 
to my death, so I escaped down the rope we had used to climb up as 
quickly as I could. By the time I reached the ground, the dragon had 
left the rooftop, faltering in its flight, chased by many arrows from the 
half-elf’s deadly bow.”

The tavern was silent, all eyes on Astrid. Only the two men she 
had started talking to knew how the story ended. “Errol had returned 
with Reidoth, who was tending to my badly wounded friends. Our 
sorcerer threw a fireball at the dragon, and it lurched to one side, but 
did not fall. Just when I thought the monster would escape, that we had 
failed, a volley of magic missiles whistled through the air, connecting 
with the dragon’s throat. It stopped flapping its wings and tumbled to 
the ground in the town square.”

The room erupted with cheers and whoops of celebration. The 
bard revelled in the emotion for a few moments, then raised her voice 
over the ruckus. “We all raced down the hill to make sure it was really 
dead and to get a better look at our prize. The beast had slid through the 
town square, leaving a trail of blood and knocking down the statue of 
Palien. It was definitely dead. While the rest of us regrouped and 

celebrated our victory, the ranger went to work on the fallen dragon, 
taking a knife from his pack and carefully rending skin from flesh. In 
less than an hour, Rael had meticulously gathered every square foot of 
the precious hide, as well as retrieving various valuable parts including 
fangs and claws. When the half-elf had finished his gory work, our 
dragonborn friend got up and walked over to the beast with his own 
dagger.”

Astrid’s fingers flicked subtly, and a very faint rumble began to 
sound in the tavern. No one noticed yet. “The sorcerer took his dagger 
and plunged it deep into the flayed dragon’s breast, slicing downward 
and ripping open its ribcage. The sky grew dark as he reached into the 
still-warm body and tore out its heart. I was unable to take my eyes off 
the scene in front of me, but I knew there were no clouds moments ago 
to explain the sudden eerie darkness. Our enigmatic friend held the 
huge heart aloft, blood seeping down his forearms. We heard a distant 
rumbling that grew ever louder as the seconds passed by.” The thunder 
in the room increased, mirroring her story, and the tavern patrons 
slowly became aware of it, unsure if it was their own imagination at 
first.

“None of us could speak or move. It was clear now that the roaring 
thunder was focused on the dragonborn, as he reverently drew the 
dripping heart toward his chest.” She mimed the action, the crowd 
listening in silence once again. “I looked on, awestruck, as he pushed 
the organ into his chest, and it seemed to be absorbed into him, leaving 
no trace of blood on his torso. In an instant, the thunder stopped, and 
was replaced by absolute silence, and a blinding burst of light that 
engulfed the draconic man. I blinked a few times to clear my vision, 
and the darkness quickly gave way to the natural light of dawn. I, and 
the rest of my party, stared in wonder at our friend. He stood 
motionless, silent, his head held high. His scales, which were dull blue 

only moments ago, now shimmered between green and blue in the 
morning light. The dragonborn turned his head to look at us and, 
seeing our open-mouthed stares, grinned widely. That man has been 
nothing but surprising since I met him.” She laughed. “I hope that 
never changes.”

The bard jumped down from the table, landing gracefully despite 
her inebriated state. Some folks cheered her, patting her on the back 
and insisting that she stay and drink with them, while others who had 
finished their last drinks long ago got up and left, chatting excitedly. 
Rounds of ale and mead were ordered, and Astrid revelled in the 
atmosphere and drank for free, long into the night.



Astrid sat alone at a small table in a tavern, surveying the other 
patrons for a mark. Her companions had turned in for the night. 
Whether to sleep, or study, or meditate, it was not her business. This, 
right here, was her wind-down. Surrounded by ruckus and drinking, 
Astrid felt calm and at home.

She listened carefully to all the sounds of the crowded room, 
allowing her gaze to drift among the townsfolk and travellers, focusing 
on each group briefly, just long enough to catch a snippet of their 
conversation, their mood. The bard sipped at her second ale for the 
evening and observed.

A young man, sounding too weary for his age, spoke into his ale, 
his head in his hands. "Been married not more than two summers and 
she's already wand'rin'..."

Astrid’s attention moved on to the next table.
"You tell him if I see his damned dog near my sheep again, he’ll 

have more than the mutt’s safety to worry about”, growled an aging 
man to a woman sitting across from him.

The tittering of a group of young women. "While the cat’s away, 
the mice will play,” said one of the women, “and he’s one big 
handsome mouse!” The group erupted into giggles and cheers of 
agreeance.

Although Astrid always enjoyed some good gossip, it was not 
what she was looking for tonight. Her gaze continued around the room.

A middle-aged man argued with the person across from him, a 
man who was about half his age. "You’d be a fool to believe it’s really 
a bloody dragon!"

Astrid's eyes flicked to the speaker; a balding man who was past 
the prime of his life, with leathery skin from too many years spent in 
the sun. Probably a farmer. He was seated near the end of a long table 
with a dozen or so men of varied ages. Her mouth slowly pulled into a 

thin-lipped smile. She finished her drink and stood up, walking toward 
the bar on the premise of ordering another.

"Well Aeda said Gareth told her he saw a dragon flying around 
north of Helm's Hold." The young man leaned forward slightly and 
gestured at himself. "I may not be well travelled, but I bet he'd know a 
dragon when he saw one."

The older man frowned and folded his arms on the table. 
"Bollocks. He might recognise one up close, but how's he to know a 
dragon from a hippogriff when it's a-whirlin' about in the sky?"

Instead of continuing to the bar, Astrid pulled a seat from a 
neighbouring table and parked it between the arguing men, scraping it 
across the wooden floor noisily and drawing a few glares from further 
down the table. As she sat down, the older man turned to look at her, 
still frowning, but with one eyebrow raised a little.

The bard addressed the younger of the two. "Your friend Gareth is 
no liar, and no fool." The old farmer gave a harumph, and Astrid turned 
to him, straight-faced. "What kind of hippogriff has fangs like this?" 
she asked, as she pulled a dragon's tooth from her pocket and placed it 
on the table between the three of them. The woman controlled her 
smile as the men leaned in for a closer look at the object, their jaws 
slack and their eyes wide. "I can tell you, firsthand, that there was 
definitely a dragon in that vicinity but a few days ago. In fact there still 
is, in the town square of Thundertree, but I promise you it is quite 
dead." Both men looked up at her and she offered a charming—if a 
little smug—smile.

"My friends and I travelled to Thundertree to speak to an old druid 
who lives there. He told us of a dragon that had made its lair in the 
great tower in the middle of town. It had been terrorising nearby 
regions, and would surely only expand its reach if it were left to its 
own devices."

Astrid paused a moment, both to give her audience time to realise 
what was coming, and to summon an Unseen Servant, one hand 
making detailed gestures under the table while she quietly hummed a 
series of notes that commanded arcane power.

The younger man broke the silence. “So you fought the dragon?” 
he asked.

Astrid laced her fingers together in front of her and relaxed back in 
her seat. “Well the town was also plagued by zombies, as we learnt 
very soon after we arrived. A dragon is quite enough to deal with, 
without the threat of undead at our backs. So we checked every 
building in the town, and laid to rest every foul zombie we came 
across.” She sat up then, and took a moment to look each of the men in 
the eye, as she continued her story.

“Ordinarily, I would not bother with such tiresome details as a few 
mere zombies, but these were no ordinary zombies!” She pulled her 
headscarf down over her nose and mouth, muffling her voice slightly, 
and forcing the men to lean in close to hear her. “For every injury we 
dealt the wretched souls, they returned with not only vicious clawing 
swipes,” Astrid’s fingers twitched, “but also with clouds of noxious 
ash.”

Just as the bard finished, a small cloud of ash exploded above the 
table between the three of them, eliciting a startled yelp from the 
young man, followed by panicked coughing. At the same time, the 
older man lurched back in his seat and covered his ale with a hand. A 
few people further down the table had turned to see what the 
commotion was about. Astrid lifted her scarf back up over her 
forehead and smiled reassuringly at the younger man, wiping her hand 
across the table where the ash was now settling, showing it to be an 
illusion, and causing it to fade away. He cleared his throat, regaining 
his composure, and took a large swig of mead.

“My friends and I were surprised to find one of the crumbling 
houses had been shored up and fortified, clearly occupied by someone 
who cared more for his safety than would a zombie. We knocked 
politely on the door, expecting perhaps another band of adventurers 
preparing for a mighty battle against the local dragon.”

She paused to drink a mouthful of ale from the mug that had 
slowly inched its way to her from in front of the old farmer, courtesy 
of her Servant.

“Instead we were greeted by a group of evil cultists who planned 
to ally with the dragon and wreak havoc in Neverwinter! One of the 
shuttered windows burst into splinters,” the bard thumped the table 
hard with her fist, almost spilling some drinks, and waking a drunk that 
was dozing at the bar, “and a bolt of lightning came streaking out of it, 
almost hitting Errol. Luckily, he’s an agile fellow, and sharp-witted, so 
he was able to dive out of the way. I tried to reason with them, but it 
was clear that the crazed fanatics wanted nothing but blood.”

The old man went to drink from his mug but found only air in front 
of him. He looked down at the table, then across to the ale Astrid had 
been drinking, and frowned, snatching it back from her. The bard only 
grinned and continued her story.

“The lead cultist was just about to cast a deadly spell, aimed right 
at me, when a two arrows came hissing past my ear, one after the other, 
fired seemingly out of nowhere.” A few listeners flinched slightly, as if 
they heard the arrows nearby. “My stealthy half-elven friend Rael had 
sneaked into the bushes and was poised to attack at the first sign of 
trouble. The first shot struck the leader in his heart, followed 
immediately by a piercing shot to the eye. He slumped to the ground, 
dead.

“While we were occupied at the window, Errol, Kryella, and 
Russell were forcing their way into the building. The cultists could not 

be allowed to escape and continue their evil scheme.”
Astrid smacked her palm on the table once, startling a woman 

sitting at a table behind her.
“They charged at the barred door, determined to knock it down.” 

said Astrid, her voice low and calm.
Smack!
“The door didn’t budge, but we all knew nothing could stand 

against their combined might forever.”
Smack!
“It made a crunching noise this time. It was weakening.”
Smack!
“The door broke,” she exclaimed, “but it remained in place.”
This time she thumped the table with both hands, loudly.
“They crashed into the building, splinters of wood flying 

everywhere. The remaining cultists were in the next room, trading 
missiles with us, both magical and physical, but they had become 
aware of the intruders.”

Astrid’s audience now included everyone at her table, as well a 
few folks around them, and even the bartender seemed to be paying 
attention from afar.

“I heard a cry of rage from inside the house, then saw Kryella’s 
greataxe blade crash through the door of the room containing our 
enemies. Then it was pulled away, and the fearsome warrior yelled 
again. This time the axe came through the door fully, followed 
immediately by the enraged tiefling. But one of the dragon cultists was 
ready for her, and he was about to attack her as she stumbled in, when 
there was a sudden BOOM” the bard shouted, “and our foes were all 
blasted away from her, a couple of them smacking hard against the 
wall and becoming dazed. I barely had time to wonder what in the 
Nine Hells had happened, when I heard breathy chuckling behind me. 

I turned to see my dragonborn friend flexing his fingers and grinning. 
Our enigmatic sorcerer was very pleased with himself.” the woman 
said with a laugh. “I spared barely a moment to return his grin, but 
when I looked back to the fight, Russell, Errol, and Kryella were 
already overwhelming the cultists. Although the magic-users were not 
well suited for close combat, they were unwilling to surrender. It did 
not end well for them.”

Astrid retrieved the dragon’s tooth from the middle of the table 
and pocketed it. She pushed her chair back, stood up, and stretched.

“So what of the dragon then?” asked the old farmer.
The bard looked around the dimly lit tavern. Expectant faces of all 

ages and backgrounds surrounded her. She smiled radiantly and began 
to address the whole room, walking through her audience and looking 
each person in the eye as she went.

“Well, after the fight with the cultists, we dared not go straight for 
the dragon. We feared our chances were slim enough without trying to 
take on the beast whilst still weary from the last fight”, she explained. 
“We walked back to the druid’s hut and rested there while we 
recovered. The old druid, Reidoth, gave us as much information about 
the dragon as he could. At first light, we set out to ambush the tower 
where the monster had taken up residence.”

She made her way back to the area where she had begun her story. 
“Simply rushing into the tower would have meant certain death for all 
of us. We had to employ a strategy that would take the beast by 
surprise, and keep its attention divided.” The seat Astrid had earlier 
been sitting on swung around to face her—propelled by an invisible 
force—its back propped against the long table. “I tied a length of rope 
to a bolt, a makeshift grappling hook, and fired it up onto the collapsed 
roof of the tall keep.” She mimed shooting a crossbow into the air, then 
tugging a rope. “Rael and I climbed to the top of the tower to attack 

from above”, she said as she leapt up onto the table, using the chair as 
a step. The two men at the end pulled their drinks in close to their 
chests protectively, but did not take their eyes off her. She looked down 
at their eager faces.

“That was when I saw it”, she said gravely.
“A huge green reptillian beast filled the floor at the bottom of the 

tower, apparently resting. I gave the signal for our sorcerer to move 
into position outside a window, while the rest of the ground party 
sneaked into the keep’s annexe to begin the assault. My ranger friend 
and I aimed our weapons at the dragon below, and waited to attack as 
soon as the action started.”

Astrid began to pace along the length of the table, and drinks 
magically slid out of her way as she passed. “After a few brief 
moments, the dragon’s head suddenly flicked toward the door to the 
side room my friends had just entered,” she mimicked the dragon’s 
actions as she spoke, “and swiped the door right off its hinges, 
snarling. We shot its neck and head, but the beast didn’t seem to notice, 
intent on its prey at ground level. Before my friends were able to 
attack, the dragon’s chest swelled, and great blast of poison breath 
erupted from its mouth into the next room.” An acrid odor permeated 
the air in the tavern. “I heard my friends below cry out. Kryella  the 
Unyielding barrelled through the doorway and started attacking the 
beast with a ferocity I had never seen before, roaring as she went. But 
it was clear that she was badly injured from the poison blast, and if the 
toughest member of our party was so hurt, I feared greatly for the 
others I could not see.” She stopped pacing and held her hand out, 
palm down, with fingers outstretched. “I cast a healing spell into the 
room below, the strongest one I knew, and prayed it would be enough.

“Beside me, Rael continued to rain arrows down upon the dragon, 
every one hitting its mark. I joined in with my crossbow. Looking 

down into the tower, I saw Russell run in and begin expertly slashing 
away at our enemy with his sword, the battle-hardened war hero 
apparently unfazed by his near death only moments ago.” Echoes of 
fighting could be heard in the tavern, but all eyes remained fixed on the 
bard. “A movement outside the building caught my eye; Errol ran out 
the door, stopping briefly to help his sorcerer friend who had been 
knocked down by the initial blast. Realising he was overmatched and 
fearing for the lives of his friends, Errol the Fleet sprinted as fast as he 
could down the hill to seek aid from the old druid, his goblin 
companion in close pursuit.

“The battle raged on down below. The dragon slashed and snapped 
at the tiefling, sometimes connecting and causing great damage, but 
Kryella never showed any sign of slowing. Firebolts began striking the 
monster’s face, thrown from the distant window, and Russell the Brave 
used the distraction to deftly cut and jab at its belly, dodging out of the 
way when the dragon’s deadly tail swiped at him.”

Astrid leaned down to come face-to-face with a swarthy man in his 
thirties. “We kept firing our missiles from above, trying to wear down 
its defences.” She picked up his ale and drained it, before standing up 
and continuing. “For each arrow loosed from the bow of Rael the True, 
a dozen more magically appeared around it to strike his target. The 
dragon paid us no heed, and once again drew a great breath, but before 
it could release its toxic blast, a bolt of lightning struck it in the chest.” 
She threw out her hand and a shower of sparks erupted in the middle 
of the room, causing a few shrieks of alarm. “Our sorcerer friend’s 
draconic heritage gave him a deadly breath weapon of his own”, Astrid 
said with a sly smile. “The green beast faltered, then blew out a surge 
of poison gas anyway, but my friends were able to avoid the attack.

“Blows were traded for many minutes, and both sides were 
beginning to look rather worse for wear. The dragon must have 

realised it was doomed, for it rose up on its hind legs and took flight, 
barely able to spread its leathery wings in the tower. Rael and I kept 
pelting it with arrows and bolts, hoping to take it down before it 
reached us.” Her pacing brought her to the end of the table where she 
had initally jumped up. “Unfortunately the beast still had enough fight 
left to attack us on the roof before making its retreat. It slashed at me 
with its sharp talons, landing a painful blow and knocking me off 
balance.” As she said this, three parallel stripes of blood appeared 
across her side, and she stumbled backwards, flailing her arms as one 
of her heels went off the edge. A few people gasped, and the young 
man that had started the discussion jumped out of his seat to catch her, 
but she regained her balance and continued. “I barely avoided falling 
to my death, so I escaped down the rope we had used to climb up as 
quickly as I could. By the time I reached the ground, the dragon had 
left the rooftop, faltering in its flight, chased by many arrows from the 
half-elf’s deadly bow.”

The tavern was silent, all eyes on Astrid. Only the two men she 
had started talking to knew how the story ended. “Errol had returned 
with Reidoth, who was tending to my badly wounded friends. Our 
sorcerer threw a fireball at the dragon, and it lurched to one side, but 
did not fall. Just when I thought the monster would escape, that we had 
failed, a volley of magic missiles whistled through the air, connecting 
with the dragon’s throat. It stopped flapping its wings and tumbled to 
the ground in the town square.”

The room erupted with cheers and whoops of celebration. The 
bard revelled in the emotion for a few moments, then raised her voice 
over the ruckus. “We all raced down the hill to make sure it was really 
dead and to get a better look at our prize. The beast had slid through the 
town square, leaving a trail of blood and knocking down the statue of 
Palien. It was definitely dead. While the rest of us regrouped and 

celebrated our victory, the ranger went to work on the fallen dragon, 
taking a knife from his pack and carefully rending skin from flesh. In 
less than an hour, Rael had meticulously gathered every square foot of 
the precious hide, as well as retrieving various valuable parts including 
fangs and claws. When the half-elf had finished his gory work, our 
dragonborn friend got up and walked over to the beast with his own 
dagger.”

Astrid’s fingers flicked subtly, and a very faint rumble began to 
sound in the tavern. No one noticed yet. “The sorcerer took his dagger 
and plunged it deep into the flayed dragon’s breast, slicing downward 
and ripping open its ribcage. The sky grew dark as he reached into the 
still-warm body and tore out its heart. I was unable to take my eyes off 
the scene in front of me, but I knew there were no clouds moments ago 
to explain the sudden eerie darkness. Our enigmatic friend held the 
huge heart aloft, blood seeping down his forearms. We heard a distant 
rumbling that grew ever louder as the seconds passed by.” The thunder 
in the room increased, mirroring her story, and the tavern patrons 
slowly became aware of it, unsure if it was their own imagination at 
first.

“None of us could speak or move. It was clear now that the roaring 
thunder was focused on the dragonborn, as he reverently drew the 
dripping heart toward his chest.” She mimed the action, the crowd 
listening in silence once again. “I looked on, awestruck, as he pushed 
the organ into his chest, and it seemed to be absorbed into him, leaving 
no trace of blood on his torso. In an instant, the thunder stopped, and 
was replaced by absolute silence, and a blinding burst of light that 
engulfed the draconic man. I blinked a few times to clear my vision, 
and the darkness quickly gave way to the natural light of dawn. I, and 
the rest of my party, stared in wonder at our friend. He stood 
motionless, silent, his head held high. His scales, which were dull blue 

only moments ago, now shimmered between green and blue in the 
morning light. The dragonborn turned his head to look at us and, 
seeing our open-mouthed stares, grinned widely. That man has been 
nothing but surprising since I met him.” She laughed. “I hope that 
never changes.”

The bard jumped down from the table, landing gracefully despite 
her inebriated state. Some folks cheered her, patting her on the back 
and insisting that she stay and drink with them, while others who had 
finished their last drinks long ago got up and left, chatting excitedly. 
Rounds of ale and mead were ordered, and Astrid revelled in the 
atmosphere and drank for free, long into the night.



Astrid sat alone at a small table in a tavern, surveying the other 
patrons for a mark. Her companions had turned in for the night. 
Whether to sleep, or study, or meditate, it was not her business. This, 
right here, was her wind-down. Surrounded by ruckus and drinking, 
Astrid felt calm and at home.

She listened carefully to all the sounds of the crowded room, 
allowing her gaze to drift among the townsfolk and travellers, focusing 
on each group briefly, just long enough to catch a snippet of their 
conversation, their mood. The bard sipped at her second ale for the 
evening and observed.

A young man, sounding too weary for his age, spoke into his ale, 
his head in his hands. "Been married not more than two summers and 
she's already wand'rin'..."

Astrid’s attention moved on to the next table.
"You tell him if I see his damned dog near my sheep again, he’ll 

have more than the mutt’s safety to worry about”, growled an aging 
man to a woman sitting across from him.

The tittering of a group of young women. "While the cat’s away, 
the mice will play,” said one of the women, “and he’s one big 
handsome mouse!” The group erupted into giggles and cheers of 
agreeance.

Although Astrid always enjoyed some good gossip, it was not 
what she was looking for tonight. Her gaze continued around the room.

A middle-aged man argued with the person across from him, a 
man who was about half his age. "You’d be a fool to believe it’s really 
a bloody dragon!"

Astrid's eyes flicked to the speaker; a balding man who was past 
the prime of his life, with leathery skin from too many years spent in 
the sun. Probably a farmer. He was seated near the end of a long table 
with a dozen or so men of varied ages. Her mouth slowly pulled into a 

thin-lipped smile. She finished her drink and stood up, walking toward 
the bar on the premise of ordering another.

"Well Aeda said Gareth told her he saw a dragon flying around 
north of Helm's Hold." The young man leaned forward slightly and 
gestured at himself. "I may not be well travelled, but I bet he'd know a 
dragon when he saw one."

The older man frowned and folded his arms on the table. 
"Bollocks. He might recognise one up close, but how's he to know a 
dragon from a hippogriff when it's a-whirlin' about in the sky?"

Instead of continuing to the bar, Astrid pulled a seat from a 
neighbouring table and parked it between the arguing men, scraping it 
across the wooden floor noisily and drawing a few glares from further 
down the table. As she sat down, the older man turned to look at her, 
still frowning, but with one eyebrow raised a little.

The bard addressed the younger of the two. "Your friend Gareth is 
no liar, and no fool." The old farmer gave a harumph, and Astrid turned 
to him, straight-faced. "What kind of hippogriff has fangs like this?" 
she asked, as she pulled a dragon's tooth from her pocket and placed it 
on the table between the three of them. The woman controlled her 
smile as the men leaned in for a closer look at the object, their jaws 
slack and their eyes wide. "I can tell you, firsthand, that there was 
definitely a dragon in that vicinity but a few days ago. In fact there still 
is, in the town square of Thundertree, but I promise you it is quite 
dead." Both men looked up at her and she offered a charming—if a 
little smug—smile.

"My friends and I travelled to Thundertree to speak to an old druid 
who lives there. He told us of a dragon that had made its lair in the 
great tower in the middle of town. It had been terrorising nearby 
regions, and would surely only expand its reach if it were left to its 
own devices."

Astrid paused a moment, both to give her audience time to realise 
what was coming, and to summon an Unseen Servant, one hand 
making detailed gestures under the table while she quietly hummed a 
series of notes that commanded arcane power.

The younger man broke the silence. “So you fought the dragon?” 
he asked.

Astrid laced her fingers together in front of her and relaxed back in 
her seat. “Well the town was also plagued by zombies, as we learnt 
very soon after we arrived. A dragon is quite enough to deal with, 
without the threat of undead at our backs. So we checked every 
building in the town, and laid to rest every foul zombie we came 
across.” She sat up then, and took a moment to look each of the men in 
the eye, as she continued her story.

“Ordinarily, I would not bother with such tiresome details as a few 
mere zombies, but these were no ordinary zombies!” She pulled her 
headscarf down over her nose and mouth, muffling her voice slightly, 
and forcing the men to lean in close to hear her. “For every injury we 
dealt the wretched souls, they returned with not only vicious clawing 
swipes,” Astrid’s fingers twitched, “but also with clouds of noxious 
ash.”

Just as the bard finished, a small cloud of ash exploded above the 
table between the three of them, eliciting a startled yelp from the 
young man, followed by panicked coughing. At the same time, the 
older man lurched back in his seat and covered his ale with a hand. A 
few people further down the table had turned to see what the 
commotion was about. Astrid lifted her scarf back up over her 
forehead and smiled reassuringly at the younger man, wiping her hand 
across the table where the ash was now settling, showing it to be an 
illusion, and causing it to fade away. He cleared his throat, regaining 
his composure, and took a large swig of mead.

“My friends and I were surprised to find one of the crumbling 
houses had been shored up and fortified, clearly occupied by someone 
who cared more for his safety than would a zombie. We knocked 
politely on the door, expecting perhaps another band of adventurers 
preparing for a mighty battle against the local dragon.”

She paused to drink a mouthful of ale from the mug that had 
slowly inched its way to her from in front of the old farmer, courtesy 
of her Servant.

“Instead we were greeted by a group of evil cultists who planned 
to ally with the dragon and wreak havoc in Neverwinter! One of the 
shuttered windows burst into splinters,” the bard thumped the table 
hard with her fist, almost spilling some drinks, and waking a drunk that 
was dozing at the bar, “and a bolt of lightning came streaking out of it, 
almost hitting Errol. Luckily, he’s an agile fellow, and sharp-witted, so 
he was able to dive out of the way. I tried to reason with them, but it 
was clear that the crazed fanatics wanted nothing but blood.”

The old man went to drink from his mug but found only air in front 
of him. He looked down at the table, then across to the ale Astrid had 
been drinking, and frowned, snatching it back from her. The bard only 
grinned and continued her story.

“The lead cultist was just about to cast a deadly spell, aimed right 
at me, when a two arrows came hissing past my ear, one after the other, 
fired seemingly out of nowhere.” A few listeners flinched slightly, as if 
they heard the arrows nearby. “My stealthy half-elven friend Rael had 
sneaked into the bushes and was poised to attack at the first sign of 
trouble. The first shot struck the leader in his heart, followed 
immediately by a piercing shot to the eye. He slumped to the ground, 
dead.

“While we were occupied at the window, Errol, Kryella, and 
Russell were forcing their way into the building. The cultists could not 

be allowed to escape and continue their evil scheme.”
Astrid smacked her palm on the table once, startling a woman 

sitting at a table behind her.
“They charged at the barred door, determined to knock it down.” 

said Astrid, her voice low and calm.
Smack!
“The door didn’t budge, but we all knew nothing could stand 

against their combined might forever.”
Smack!
“It made a crunching noise this time. It was weakening.”
Smack!
“The door broke,” she exclaimed, “but it remained in place.”
This time she thumped the table with both hands, loudly.
“They crashed into the building, splinters of wood flying 

everywhere. The remaining cultists were in the next room, trading 
missiles with us, both magical and physical, but they had become 
aware of the intruders.”

Astrid’s audience now included everyone at her table, as well a 
few folks around them, and even the bartender seemed to be paying 
attention from afar.

“I heard a cry of rage from inside the house, then saw Kryella’s 
greataxe blade crash through the door of the room containing our 
enemies. Then it was pulled away, and the fearsome warrior yelled 
again. This time the axe came through the door fully, followed 
immediately by the enraged tiefling. But one of the dragon cultists was 
ready for her, and he was about to attack her as she stumbled in, when 
there was a sudden BOOM” the bard shouted, “and our foes were all 
blasted away from her, a couple of them smacking hard against the 
wall and becoming dazed. I barely had time to wonder what in the 
Nine Hells had happened, when I heard breathy chuckling behind me. 

I turned to see my dragonborn friend flexing his fingers and grinning. 
Our enigmatic sorcerer was very pleased with himself.” the woman 
said with a laugh. “I spared barely a moment to return his grin, but 
when I looked back to the fight, Russell, Errol, and Kryella were 
already overwhelming the cultists. Although the magic-users were not 
well suited for close combat, they were unwilling to surrender. It did 
not end well for them.”

Astrid retrieved the dragon’s tooth from the middle of the table 
and pocketed it. She pushed her chair back, stood up, and stretched.

“So what of the dragon then?” asked the old farmer.
The bard looked around the dimly lit tavern. Expectant faces of all 

ages and backgrounds surrounded her. She smiled radiantly and began 
to address the whole room, walking through her audience and looking 
each person in the eye as she went.

“Well, after the fight with the cultists, we dared not go straight for 
the dragon. We feared our chances were slim enough without trying to 
take on the beast whilst still weary from the last fight”, she explained. 
“We walked back to the druid’s hut and rested there while we 
recovered. The old druid, Reidoth, gave us as much information about 
the dragon as he could. At first light, we set out to ambush the tower 
where the monster had taken up residence.”

She made her way back to the area where she had begun her story. 
“Simply rushing into the tower would have meant certain death for all 
of us. We had to employ a strategy that would take the beast by 
surprise, and keep its attention divided.” The seat Astrid had earlier 
been sitting on swung around to face her—propelled by an invisible 
force—its back propped against the long table. “I tied a length of rope 
to a bolt, a makeshift grappling hook, and fired it up onto the collapsed 
roof of the tall keep.” She mimed shooting a crossbow into the air, then 
tugging a rope. “Rael and I climbed to the top of the tower to attack 

from above”, she said as she leapt up onto the table, using the chair as 
a step. The two men at the end pulled their drinks in close to their 
chests protectively, but did not take their eyes off her. She looked down 
at their eager faces.

“That was when I saw it”, she said gravely.
“A huge green reptillian beast filled the floor at the bottom of the 

tower, apparently resting. I gave the signal for our sorcerer to move 
into position outside a window, while the rest of the ground party 
sneaked into the keep’s annexe to begin the assault. My ranger friend 
and I aimed our weapons at the dragon below, and waited to attack as 
soon as the action started.”

Astrid began to pace along the length of the table, and drinks 
magically slid out of her way as she passed. “After a few brief 
moments, the dragon’s head suddenly flicked toward the door to the 
side room my friends had just entered,” she mimicked the dragon’s 
actions as she spoke, “and swiped the door right off its hinges, 
snarling. We shot its neck and head, but the beast didn’t seem to notice, 
intent on its prey at ground level. Before my friends were able to 
attack, the dragon’s chest swelled, and great blast of poison breath 
erupted from its mouth into the next room.” An acrid odor permeated 
the air in the tavern. “I heard my friends below cry out. Kryella  the 
Unyielding barrelled through the doorway and started attacking the 
beast with a ferocity I had never seen before, roaring as she went. But 
it was clear that she was badly injured from the poison blast, and if the 
toughest member of our party was so hurt, I feared greatly for the 
others I could not see.” She stopped pacing and held her hand out, 
palm down, with fingers outstretched. “I cast a healing spell into the 
room below, the strongest one I knew, and prayed it would be enough.

“Beside me, Rael continued to rain arrows down upon the dragon, 
every one hitting its mark. I joined in with my crossbow. Looking 

down into the tower, I saw Russell run in and begin expertly slashing 
away at our enemy with his sword, the battle-hardened war hero 
apparently unfazed by his near death only moments ago.” Echoes of 
fighting could be heard in the tavern, but all eyes remained fixed on the 
bard. “A movement outside the building caught my eye; Errol ran out 
the door, stopping briefly to help his sorcerer friend who had been 
knocked down by the initial blast. Realising he was overmatched and 
fearing for the lives of his friends, Errol the Fleet sprinted as fast as he 
could down the hill to seek aid from the old druid, his goblin 
companion in close pursuit.

“The battle raged on down below. The dragon slashed and snapped 
at the tiefling, sometimes connecting and causing great damage, but 
Kryella never showed any sign of slowing. Firebolts began striking the 
monster’s face, thrown from the distant window, and Russell the Brave 
used the distraction to deftly cut and jab at its belly, dodging out of the 
way when the dragon’s deadly tail swiped at him.”

Astrid leaned down to come face-to-face with a swarthy man in his 
thirties. “We kept firing our missiles from above, trying to wear down 
its defences.” She picked up his ale and drained it, before standing up 
and continuing. “For each arrow loosed from the bow of Rael the True, 
a dozen more magically appeared around it to strike his target. The 
dragon paid us no heed, and once again drew a great breath, but before 
it could release its toxic blast, a bolt of lightning struck it in the chest.” 
She threw out her hand and a shower of sparks erupted in the middle 
of the room, causing a few shrieks of alarm. “Our sorcerer friend’s 
draconic heritage gave him a deadly breath weapon of his own”, Astrid 
said with a sly smile. “The green beast faltered, then blew out a surge 
of poison gas anyway, but my friends were able to avoid the attack.

“Blows were traded for many minutes, and both sides were 
beginning to look rather worse for wear. The dragon must have 

realised it was doomed, for it rose up on its hind legs and took flight, 
barely able to spread its leathery wings in the tower. Rael and I kept 
pelting it with arrows and bolts, hoping to take it down before it 
reached us.” Her pacing brought her to the end of the table where she 
had initally jumped up. “Unfortunately the beast still had enough fight 
left to attack us on the roof before making its retreat. It slashed at me 
with its sharp talons, landing a painful blow and knocking me off 
balance.” As she said this, three parallel stripes of blood appeared 
across her side, and she stumbled backwards, flailing her arms as one 
of her heels went off the edge. A few people gasped, and the young 
man that had started the discussion jumped out of his seat to catch her, 
but she regained her balance and continued. “I barely avoided falling 
to my death, so I escaped down the rope we had used to climb up as 
quickly as I could. By the time I reached the ground, the dragon had 
left the rooftop, faltering in its flight, chased by many arrows from the 
half-elf’s deadly bow.”

The tavern was silent, all eyes on Astrid. Only the two men she 
had started talking to knew how the story ended. “Errol had returned 
with Reidoth, who was tending to my badly wounded friends. Our 
sorcerer threw a fireball at the dragon, and it lurched to one side, but 
did not fall. Just when I thought the monster would escape, that we had 
failed, a volley of magic missiles whistled through the air, connecting 
with the dragon’s throat. It stopped flapping its wings and tumbled to 
the ground in the town square.”

The room erupted with cheers and whoops of celebration. The 
bard revelled in the emotion for a few moments, then raised her voice 
over the ruckus. “We all raced down the hill to make sure it was really 
dead and to get a better look at our prize. The beast had slid through the 
town square, leaving a trail of blood and knocking down the statue of 
Palien. It was definitely dead. While the rest of us regrouped and 

celebrated our victory, the ranger went to work on the fallen dragon, 
taking a knife from his pack and carefully rending skin from flesh. In 
less than an hour, Rael had meticulously gathered every square foot of 
the precious hide, as well as retrieving various valuable parts including 
fangs and claws. When the half-elf had finished his gory work, our 
dragonborn friend got up and walked over to the beast with his own 
dagger.”

Astrid’s fingers flicked subtly, and a very faint rumble began to 
sound in the tavern. No one noticed yet. “The sorcerer took his dagger 
and plunged it deep into the flayed dragon’s breast, slicing downward 
and ripping open its ribcage. The sky grew dark as he reached into the 
still-warm body and tore out its heart. I was unable to take my eyes off 
the scene in front of me, but I knew there were no clouds moments ago 
to explain the sudden eerie darkness. Our enigmatic friend held the 
huge heart aloft, blood seeping down his forearms. We heard a distant 
rumbling that grew ever louder as the seconds passed by.” The thunder 
in the room increased, mirroring her story, and the tavern patrons 
slowly became aware of it, unsure if it was their own imagination at 
first.

“None of us could speak or move. It was clear now that the roaring 
thunder was focused on the dragonborn, as he reverently drew the 
dripping heart toward his chest.” She mimed the action, the crowd 
listening in silence once again. “I looked on, awestruck, as he pushed 
the organ into his chest, and it seemed to be absorbed into him, leaving 
no trace of blood on his torso. In an instant, the thunder stopped, and 
was replaced by absolute silence, and a blinding burst of light that 
engulfed the draconic man. I blinked a few times to clear my vision, 
and the darkness quickly gave way to the natural light of dawn. I, and 
the rest of my party, stared in wonder at our friend. He stood 
motionless, silent, his head held high. His scales, which were dull blue 

only moments ago, now shimmered between green and blue in the 
morning light. The dragonborn turned his head to look at us and, 
seeing our open-mouthed stares, grinned widely. That man has been 
nothing but surprising since I met him.” She laughed. “I hope that 
never changes.”

The bard jumped down from the table, landing gracefully despite 
her inebriated state. Some folks cheered her, patting her on the back 
and insisting that she stay and drink with them, while others who had 
finished their last drinks long ago got up and left, chatting excitedly. 
Rounds of ale and mead were ordered, and Astrid revelled in the 
atmosphere and drank for free, long into the night.



Astrid sat alone at a small table in a tavern, surveying the other 
patrons for a mark. Her companions had turned in for the night. 
Whether to sleep, or study, or meditate, it was not her business. This, 
right here, was her wind-down. Surrounded by ruckus and drinking, 
Astrid felt calm and at home.

She listened carefully to all the sounds of the crowded room, 
allowing her gaze to drift among the townsfolk and travellers, focusing 
on each group briefly, just long enough to catch a snippet of their 
conversation, their mood. The bard sipped at her second ale for the 
evening and observed.

A young man, sounding too weary for his age, spoke into his ale, 
his head in his hands. "Been married not more than two summers and 
she's already wand'rin'..."

Astrid’s attention moved on to the next table.
"You tell him if I see his damned dog near my sheep again, he’ll 

have more than the mutt’s safety to worry about”, growled an aging 
man to a woman sitting across from him.

The tittering of a group of young women. "While the cat’s away, 
the mice will play,” said one of the women, “and he’s one big 
handsome mouse!” The group erupted into giggles and cheers of 
agreeance.

Although Astrid always enjoyed some good gossip, it was not 
what she was looking for tonight. Her gaze continued around the room.

A middle-aged man argued with the person across from him, a 
man who was about half his age. "You’d be a fool to believe it’s really 
a bloody dragon!"

Astrid's eyes flicked to the speaker; a balding man who was past 
the prime of his life, with leathery skin from too many years spent in 
the sun. Probably a farmer. He was seated near the end of a long table 
with a dozen or so men of varied ages. Her mouth slowly pulled into a 

thin-lipped smile. She finished her drink and stood up, walking toward 
the bar on the premise of ordering another.

"Well Aeda said Gareth told her he saw a dragon flying around 
north of Helm's Hold." The young man leaned forward slightly and 
gestured at himself. "I may not be well travelled, but I bet he'd know a 
dragon when he saw one."

The older man frowned and folded his arms on the table. 
"Bollocks. He might recognise one up close, but how's he to know a 
dragon from a hippogriff when it's a-whirlin' about in the sky?"

Instead of continuing to the bar, Astrid pulled a seat from a 
neighbouring table and parked it between the arguing men, scraping it 
across the wooden floor noisily and drawing a few glares from further 
down the table. As she sat down, the older man turned to look at her, 
still frowning, but with one eyebrow raised a little.

The bard addressed the younger of the two. "Your friend Gareth is 
no liar, and no fool." The old farmer gave a harumph, and Astrid turned 
to him, straight-faced. "What kind of hippogriff has fangs like this?" 
she asked, as she pulled a dragon's tooth from her pocket and placed it 
on the table between the three of them. The woman controlled her 
smile as the men leaned in for a closer look at the object, their jaws 
slack and their eyes wide. "I can tell you, firsthand, that there was 
definitely a dragon in that vicinity but a few days ago. In fact there still 
is, in the town square of Thundertree, but I promise you it is quite 
dead." Both men looked up at her and she offered a charming—if a 
little smug—smile.

"My friends and I travelled to Thundertree to speak to an old druid 
who lives there. He told us of a dragon that had made its lair in the 
great tower in the middle of town. It had been terrorising nearby 
regions, and would surely only expand its reach if it were left to its 
own devices."

Astrid paused a moment, both to give her audience time to realise 
what was coming, and to summon an Unseen Servant, one hand 
making detailed gestures under the table while she quietly hummed a 
series of notes that commanded arcane power.

The younger man broke the silence. “So you fought the dragon?” 
he asked.

Astrid laced her fingers together in front of her and relaxed back in 
her seat. “Well the town was also plagued by zombies, as we learnt 
very soon after we arrived. A dragon is quite enough to deal with, 
without the threat of undead at our backs. So we checked every 
building in the town, and laid to rest every foul zombie we came 
across.” She sat up then, and took a moment to look each of the men in 
the eye, as she continued her story.

“Ordinarily, I would not bother with such tiresome details as a few 
mere zombies, but these were no ordinary zombies!” She pulled her 
headscarf down over her nose and mouth, muffling her voice slightly, 
and forcing the men to lean in close to hear her. “For every injury we 
dealt the wretched souls, they returned with not only vicious clawing 
swipes,” Astrid’s fingers twitched, “but also with clouds of noxious 
ash.”

Just as the bard finished, a small cloud of ash exploded above the 
table between the three of them, eliciting a startled yelp from the 
young man, followed by panicked coughing. At the same time, the 
older man lurched back in his seat and covered his ale with a hand. A 
few people further down the table had turned to see what the 
commotion was about. Astrid lifted her scarf back up over her 
forehead and smiled reassuringly at the younger man, wiping her hand 
across the table where the ash was now settling, showing it to be an 
illusion, and causing it to fade away. He cleared his throat, regaining 
his composure, and took a large swig of mead.

“My friends and I were surprised to find one of the crumbling 
houses had been shored up and fortified, clearly occupied by someone 
who cared more for his safety than would a zombie. We knocked 
politely on the door, expecting perhaps another band of adventurers 
preparing for a mighty battle against the local dragon.”

She paused to drink a mouthful of ale from the mug that had 
slowly inched its way to her from in front of the old farmer, courtesy 
of her Servant.

“Instead we were greeted by a group of evil cultists who planned 
to ally with the dragon and wreak havoc in Neverwinter! One of the 
shuttered windows burst into splinters,” the bard thumped the table 
hard with her fist, almost spilling some drinks, and waking a drunk that 
was dozing at the bar, “and a bolt of lightning came streaking out of it, 
almost hitting Errol. Luckily, he’s an agile fellow, and sharp-witted, so 
he was able to dive out of the way. I tried to reason with them, but it 
was clear that the crazed fanatics wanted nothing but blood.”

The old man went to drink from his mug but found only air in front 
of him. He looked down at the table, then across to the ale Astrid had 
been drinking, and frowned, snatching it back from her. The bard only 
grinned and continued her story.

“The lead cultist was just about to cast a deadly spell, aimed right 
at me, when a two arrows came hissing past my ear, one after the other, 
fired seemingly out of nowhere.” A few listeners flinched slightly, as if 
they heard the arrows nearby. “My stealthy half-elven friend Rael had 
sneaked into the bushes and was poised to attack at the first sign of 
trouble. The first shot struck the leader in his heart, followed 
immediately by a piercing shot to the eye. He slumped to the ground, 
dead.

“While we were occupied at the window, Errol, Kryella, and 
Russell were forcing their way into the building. The cultists could not 

be allowed to escape and continue their evil scheme.”
Astrid smacked her palm on the table once, startling a woman 

sitting at a table behind her.
“They charged at the barred door, determined to knock it down.” 

said Astrid, her voice low and calm.
Smack!
“The door didn’t budge, but we all knew nothing could stand 

against their combined might forever.”
Smack!
“It made a crunching noise this time. It was weakening.”
Smack!
“The door broke,” she exclaimed, “but it remained in place.”
This time she thumped the table with both hands, loudly.
“They crashed into the building, splinters of wood flying 

everywhere. The remaining cultists were in the next room, trading 
missiles with us, both magical and physical, but they had become 
aware of the intruders.”

Astrid’s audience now included everyone at her table, as well a 
few folks around them, and even the bartender seemed to be paying 
attention from afar.

“I heard a cry of rage from inside the house, then saw Kryella’s 
greataxe blade crash through the door of the room containing our 
enemies. Then it was pulled away, and the fearsome warrior yelled 
again. This time the axe came through the door fully, followed 
immediately by the enraged tiefling. But one of the dragon cultists was 
ready for her, and he was about to attack her as she stumbled in, when 
there was a sudden BOOM” the bard shouted, “and our foes were all 
blasted away from her, a couple of them smacking hard against the 
wall and becoming dazed. I barely had time to wonder what in the 
Nine Hells had happened, when I heard breathy chuckling behind me. 

I turned to see my dragonborn friend flexing his fingers and grinning. 
Our enigmatic sorcerer was very pleased with himself.” the woman 
said with a laugh. “I spared barely a moment to return his grin, but 
when I looked back to the fight, Russell, Errol, and Kryella were 
already overwhelming the cultists. Although the magic-users were not 
well suited for close combat, they were unwilling to surrender. It did 
not end well for them.”

Astrid retrieved the dragon’s tooth from the middle of the table 
and pocketed it. She pushed her chair back, stood up, and stretched.

“So what of the dragon then?” asked the old farmer.
The bard looked around the dimly lit tavern. Expectant faces of all 

ages and backgrounds surrounded her. She smiled radiantly and began 
to address the whole room, walking through her audience and looking 
each person in the eye as she went.

“Well, after the fight with the cultists, we dared not go straight for 
the dragon. We feared our chances were slim enough without trying to 
take on the beast whilst still weary from the last fight”, she explained. 
“We walked back to the druid’s hut and rested there while we 
recovered. The old druid, Reidoth, gave us as much information about 
the dragon as he could. At first light, we set out to ambush the tower 
where the monster had taken up residence.”

She made her way back to the area where she had begun her story. 
“Simply rushing into the tower would have meant certain death for all 
of us. We had to employ a strategy that would take the beast by 
surprise, and keep its attention divided.” The seat Astrid had earlier 
been sitting on swung around to face her—propelled by an invisible 
force—its back propped against the long table. “I tied a length of rope 
to a bolt, a makeshift grappling hook, and fired it up onto the collapsed 
roof of the tall keep.” She mimed shooting a crossbow into the air, then 
tugging a rope. “Rael and I climbed to the top of the tower to attack 

from above”, she said as she leapt up onto the table, using the chair as 
a step. The two men at the end pulled their drinks in close to their 
chests protectively, but did not take their eyes off her. She looked down 
at their eager faces.

“That was when I saw it”, she said gravely.
“A huge green reptillian beast filled the floor at the bottom of the 

tower, apparently resting. I gave the signal for our sorcerer to move 
into position outside a window, while the rest of the ground party 
sneaked into the keep’s annexe to begin the assault. My ranger friend 
and I aimed our weapons at the dragon below, and waited to attack as 
soon as the action started.”

Astrid began to pace along the length of the table, and drinks 
magically slid out of her way as she passed. “After a few brief 
moments, the dragon’s head suddenly flicked toward the door to the 
side room my friends had just entered,” she mimicked the dragon’s 
actions as she spoke, “and swiped the door right off its hinges, 
snarling. We shot its neck and head, but the beast didn’t seem to notice, 
intent on its prey at ground level. Before my friends were able to 
attack, the dragon’s chest swelled, and great blast of poison breath 
erupted from its mouth into the next room.” An acrid odor permeated 
the air in the tavern. “I heard my friends below cry out. Kryella  the 
Unyielding barrelled through the doorway and started attacking the 
beast with a ferocity I had never seen before, roaring as she went. But 
it was clear that she was badly injured from the poison blast, and if the 
toughest member of our party was so hurt, I feared greatly for the 
others I could not see.” She stopped pacing and held her hand out, 
palm down, with fingers outstretched. “I cast a healing spell into the 
room below, the strongest one I knew, and prayed it would be enough.

“Beside me, Rael continued to rain arrows down upon the dragon, 
every one hitting its mark. I joined in with my crossbow. Looking 

down into the tower, I saw Russell run in and begin expertly slashing 
away at our enemy with his sword, the battle-hardened war hero 
apparently unfazed by his near death only moments ago.” Echoes of 
fighting could be heard in the tavern, but all eyes remained fixed on the 
bard. “A movement outside the building caught my eye; Errol ran out 
the door, stopping briefly to help his sorcerer friend who had been 
knocked down by the initial blast. Realising he was overmatched and 
fearing for the lives of his friends, Errol the Fleet sprinted as fast as he 
could down the hill to seek aid from the old druid, his goblin 
companion in close pursuit.

“The battle raged on down below. The dragon slashed and snapped 
at the tiefling, sometimes connecting and causing great damage, but 
Kryella never showed any sign of slowing. Firebolts began striking the 
monster’s face, thrown from the distant window, and Russell the Brave 
used the distraction to deftly cut and jab at its belly, dodging out of the 
way when the dragon’s deadly tail swiped at him.”

Astrid leaned down to come face-to-face with a swarthy man in his 
thirties. “We kept firing our missiles from above, trying to wear down 
its defences.” She picked up his ale and drained it, before standing up 
and continuing. “For each arrow loosed from the bow of Rael the True, 
a dozen more magically appeared around it to strike his target. The 
dragon paid us no heed, and once again drew a great breath, but before 
it could release its toxic blast, a bolt of lightning struck it in the chest.” 
She threw out her hand and a shower of sparks erupted in the middle 
of the room, causing a few shrieks of alarm. “Our sorcerer friend’s 
draconic heritage gave him a deadly breath weapon of his own”, Astrid 
said with a sly smile. “The green beast faltered, then blew out a surge 
of poison gas anyway, but my friends were able to avoid the attack.

“Blows were traded for many minutes, and both sides were 
beginning to look rather worse for wear. The dragon must have 

realised it was doomed, for it rose up on its hind legs and took flight, 
barely able to spread its leathery wings in the tower. Rael and I kept 
pelting it with arrows and bolts, hoping to take it down before it 
reached us.” Her pacing brought her to the end of the table where she 
had initally jumped up. “Unfortunately the beast still had enough fight 
left to attack us on the roof before making its retreat. It slashed at me 
with its sharp talons, landing a painful blow and knocking me off 
balance.” As she said this, three parallel stripes of blood appeared 
across her side, and she stumbled backwards, flailing her arms as one 
of her heels went off the edge. A few people gasped, and the young 
man that had started the discussion jumped out of his seat to catch her, 
but she regained her balance and continued. “I barely avoided falling 
to my death, so I escaped down the rope we had used to climb up as 
quickly as I could. By the time I reached the ground, the dragon had 
left the rooftop, faltering in its flight, chased by many arrows from the 
half-elf’s deadly bow.”

The tavern was silent, all eyes on Astrid. Only the two men she 
had started talking to knew how the story ended. “Errol had returned 
with Reidoth, who was tending to my badly wounded friends. Our 
sorcerer threw a fireball at the dragon, and it lurched to one side, but 
did not fall. Just when I thought the monster would escape, that we had 
failed, a volley of magic missiles whistled through the air, connecting 
with the dragon’s throat. It stopped flapping its wings and tumbled to 
the ground in the town square.”

The room erupted with cheers and whoops of celebration. The 
bard revelled in the emotion for a few moments, then raised her voice 
over the ruckus. “We all raced down the hill to make sure it was really 
dead and to get a better look at our prize. The beast had slid through the 
town square, leaving a trail of blood and knocking down the statue of 
Palien. It was definitely dead. While the rest of us regrouped and 

celebrated our victory, the ranger went to work on the fallen dragon, 
taking a knife from his pack and carefully rending skin from flesh. In 
less than an hour, Rael had meticulously gathered every square foot of 
the precious hide, as well as retrieving various valuable parts including 
fangs and claws. When the half-elf had finished his gory work, our 
dragonborn friend got up and walked over to the beast with his own 
dagger.”

Astrid’s fingers flicked subtly, and a very faint rumble began to 
sound in the tavern. No one noticed yet. “The sorcerer took his dagger 
and plunged it deep into the flayed dragon’s breast, slicing downward 
and ripping open its ribcage. The sky grew dark as he reached into the 
still-warm body and tore out its heart. I was unable to take my eyes off 
the scene in front of me, but I knew there were no clouds moments ago 
to explain the sudden eerie darkness. Our enigmatic friend held the 
huge heart aloft, blood seeping down his forearms. We heard a distant 
rumbling that grew ever louder as the seconds passed by.” The thunder 
in the room increased, mirroring her story, and the tavern patrons 
slowly became aware of it, unsure if it was their own imagination at 
first.

“None of us could speak or move. It was clear now that the roaring 
thunder was focused on the dragonborn, as he reverently drew the 
dripping heart toward his chest.” She mimed the action, the crowd 
listening in silence once again. “I looked on, awestruck, as he pushed 
the organ into his chest, and it seemed to be absorbed into him, leaving 
no trace of blood on his torso. In an instant, the thunder stopped, and 
was replaced by absolute silence, and a blinding burst of light that 
engulfed the draconic man. I blinked a few times to clear my vision, 
and the darkness quickly gave way to the natural light of dawn. I, and 
the rest of my party, stared in wonder at our friend. He stood 
motionless, silent, his head held high. His scales, which were dull blue 

only moments ago, now shimmered between green and blue in the 
morning light. The dragonborn turned his head to look at us and, 
seeing our open-mouthed stares, grinned widely. That man has been 
nothing but surprising since I met him.” She laughed. “I hope that 
never changes.”

The bard jumped down from the table, landing gracefully despite 
her inebriated state. Some folks cheered her, patting her on the back 
and insisting that she stay and drink with them, while others who had 
finished their last drinks long ago got up and left, chatting excitedly. 
Rounds of ale and mead were ordered, and Astrid revelled in the 
atmosphere and drank for free, long into the night.



Astrid sat alone at a small table in a tavern, surveying the other 
patrons for a mark. Her companions had turned in for the night. 
Whether to sleep, or study, or meditate, it was not her business. This, 
right here, was her wind-down. Surrounded by ruckus and drinking, 
Astrid felt calm and at home.

She listened carefully to all the sounds of the crowded room, 
allowing her gaze to drift among the townsfolk and travellers, focusing 
on each group briefly, just long enough to catch a snippet of their 
conversation, their mood. The bard sipped at her second ale for the 
evening and observed.

A young man, sounding too weary for his age, spoke into his ale, 
his head in his hands. "Been married not more than two summers and 
she's already wand'rin'..."

Astrid’s attention moved on to the next table.
"You tell him if I see his damned dog near my sheep again, he’ll 

have more than the mutt’s safety to worry about”, growled an aging 
man to a woman sitting across from him.

The tittering of a group of young women. "While the cat’s away, 
the mice will play,” said one of the women, “and he’s one big 
handsome mouse!” The group erupted into giggles and cheers of 
agreeance.

Although Astrid always enjoyed some good gossip, it was not 
what she was looking for tonight. Her gaze continued around the room.

A middle-aged man argued with the person across from him, a 
man who was about half his age. "You’d be a fool to believe it’s really 
a bloody dragon!"

Astrid's eyes flicked to the speaker; a balding man who was past 
the prime of his life, with leathery skin from too many years spent in 
the sun. Probably a farmer. He was seated near the end of a long table 
with a dozen or so men of varied ages. Her mouth slowly pulled into a 

thin-lipped smile. She finished her drink and stood up, walking toward 
the bar on the premise of ordering another.

"Well Aeda said Gareth told her he saw a dragon flying around 
north of Helm's Hold." The young man leaned forward slightly and 
gestured at himself. "I may not be well travelled, but I bet he'd know a 
dragon when he saw one."

The older man frowned and folded his arms on the table. 
"Bollocks. He might recognise one up close, but how's he to know a 
dragon from a hippogriff when it's a-whirlin' about in the sky?"

Instead of continuing to the bar, Astrid pulled a seat from a 
neighbouring table and parked it between the arguing men, scraping it 
across the wooden floor noisily and drawing a few glares from further 
down the table. As she sat down, the older man turned to look at her, 
still frowning, but with one eyebrow raised a little.

The bard addressed the younger of the two. "Your friend Gareth is 
no liar, and no fool." The old farmer gave a harumph, and Astrid turned 
to him, straight-faced. "What kind of hippogriff has fangs like this?" 
she asked, as she pulled a dragon's tooth from her pocket and placed it 
on the table between the three of them. The woman controlled her 
smile as the men leaned in for a closer look at the object, their jaws 
slack and their eyes wide. "I can tell you, firsthand, that there was 
definitely a dragon in that vicinity but a few days ago. In fact there still 
is, in the town square of Thundertree, but I promise you it is quite 
dead." Both men looked up at her and she offered a charming—if a 
little smug—smile.

"My friends and I travelled to Thundertree to speak to an old druid 
who lives there. He told us of a dragon that had made its lair in the 
great tower in the middle of town. It had been terrorising nearby 
regions, and would surely only expand its reach if it were left to its 
own devices."

Astrid paused a moment, both to give her audience time to realise 
what was coming, and to summon an Unseen Servant, one hand 
making detailed gestures under the table while she quietly hummed a 
series of notes that commanded arcane power.

The younger man broke the silence. “So you fought the dragon?” 
he asked.

Astrid laced her fingers together in front of her and relaxed back in 
her seat. “Well the town was also plagued by zombies, as we learnt 
very soon after we arrived. A dragon is quite enough to deal with, 
without the threat of undead at our backs. So we checked every 
building in the town, and laid to rest every foul zombie we came 
across.” She sat up then, and took a moment to look each of the men in 
the eye, as she continued her story.

“Ordinarily, I would not bother with such tiresome details as a few 
mere zombies, but these were no ordinary zombies!” She pulled her 
headscarf down over her nose and mouth, muffling her voice slightly, 
and forcing the men to lean in close to hear her. “For every injury we 
dealt the wretched souls, they returned with not only vicious clawing 
swipes,” Astrid’s fingers twitched, “but also with clouds of noxious 
ash.”

Just as the bard finished, a small cloud of ash exploded above the 
table between the three of them, eliciting a startled yelp from the 
young man, followed by panicked coughing. At the same time, the 
older man lurched back in his seat and covered his ale with a hand. A 
few people further down the table had turned to see what the 
commotion was about. Astrid lifted her scarf back up over her 
forehead and smiled reassuringly at the younger man, wiping her hand 
across the table where the ash was now settling, showing it to be an 
illusion, and causing it to fade away. He cleared his throat, regaining 
his composure, and took a large swig of mead.

“My friends and I were surprised to find one of the crumbling 
houses had been shored up and fortified, clearly occupied by someone 
who cared more for his safety than would a zombie. We knocked 
politely on the door, expecting perhaps another band of adventurers 
preparing for a mighty battle against the local dragon.”

She paused to drink a mouthful of ale from the mug that had 
slowly inched its way to her from in front of the old farmer, courtesy 
of her Servant.

“Instead we were greeted by a group of evil cultists who planned 
to ally with the dragon and wreak havoc in Neverwinter! One of the 
shuttered windows burst into splinters,” the bard thumped the table 
hard with her fist, almost spilling some drinks, and waking a drunk that 
was dozing at the bar, “and a bolt of lightning came streaking out of it, 
almost hitting Errol. Luckily, he’s an agile fellow, and sharp-witted, so 
he was able to dive out of the way. I tried to reason with them, but it 
was clear that the crazed fanatics wanted nothing but blood.”

The old man went to drink from his mug but found only air in front 
of him. He looked down at the table, then across to the ale Astrid had 
been drinking, and frowned, snatching it back from her. The bard only 
grinned and continued her story.

“The lead cultist was just about to cast a deadly spell, aimed right 
at me, when a two arrows came hissing past my ear, one after the other, 
fired seemingly out of nowhere.” A few listeners flinched slightly, as if 
they heard the arrows nearby. “My stealthy half-elven friend Rael had 
sneaked into the bushes and was poised to attack at the first sign of 
trouble. The first shot struck the leader in his heart, followed 
immediately by a piercing shot to the eye. He slumped to the ground, 
dead.

“While we were occupied at the window, Errol, Kryella, and 
Russell were forcing their way into the building. The cultists could not 

be allowed to escape and continue their evil scheme.”
Astrid smacked her palm on the table once, startling a woman 

sitting at a table behind her.
“They charged at the barred door, determined to knock it down.” 

said Astrid, her voice low and calm.
Smack!
“The door didn’t budge, but we all knew nothing could stand 

against their combined might forever.”
Smack!
“It made a crunching noise this time. It was weakening.”
Smack!
“The door broke,” she exclaimed, “but it remained in place.”
This time she thumped the table with both hands, loudly.
“They crashed into the building, splinters of wood flying 

everywhere. The remaining cultists were in the next room, trading 
missiles with us, both magical and physical, but they had become 
aware of the intruders.”

Astrid’s audience now included everyone at her table, as well a 
few folks around them, and even the bartender seemed to be paying 
attention from afar.

“I heard a cry of rage from inside the house, then saw Kryella’s 
greataxe blade crash through the door of the room containing our 
enemies. Then it was pulled away, and the fearsome warrior yelled 
again. This time the axe came through the door fully, followed 
immediately by the enraged tiefling. But one of the dragon cultists was 
ready for her, and he was about to attack her as she stumbled in, when 
there was a sudden BOOM” the bard shouted, “and our foes were all 
blasted away from her, a couple of them smacking hard against the 
wall and becoming dazed. I barely had time to wonder what in the 
Nine Hells had happened, when I heard breathy chuckling behind me. 

I turned to see my dragonborn friend flexing his fingers and grinning. 
Our enigmatic sorcerer was very pleased with himself.” the woman 
said with a laugh. “I spared barely a moment to return his grin, but 
when I looked back to the fight, Russell, Errol, and Kryella were 
already overwhelming the cultists. Although the magic-users were not 
well suited for close combat, they were unwilling to surrender. It did 
not end well for them.”

Astrid retrieved the dragon’s tooth from the middle of the table 
and pocketed it. She pushed her chair back, stood up, and stretched.

“So what of the dragon then?” asked the old farmer.
The bard looked around the dimly lit tavern. Expectant faces of all 

ages and backgrounds surrounded her. She smiled radiantly and began 
to address the whole room, walking through her audience and looking 
each person in the eye as she went.

“Well, after the fight with the cultists, we dared not go straight for 
the dragon. We feared our chances were slim enough without trying to 
take on the beast whilst still weary from the last fight”, she explained. 
“We walked back to the druid’s hut and rested there while we 
recovered. The old druid, Reidoth, gave us as much information about 
the dragon as he could. At first light, we set out to ambush the tower 
where the monster had taken up residence.”

She made her way back to the area where she had begun her story. 
“Simply rushing into the tower would have meant certain death for all 
of us. We had to employ a strategy that would take the beast by 
surprise, and keep its attention divided.” The seat Astrid had earlier 
been sitting on swung around to face her—propelled by an invisible 
force—its back propped against the long table. “I tied a length of rope 
to a bolt, a makeshift grappling hook, and fired it up onto the collapsed 
roof of the tall keep.” She mimed shooting a crossbow into the air, then 
tugging a rope. “Rael and I climbed to the top of the tower to attack 

from above”, she said as she leapt up onto the table, using the chair as 
a step. The two men at the end pulled their drinks in close to their 
chests protectively, but did not take their eyes off her. She looked down 
at their eager faces.

“That was when I saw it”, she said gravely.
“A huge green reptillian beast filled the floor at the bottom of the 

tower, apparently resting. I gave the signal for our sorcerer to move 
into position outside a window, while the rest of the ground party 
sneaked into the keep’s annexe to begin the assault. My ranger friend 
and I aimed our weapons at the dragon below, and waited to attack as 
soon as the action started.”

Astrid began to pace along the length of the table, and drinks 
magically slid out of her way as she passed. “After a few brief 
moments, the dragon’s head suddenly flicked toward the door to the 
side room my friends had just entered,” she mimicked the dragon’s 
actions as she spoke, “and swiped the door right off its hinges, 
snarling. We shot its neck and head, but the beast didn’t seem to notice, 
intent on its prey at ground level. Before my friends were able to 
attack, the dragon’s chest swelled, and great blast of poison breath 
erupted from its mouth into the next room.” An acrid odor permeated 
the air in the tavern. “I heard my friends below cry out. Kryella  the 
Unyielding barrelled through the doorway and started attacking the 
beast with a ferocity I had never seen before, roaring as she went. But 
it was clear that she was badly injured from the poison blast, and if the 
toughest member of our party was so hurt, I feared greatly for the 
others I could not see.” She stopped pacing and held her hand out, 
palm down, with fingers outstretched. “I cast a healing spell into the 
room below, the strongest one I knew, and prayed it would be enough.

“Beside me, Rael continued to rain arrows down upon the dragon, 
every one hitting its mark. I joined in with my crossbow. Looking 

down into the tower, I saw Russell run in and begin expertly slashing 
away at our enemy with his sword, the battle-hardened war hero 
apparently unfazed by his near death only moments ago.” Echoes of 
fighting could be heard in the tavern, but all eyes remained fixed on the 
bard. “A movement outside the building caught my eye; Errol ran out 
the door, stopping briefly to help his sorcerer friend who had been 
knocked down by the initial blast. Realising he was overmatched and 
fearing for the lives of his friends, Errol the Fleet sprinted as fast as he 
could down the hill to seek aid from the old druid, his goblin 
companion in close pursuit.

“The battle raged on down below. The dragon slashed and snapped 
at the tiefling, sometimes connecting and causing great damage, but 
Kryella never showed any sign of slowing. Firebolts began striking the 
monster’s face, thrown from the distant window, and Russell the Brave 
used the distraction to deftly cut and jab at its belly, dodging out of the 
way when the dragon’s deadly tail swiped at him.”

Astrid leaned down to come face-to-face with a swarthy man in his 
thirties. “We kept firing our missiles from above, trying to wear down 
its defences.” She picked up his ale and drained it, before standing up 
and continuing. “For each arrow loosed from the bow of Rael the True, 
a dozen more magically appeared around it to strike his target. The 
dragon paid us no heed, and once again drew a great breath, but before 
it could release its toxic blast, a bolt of lightning struck it in the chest.” 
She threw out her hand and a shower of sparks erupted in the middle 
of the room, causing a few shrieks of alarm. “Our sorcerer friend’s 
draconic heritage gave him a deadly breath weapon of his own”, Astrid 
said with a sly smile. “The green beast faltered, then blew out a surge 
of poison gas anyway, but my friends were able to avoid the attack.

“Blows were traded for many minutes, and both sides were 
beginning to look rather worse for wear. The dragon must have 

realised it was doomed, for it rose up on its hind legs and took flight, 
barely able to spread its leathery wings in the tower. Rael and I kept 
pelting it with arrows and bolts, hoping to take it down before it 
reached us.” Her pacing brought her to the end of the table where she 
had initally jumped up. “Unfortunately the beast still had enough fight 
left to attack us on the roof before making its retreat. It slashed at me 
with its sharp talons, landing a painful blow and knocking me off 
balance.” As she said this, three parallel stripes of blood appeared 
across her side, and she stumbled backwards, flailing her arms as one 
of her heels went off the edge. A few people gasped, and the young 
man that had started the discussion jumped out of his seat to catch her, 
but she regained her balance and continued. “I barely avoided falling 
to my death, so I escaped down the rope we had used to climb up as 
quickly as I could. By the time I reached the ground, the dragon had 
left the rooftop, faltering in its flight, chased by many arrows from the 
half-elf’s deadly bow.”

The tavern was silent, all eyes on Astrid. Only the two men she 
had started talking to knew how the story ended. “Errol had returned 
with Reidoth, who was tending to my badly wounded friends. Our 
sorcerer threw a fireball at the dragon, and it lurched to one side, but 
did not fall. Just when I thought the monster would escape, that we had 
failed, a volley of magic missiles whistled through the air, connecting 
with the dragon’s throat. It stopped flapping its wings and tumbled to 
the ground in the town square.”

The room erupted with cheers and whoops of celebration. The 
bard revelled in the emotion for a few moments, then raised her voice 
over the ruckus. “We all raced down the hill to make sure it was really 
dead and to get a better look at our prize. The beast had slid through the 
town square, leaving a trail of blood and knocking down the statue of 
Palien. It was definitely dead. While the rest of us regrouped and 

celebrated our victory, the ranger went to work on the fallen dragon, 
taking a knife from his pack and carefully rending skin from flesh. In 
less than an hour, Rael had meticulously gathered every square foot of 
the precious hide, as well as retrieving various valuable parts including 
fangs and claws. When the half-elf had finished his gory work, our 
dragonborn friend got up and walked over to the beast with his own 
dagger.”

Astrid’s fingers flicked subtly, and a very faint rumble began to 
sound in the tavern. No one noticed yet. “The sorcerer took his dagger 
and plunged it deep into the flayed dragon’s breast, slicing downward 
and ripping open its ribcage. The sky grew dark as he reached into the 
still-warm body and tore out its heart. I was unable to take my eyes off 
the scene in front of me, but I knew there were no clouds moments ago 
to explain the sudden eerie darkness. Our enigmatic friend held the 
huge heart aloft, blood seeping down his forearms. We heard a distant 
rumbling that grew ever louder as the seconds passed by.” The thunder 
in the room increased, mirroring her story, and the tavern patrons 
slowly became aware of it, unsure if it was their own imagination at 
first.

“None of us could speak or move. It was clear now that the roaring 
thunder was focused on the dragonborn, as he reverently drew the 
dripping heart toward his chest.” She mimed the action, the crowd 
listening in silence once again. “I looked on, awestruck, as he pushed 
the organ into his chest, and it seemed to be absorbed into him, leaving 
no trace of blood on his torso. In an instant, the thunder stopped, and 
was replaced by absolute silence, and a blinding burst of light that 
engulfed the draconic man. I blinked a few times to clear my vision, 
and the darkness quickly gave way to the natural light of dawn. I, and 
the rest of my party, stared in wonder at our friend. He stood 
motionless, silent, his head held high. His scales, which were dull blue 

only moments ago, now shimmered between green and blue in the 
morning light. The dragonborn turned his head to look at us and, 
seeing our open-mouthed stares, grinned widely. That man has been 
nothing but surprising since I met him.” She laughed. “I hope that 
never changes.”

The bard jumped down from the table, landing gracefully despite 
her inebriated state. Some folks cheered her, patting her on the back 
and insisting that she stay and drink with them, while others who had 
finished their last drinks long ago got up and left, chatting excitedly. 
Rounds of ale and mead were ordered, and Astrid revelled in the 
atmosphere and drank for free, long into the night.



Astrid sat alone at a small table in a tavern, surveying the other 
patrons for a mark. Her companions had turned in for the night. 
Whether to sleep, or study, or meditate, it was not her business. This, 
right here, was her wind-down. Surrounded by ruckus and drinking, 
Astrid felt calm and at home.

She listened carefully to all the sounds of the crowded room, 
allowing her gaze to drift among the townsfolk and travellers, focusing 
on each group briefly, just long enough to catch a snippet of their 
conversation, their mood. The bard sipped at her second ale for the 
evening and observed.

A young man, sounding too weary for his age, spoke into his ale, 
his head in his hands. "Been married not more than two summers and 
she's already wand'rin'..."

Astrid’s attention moved on to the next table.
"You tell him if I see his damned dog near my sheep again, he’ll 

have more than the mutt’s safety to worry about”, growled an aging 
man to a woman sitting across from him.

The tittering of a group of young women. "While the cat’s away, 
the mice will play,” said one of the women, “and he’s one big 
handsome mouse!” The group erupted into giggles and cheers of 
agreeance.

Although Astrid always enjoyed some good gossip, it was not 
what she was looking for tonight. Her gaze continued around the room.

A middle-aged man argued with the person across from him, a 
man who was about half his age. "You’d be a fool to believe it’s really 
a bloody dragon!"

Astrid's eyes flicked to the speaker; a balding man who was past 
the prime of his life, with leathery skin from too many years spent in 
the sun. Probably a farmer. He was seated near the end of a long table 
with a dozen or so men of varied ages. Her mouth slowly pulled into a 

thin-lipped smile. She finished her drink and stood up, walking toward 
the bar on the premise of ordering another.

"Well Aeda said Gareth told her he saw a dragon flying around 
north of Helm's Hold." The young man leaned forward slightly and 
gestured at himself. "I may not be well travelled, but I bet he'd know a 
dragon when he saw one."

The older man frowned and folded his arms on the table. 
"Bollocks. He might recognise one up close, but how's he to know a 
dragon from a hippogriff when it's a-whirlin' about in the sky?"

Instead of continuing to the bar, Astrid pulled a seat from a 
neighbouring table and parked it between the arguing men, scraping it 
across the wooden floor noisily and drawing a few glares from further 
down the table. As she sat down, the older man turned to look at her, 
still frowning, but with one eyebrow raised a little.

The bard addressed the younger of the two. "Your friend Gareth is 
no liar, and no fool." The old farmer gave a harumph, and Astrid turned 
to him, straight-faced. "What kind of hippogriff has fangs like this?" 
she asked, as she pulled a dragon's tooth from her pocket and placed it 
on the table between the three of them. The woman controlled her 
smile as the men leaned in for a closer look at the object, their jaws 
slack and their eyes wide. "I can tell you, firsthand, that there was 
definitely a dragon in that vicinity but a few days ago. In fact there still 
is, in the town square of Thundertree, but I promise you it is quite 
dead." Both men looked up at her and she offered a charming—if a 
little smug—smile.

"My friends and I travelled to Thundertree to speak to an old druid 
who lives there. He told us of a dragon that had made its lair in the 
great tower in the middle of town. It had been terrorising nearby 
regions, and would surely only expand its reach if it were left to its 
own devices."

Astrid paused a moment, both to give her audience time to realise 
what was coming, and to summon an Unseen Servant, one hand 
making detailed gestures under the table while she quietly hummed a 
series of notes that commanded arcane power.

The younger man broke the silence. “So you fought the dragon?” 
he asked.

Astrid laced her fingers together in front of her and relaxed back in 
her seat. “Well the town was also plagued by zombies, as we learnt 
very soon after we arrived. A dragon is quite enough to deal with, 
without the threat of undead at our backs. So we checked every 
building in the town, and laid to rest every foul zombie we came 
across.” She sat up then, and took a moment to look each of the men in 
the eye, as she continued her story.

“Ordinarily, I would not bother with such tiresome details as a few 
mere zombies, but these were no ordinary zombies!” She pulled her 
headscarf down over her nose and mouth, muffling her voice slightly, 
and forcing the men to lean in close to hear her. “For every injury we 
dealt the wretched souls, they returned with not only vicious clawing 
swipes,” Astrid’s fingers twitched, “but also with clouds of noxious 
ash.”

Just as the bard finished, a small cloud of ash exploded above the 
table between the three of them, eliciting a startled yelp from the 
young man, followed by panicked coughing. At the same time, the 
older man lurched back in his seat and covered his ale with a hand. A 
few people further down the table had turned to see what the 
commotion was about. Astrid lifted her scarf back up over her 
forehead and smiled reassuringly at the younger man, wiping her hand 
across the table where the ash was now settling, showing it to be an 
illusion, and causing it to fade away. He cleared his throat, regaining 
his composure, and took a large swig of mead.

“My friends and I were surprised to find one of the crumbling 
houses had been shored up and fortified, clearly occupied by someone 
who cared more for his safety than would a zombie. We knocked 
politely on the door, expecting perhaps another band of adventurers 
preparing for a mighty battle against the local dragon.”

She paused to drink a mouthful of ale from the mug that had 
slowly inched its way to her from in front of the old farmer, courtesy 
of her Servant.

“Instead we were greeted by a group of evil cultists who planned 
to ally with the dragon and wreak havoc in Neverwinter! One of the 
shuttered windows burst into splinters,” the bard thumped the table 
hard with her fist, almost spilling some drinks, and waking a drunk that 
was dozing at the bar, “and a bolt of lightning came streaking out of it, 
almost hitting Errol. Luckily, he’s an agile fellow, and sharp-witted, so 
he was able to dive out of the way. I tried to reason with them, but it 
was clear that the crazed fanatics wanted nothing but blood.”

The old man went to drink from his mug but found only air in front 
of him. He looked down at the table, then across to the ale Astrid had 
been drinking, and frowned, snatching it back from her. The bard only 
grinned and continued her story.

“The lead cultist was just about to cast a deadly spell, aimed right 
at me, when a two arrows came hissing past my ear, one after the other, 
fired seemingly out of nowhere.” A few listeners flinched slightly, as if 
they heard the arrows nearby. “My stealthy half-elven friend Rael had 
sneaked into the bushes and was poised to attack at the first sign of 
trouble. The first shot struck the leader in his heart, followed 
immediately by a piercing shot to the eye. He slumped to the ground, 
dead.

“While we were occupied at the window, Errol, Kryella, and 
Russell were forcing their way into the building. The cultists could not 

be allowed to escape and continue their evil scheme.”
Astrid smacked her palm on the table once, startling a woman 

sitting at a table behind her.
“They charged at the barred door, determined to knock it down.” 

said Astrid, her voice low and calm.
Smack!
“The door didn’t budge, but we all knew nothing could stand 

against their combined might forever.”
Smack!
“It made a crunching noise this time. It was weakening.”
Smack!
“The door broke,” she exclaimed, “but it remained in place.”
This time she thumped the table with both hands, loudly.
“They crashed into the building, splinters of wood flying 

everywhere. The remaining cultists were in the next room, trading 
missiles with us, both magical and physical, but they had become 
aware of the intruders.”

Astrid’s audience now included everyone at her table, as well a 
few folks around them, and even the bartender seemed to be paying 
attention from afar.

“I heard a cry of rage from inside the house, then saw Kryella’s 
greataxe blade crash through the door of the room containing our 
enemies. Then it was pulled away, and the fearsome warrior yelled 
again. This time the axe came through the door fully, followed 
immediately by the enraged tiefling. But one of the dragon cultists was 
ready for her, and he was about to attack her as she stumbled in, when 
there was a sudden BOOM” the bard shouted, “and our foes were all 
blasted away from her, a couple of them smacking hard against the 
wall and becoming dazed. I barely had time to wonder what in the 
Nine Hells had happened, when I heard breathy chuckling behind me. 

I turned to see my dragonborn friend flexing his fingers and grinning. 
Our enigmatic sorcerer was very pleased with himself.” the woman 
said with a laugh. “I spared barely a moment to return his grin, but 
when I looked back to the fight, Russell, Errol, and Kryella were 
already overwhelming the cultists. Although the magic-users were not 
well suited for close combat, they were unwilling to surrender. It did 
not end well for them.”

Astrid retrieved the dragon’s tooth from the middle of the table 
and pocketed it. She pushed her chair back, stood up, and stretched.

“So what of the dragon then?” asked the old farmer.
The bard looked around the dimly lit tavern. Expectant faces of all 

ages and backgrounds surrounded her. She smiled radiantly and began 
to address the whole room, walking through her audience and looking 
each person in the eye as she went.

“Well, after the fight with the cultists, we dared not go straight for 
the dragon. We feared our chances were slim enough without trying to 
take on the beast whilst still weary from the last fight”, she explained. 
“We walked back to the druid’s hut and rested there while we 
recovered. The old druid, Reidoth, gave us as much information about 
the dragon as he could. At first light, we set out to ambush the tower 
where the monster had taken up residence.”

She made her way back to the area where she had begun her story. 
“Simply rushing into the tower would have meant certain death for all 
of us. We had to employ a strategy that would take the beast by 
surprise, and keep its attention divided.” The seat Astrid had earlier 
been sitting on swung around to face her—propelled by an invisible 
force—its back propped against the long table. “I tied a length of rope 
to a bolt, a makeshift grappling hook, and fired it up onto the collapsed 
roof of the tall keep.” She mimed shooting a crossbow into the air, then 
tugging a rope. “Rael and I climbed to the top of the tower to attack 

from above”, she said as she leapt up onto the table, using the chair as 
a step. The two men at the end pulled their drinks in close to their 
chests protectively, but did not take their eyes off her. She looked down 
at their eager faces.

“That was when I saw it”, she said gravely.
“A huge green reptillian beast filled the floor at the bottom of the 

tower, apparently resting. I gave the signal for our sorcerer to move 
into position outside a window, while the rest of the ground party 
sneaked into the keep’s annexe to begin the assault. My ranger friend 
and I aimed our weapons at the dragon below, and waited to attack as 
soon as the action started.”

Astrid began to pace along the length of the table, and drinks 
magically slid out of her way as she passed. “After a few brief 
moments, the dragon’s head suddenly flicked toward the door to the 
side room my friends had just entered,” she mimicked the dragon’s 
actions as she spoke, “and swiped the door right off its hinges, 
snarling. We shot its neck and head, but the beast didn’t seem to notice, 
intent on its prey at ground level. Before my friends were able to 
attack, the dragon’s chest swelled, and great blast of poison breath 
erupted from its mouth into the next room.” An acrid odor permeated 
the air in the tavern. “I heard my friends below cry out. Kryella  the 
Unyielding barrelled through the doorway and started attacking the 
beast with a ferocity I had never seen before, roaring as she went. But 
it was clear that she was badly injured from the poison blast, and if the 
toughest member of our party was so hurt, I feared greatly for the 
others I could not see.” She stopped pacing and held her hand out, 
palm down, with fingers outstretched. “I cast a healing spell into the 
room below, the strongest one I knew, and prayed it would be enough.

“Beside me, Rael continued to rain arrows down upon the dragon, 
every one hitting its mark. I joined in with my crossbow. Looking 

down into the tower, I saw Russell run in and begin expertly slashing 
away at our enemy with his sword, the battle-hardened war hero 
apparently unfazed by his near death only moments ago.” Echoes of 
fighting could be heard in the tavern, but all eyes remained fixed on the 
bard. “A movement outside the building caught my eye; Errol ran out 
the door, stopping briefly to help his sorcerer friend who had been 
knocked down by the initial blast. Realising he was overmatched and 
fearing for the lives of his friends, Errol the Fleet sprinted as fast as he 
could down the hill to seek aid from the old druid, his goblin 
companion in close pursuit.

“The battle raged on down below. The dragon slashed and snapped 
at the tiefling, sometimes connecting and causing great damage, but 
Kryella never showed any sign of slowing. Firebolts began striking the 
monster’s face, thrown from the distant window, and Russell the Brave 
used the distraction to deftly cut and jab at its belly, dodging out of the 
way when the dragon’s deadly tail swiped at him.”

Astrid leaned down to come face-to-face with a swarthy man in his 
thirties. “We kept firing our missiles from above, trying to wear down 
its defences.” She picked up his ale and drained it, before standing up 
and continuing. “For each arrow loosed from the bow of Rael the True, 
a dozen more magically appeared around it to strike his target. The 
dragon paid us no heed, and once again drew a great breath, but before 
it could release its toxic blast, a bolt of lightning struck it in the chest.” 
She threw out her hand and a shower of sparks erupted in the middle 
of the room, causing a few shrieks of alarm. “Our sorcerer friend’s 
draconic heritage gave him a deadly breath weapon of his own”, Astrid 
said with a sly smile. “The green beast faltered, then blew out a surge 
of poison gas anyway, but my friends were able to avoid the attack.

“Blows were traded for many minutes, and both sides were 
beginning to look rather worse for wear. The dragon must have 

realised it was doomed, for it rose up on its hind legs and took flight, 
barely able to spread its leathery wings in the tower. Rael and I kept 
pelting it with arrows and bolts, hoping to take it down before it 
reached us.” Her pacing brought her to the end of the table where she 
had initally jumped up. “Unfortunately the beast still had enough fight 
left to attack us on the roof before making its retreat. It slashed at me 
with its sharp talons, landing a painful blow and knocking me off 
balance.” As she said this, three parallel stripes of blood appeared 
across her side, and she stumbled backwards, flailing her arms as one 
of her heels went off the edge. A few people gasped, and the young 
man that had started the discussion jumped out of his seat to catch her, 
but she regained her balance and continued. “I barely avoided falling 
to my death, so I escaped down the rope we had used to climb up as 
quickly as I could. By the time I reached the ground, the dragon had 
left the rooftop, faltering in its flight, chased by many arrows from the 
half-elf’s deadly bow.”

The tavern was silent, all eyes on Astrid. Only the two men she 
had started talking to knew how the story ended. “Errol had returned 
with Reidoth, who was tending to my badly wounded friends. Our 
sorcerer threw a fireball at the dragon, and it lurched to one side, but 
did not fall. Just when I thought the monster would escape, that we had 
failed, a volley of magic missiles whistled through the air, connecting 
with the dragon’s throat. It stopped flapping its wings and tumbled to 
the ground in the town square.”

The room erupted with cheers and whoops of celebration. The 
bard revelled in the emotion for a few moments, then raised her voice 
over the ruckus. “We all raced down the hill to make sure it was really 
dead and to get a better look at our prize. The beast had slid through the 
town square, leaving a trail of blood and knocking down the statue of 
Palien. It was definitely dead. While the rest of us regrouped and 

celebrated our victory, the ranger went to work on the fallen dragon, 
taking a knife from his pack and carefully rending skin from flesh. In 
less than an hour, Rael had meticulously gathered every square foot of 
the precious hide, as well as retrieving various valuable parts including 
fangs and claws. When the half-elf had finished his gory work, our 
dragonborn friend got up and walked over to the beast with his own 
dagger.”

Astrid’s fingers flicked subtly, and a very faint rumble began to 
sound in the tavern. No one noticed yet. “The sorcerer took his dagger 
and plunged it deep into the flayed dragon’s breast, slicing downward 
and ripping open its ribcage. The sky grew dark as he reached into the 
still-warm body and tore out its heart. I was unable to take my eyes off 
the scene in front of me, but I knew there were no clouds moments ago 
to explain the sudden eerie darkness. Our enigmatic friend held the 
huge heart aloft, blood seeping down his forearms. We heard a distant 
rumbling that grew ever louder as the seconds passed by.” The thunder 
in the room increased, mirroring her story, and the tavern patrons 
slowly became aware of it, unsure if it was their own imagination at 
first.

“None of us could speak or move. It was clear now that the roaring 
thunder was focused on the dragonborn, as he reverently drew the 
dripping heart toward his chest.” She mimed the action, the crowd 
listening in silence once again. “I looked on, awestruck, as he pushed 
the organ into his chest, and it seemed to be absorbed into him, leaving 
no trace of blood on his torso. In an instant, the thunder stopped, and 
was replaced by absolute silence, and a blinding burst of light that 
engulfed the draconic man. I blinked a few times to clear my vision, 
and the darkness quickly gave way to the natural light of dawn. I, and 
the rest of my party, stared in wonder at our friend. He stood 
motionless, silent, his head held high. His scales, which were dull blue 

only moments ago, now shimmered between green and blue in the 
morning light. The dragonborn turned his head to look at us and, 
seeing our open-mouthed stares, grinned widely. That man has been 
nothing but surprising since I met him.” She laughed. “I hope that 
never changes.”

The bard jumped down from the table, landing gracefully despite 
her inebriated state. Some folks cheered her, patting her on the back 
and insisting that she stay and drink with them, while others who had 
finished their last drinks long ago got up and left, chatting excitedly. 
Rounds of ale and mead were ordered, and Astrid revelled in the 
atmosphere and drank for free, long into the night.



Astrid sat alone at a small table in a tavern, surveying the other 
patrons for a mark. Her companions had turned in for the night. 
Whether to sleep, or study, or meditate, it was not her business. This, 
right here, was her wind-down. Surrounded by ruckus and drinking, 
Astrid felt calm and at home.

She listened carefully to all the sounds of the crowded room, 
allowing her gaze to drift among the townsfolk and travellers, focusing 
on each group briefly, just long enough to catch a snippet of their 
conversation, their mood. The bard sipped at her second ale for the 
evening and observed.

A young man, sounding too weary for his age, spoke into his ale, 
his head in his hands. "Been married not more than two summers and 
she's already wand'rin'..."

Astrid’s attention moved on to the next table.
"You tell him if I see his damned dog near my sheep again, he’ll 

have more than the mutt’s safety to worry about”, growled an aging 
man to a woman sitting across from him.

The tittering of a group of young women. "While the cat’s away, 
the mice will play,” said one of the women, “and he’s one big 
handsome mouse!” The group erupted into giggles and cheers of 
agreeance.

Although Astrid always enjoyed some good gossip, it was not 
what she was looking for tonight. Her gaze continued around the room.

A middle-aged man argued with the person across from him, a 
man who was about half his age. "You’d be a fool to believe it’s really 
a bloody dragon!"

Astrid's eyes flicked to the speaker; a balding man who was past 
the prime of his life, with leathery skin from too many years spent in 
the sun. Probably a farmer. He was seated near the end of a long table 
with a dozen or so men of varied ages. Her mouth slowly pulled into a 

thin-lipped smile. She finished her drink and stood up, walking toward 
the bar on the premise of ordering another.

"Well Aeda said Gareth told her he saw a dragon flying around 
north of Helm's Hold." The young man leaned forward slightly and 
gestured at himself. "I may not be well travelled, but I bet he'd know a 
dragon when he saw one."

The older man frowned and folded his arms on the table. 
"Bollocks. He might recognise one up close, but how's he to know a 
dragon from a hippogriff when it's a-whirlin' about in the sky?"

Instead of continuing to the bar, Astrid pulled a seat from a 
neighbouring table and parked it between the arguing men, scraping it 
across the wooden floor noisily and drawing a few glares from further 
down the table. As she sat down, the older man turned to look at her, 
still frowning, but with one eyebrow raised a little.

The bard addressed the younger of the two. "Your friend Gareth is 
no liar, and no fool." The old farmer gave a harumph, and Astrid turned 
to him, straight-faced. "What kind of hippogriff has fangs like this?" 
she asked, as she pulled a dragon's tooth from her pocket and placed it 
on the table between the three of them. The woman controlled her 
smile as the men leaned in for a closer look at the object, their jaws 
slack and their eyes wide. "I can tell you, firsthand, that there was 
definitely a dragon in that vicinity but a few days ago. In fact there still 
is, in the town square of Thundertree, but I promise you it is quite 
dead." Both men looked up at her and she offered a charming—if a 
little smug—smile.

"My friends and I travelled to Thundertree to speak to an old druid 
who lives there. He told us of a dragon that had made its lair in the 
great tower in the middle of town. It had been terrorising nearby 
regions, and would surely only expand its reach if it were left to its 
own devices."

Astrid paused a moment, both to give her audience time to realise 
what was coming, and to summon an Unseen Servant, one hand 
making detailed gestures under the table while she quietly hummed a 
series of notes that commanded arcane power.

The younger man broke the silence. “So you fought the dragon?” 
he asked.

Astrid laced her fingers together in front of her and relaxed back in 
her seat. “Well the town was also plagued by zombies, as we learnt 
very soon after we arrived. A dragon is quite enough to deal with, 
without the threat of undead at our backs. So we checked every 
building in the town, and laid to rest every foul zombie we came 
across.” She sat up then, and took a moment to look each of the men in 
the eye, as she continued her story.

“Ordinarily, I would not bother with such tiresome details as a few 
mere zombies, but these were no ordinary zombies!” She pulled her 
headscarf down over her nose and mouth, muffling her voice slightly, 
and forcing the men to lean in close to hear her. “For every injury we 
dealt the wretched souls, they returned with not only vicious clawing 
swipes,” Astrid’s fingers twitched, “but also with clouds of noxious 
ash.”

Just as the bard finished, a small cloud of ash exploded above the 
table between the three of them, eliciting a startled yelp from the 
young man, followed by panicked coughing. At the same time, the 
older man lurched back in his seat and covered his ale with a hand. A 
few people further down the table had turned to see what the 
commotion was about. Astrid lifted her scarf back up over her 
forehead and smiled reassuringly at the younger man, wiping her hand 
across the table where the ash was now settling, showing it to be an 
illusion, and causing it to fade away. He cleared his throat, regaining 
his composure, and took a large swig of mead.

“My friends and I were surprised to find one of the crumbling 
houses had been shored up and fortified, clearly occupied by someone 
who cared more for his safety than would a zombie. We knocked 
politely on the door, expecting perhaps another band of adventurers 
preparing for a mighty battle against the local dragon.”

She paused to drink a mouthful of ale from the mug that had 
slowly inched its way to her from in front of the old farmer, courtesy 
of her Servant.

“Instead we were greeted by a group of evil cultists who planned 
to ally with the dragon and wreak havoc in Neverwinter! One of the 
shuttered windows burst into splinters,” the bard thumped the table 
hard with her fist, almost spilling some drinks, and waking a drunk that 
was dozing at the bar, “and a bolt of lightning came streaking out of it, 
almost hitting Errol. Luckily, he’s an agile fellow, and sharp-witted, so 
he was able to dive out of the way. I tried to reason with them, but it 
was clear that the crazed fanatics wanted nothing but blood.”

The old man went to drink from his mug but found only air in front 
of him. He looked down at the table, then across to the ale Astrid had 
been drinking, and frowned, snatching it back from her. The bard only 
grinned and continued her story.

“The lead cultist was just about to cast a deadly spell, aimed right 
at me, when a two arrows came hissing past my ear, one after the other, 
fired seemingly out of nowhere.” A few listeners flinched slightly, as if 
they heard the arrows nearby. “My stealthy half-elven friend Rael had 
sneaked into the bushes and was poised to attack at the first sign of 
trouble. The first shot struck the leader in his heart, followed 
immediately by a piercing shot to the eye. He slumped to the ground, 
dead.

“While we were occupied at the window, Errol, Kryella, and 
Russell were forcing their way into the building. The cultists could not 

be allowed to escape and continue their evil scheme.”
Astrid smacked her palm on the table once, startling a woman 

sitting at a table behind her.
“They charged at the barred door, determined to knock it down.” 

said Astrid, her voice low and calm.
Smack!
“The door didn’t budge, but we all knew nothing could stand 

against their combined might forever.”
Smack!
“It made a crunching noise this time. It was weakening.”
Smack!
“The door broke,” she exclaimed, “but it remained in place.”
This time she thumped the table with both hands, loudly.
“They crashed into the building, splinters of wood flying 

everywhere. The remaining cultists were in the next room, trading 
missiles with us, both magical and physical, but they had become 
aware of the intruders.”

Astrid’s audience now included everyone at her table, as well a 
few folks around them, and even the bartender seemed to be paying 
attention from afar.

“I heard a cry of rage from inside the house, then saw Kryella’s 
greataxe blade crash through the door of the room containing our 
enemies. Then it was pulled away, and the fearsome warrior yelled 
again. This time the axe came through the door fully, followed 
immediately by the enraged tiefling. But one of the dragon cultists was 
ready for her, and he was about to attack her as she stumbled in, when 
there was a sudden BOOM” the bard shouted, “and our foes were all 
blasted away from her, a couple of them smacking hard against the 
wall and becoming dazed. I barely had time to wonder what in the 
Nine Hells had happened, when I heard breathy chuckling behind me. 

I turned to see my dragonborn friend flexing his fingers and grinning. 
Our enigmatic sorcerer was very pleased with himself.” the woman 
said with a laugh. “I spared barely a moment to return his grin, but 
when I looked back to the fight, Russell, Errol, and Kryella were 
already overwhelming the cultists. Although the magic-users were not 
well suited for close combat, they were unwilling to surrender. It did 
not end well for them.”

Astrid retrieved the dragon’s tooth from the middle of the table 
and pocketed it. She pushed her chair back, stood up, and stretched.

“So what of the dragon then?” asked the old farmer.
The bard looked around the dimly lit tavern. Expectant faces of all 

ages and backgrounds surrounded her. She smiled radiantly and began 
to address the whole room, walking through her audience and looking 
each person in the eye as she went.

“Well, after the fight with the cultists, we dared not go straight for 
the dragon. We feared our chances were slim enough without trying to 
take on the beast whilst still weary from the last fight”, she explained. 
“We walked back to the druid’s hut and rested there while we 
recovered. The old druid, Reidoth, gave us as much information about 
the dragon as he could. At first light, we set out to ambush the tower 
where the monster had taken up residence.”

She made her way back to the area where she had begun her story. 
“Simply rushing into the tower would have meant certain death for all 
of us. We had to employ a strategy that would take the beast by 
surprise, and keep its attention divided.” The seat Astrid had earlier 
been sitting on swung around to face her—propelled by an invisible 
force—its back propped against the long table. “I tied a length of rope 
to a bolt, a makeshift grappling hook, and fired it up onto the collapsed 
roof of the tall keep.” She mimed shooting a crossbow into the air, then 
tugging a rope. “Rael and I climbed to the top of the tower to attack 

from above”, she said as she leapt up onto the table, using the chair as 
a step. The two men at the end pulled their drinks in close to their 
chests protectively, but did not take their eyes off her. She looked down 
at their eager faces.

“That was when I saw it”, she said gravely.
“A huge green reptillian beast filled the floor at the bottom of the 

tower, apparently resting. I gave the signal for our sorcerer to move 
into position outside a window, while the rest of the ground party 
sneaked into the keep’s annexe to begin the assault. My ranger friend 
and I aimed our weapons at the dragon below, and waited to attack as 
soon as the action started.”

Astrid began to pace along the length of the table, and drinks 
magically slid out of her way as she passed. “After a few brief 
moments, the dragon’s head suddenly flicked toward the door to the 
side room my friends had just entered,” she mimicked the dragon’s 
actions as she spoke, “and swiped the door right off its hinges, 
snarling. We shot its neck and head, but the beast didn’t seem to notice, 
intent on its prey at ground level. Before my friends were able to 
attack, the dragon’s chest swelled, and great blast of poison breath 
erupted from its mouth into the next room.” An acrid odor permeated 
the air in the tavern. “I heard my friends below cry out. Kryella  the 
Unyielding barrelled through the doorway and started attacking the 
beast with a ferocity I had never seen before, roaring as she went. But 
it was clear that she was badly injured from the poison blast, and if the 
toughest member of our party was so hurt, I feared greatly for the 
others I could not see.” She stopped pacing and held her hand out, 
palm down, with fingers outstretched. “I cast a healing spell into the 
room below, the strongest one I knew, and prayed it would be enough.

“Beside me, Rael continued to rain arrows down upon the dragon, 
every one hitting its mark. I joined in with my crossbow. Looking 

down into the tower, I saw Russell run in and begin expertly slashing 
away at our enemy with his sword, the battle-hardened war hero 
apparently unfazed by his near death only moments ago.” Echoes of 
fighting could be heard in the tavern, but all eyes remained fixed on the 
bard. “A movement outside the building caught my eye; Errol ran out 
the door, stopping briefly to help his sorcerer friend who had been 
knocked down by the initial blast. Realising he was overmatched and 
fearing for the lives of his friends, Errol the Fleet sprinted as fast as he 
could down the hill to seek aid from the old druid, his goblin 
companion in close pursuit.

“The battle raged on down below. The dragon slashed and snapped 
at the tiefling, sometimes connecting and causing great damage, but 
Kryella never showed any sign of slowing. Firebolts began striking the 
monster’s face, thrown from the distant window, and Russell the Brave 
used the distraction to deftly cut and jab at its belly, dodging out of the 
way when the dragon’s deadly tail swiped at him.”

Astrid leaned down to come face-to-face with a swarthy man in his 
thirties. “We kept firing our missiles from above, trying to wear down 
its defences.” She picked up his ale and drained it, before standing up 
and continuing. “For each arrow loosed from the bow of Rael the True, 
a dozen more magically appeared around it to strike his target. The 
dragon paid us no heed, and once again drew a great breath, but before 
it could release its toxic blast, a bolt of lightning struck it in the chest.” 
She threw out her hand and a shower of sparks erupted in the middle 
of the room, causing a few shrieks of alarm. “Our sorcerer friend’s 
draconic heritage gave him a deadly breath weapon of his own”, Astrid 
said with a sly smile. “The green beast faltered, then blew out a surge 
of poison gas anyway, but my friends were able to avoid the attack.

“Blows were traded for many minutes, and both sides were 
beginning to look rather worse for wear. The dragon must have 

realised it was doomed, for it rose up on its hind legs and took flight, 
barely able to spread its leathery wings in the tower. Rael and I kept 
pelting it with arrows and bolts, hoping to take it down before it 
reached us.” Her pacing brought her to the end of the table where she 
had initally jumped up. “Unfortunately the beast still had enough fight 
left to attack us on the roof before making its retreat. It slashed at me 
with its sharp talons, landing a painful blow and knocking me off 
balance.” As she said this, three parallel stripes of blood appeared 
across her side, and she stumbled backwards, flailing her arms as one 
of her heels went off the edge. A few people gasped, and the young 
man that had started the discussion jumped out of his seat to catch her, 
but she regained her balance and continued. “I barely avoided falling 
to my death, so I escaped down the rope we had used to climb up as 
quickly as I could. By the time I reached the ground, the dragon had 
left the rooftop, faltering in its flight, chased by many arrows from the 
half-elf’s deadly bow.”

The tavern was silent, all eyes on Astrid. Only the two men she 
had started talking to knew how the story ended. “Errol had returned 
with Reidoth, who was tending to my badly wounded friends. Our 
sorcerer threw a fireball at the dragon, and it lurched to one side, but 
did not fall. Just when I thought the monster would escape, that we had 
failed, a volley of magic missiles whistled through the air, connecting 
with the dragon’s throat. It stopped flapping its wings and tumbled to 
the ground in the town square.”

The room erupted with cheers and whoops of celebration. The 
bard revelled in the emotion for a few moments, then raised her voice 
over the ruckus. “We all raced down the hill to make sure it was really 
dead and to get a better look at our prize. The beast had slid through the 
town square, leaving a trail of blood and knocking down the statue of 
Palien. It was definitely dead. While the rest of us regrouped and 

celebrated our victory, the ranger went to work on the fallen dragon, 
taking a knife from his pack and carefully rending skin from flesh. In 
less than an hour, Rael had meticulously gathered every square foot of 
the precious hide, as well as retrieving various valuable parts including 
fangs and claws. When the half-elf had finished his gory work, our 
dragonborn friend got up and walked over to the beast with his own 
dagger.”

Astrid’s fingers flicked subtly, and a very faint rumble began to 
sound in the tavern. No one noticed yet. “The sorcerer took his dagger 
and plunged it deep into the flayed dragon’s breast, slicing downward 
and ripping open its ribcage. The sky grew dark as he reached into the 
still-warm body and tore out its heart. I was unable to take my eyes off 
the scene in front of me, but I knew there were no clouds moments ago 
to explain the sudden eerie darkness. Our enigmatic friend held the 
huge heart aloft, blood seeping down his forearms. We heard a distant 
rumbling that grew ever louder as the seconds passed by.” The thunder 
in the room increased, mirroring her story, and the tavern patrons 
slowly became aware of it, unsure if it was their own imagination at 
first.

“None of us could speak or move. It was clear now that the roaring 
thunder was focused on the dragonborn, as he reverently drew the 
dripping heart toward his chest.” She mimed the action, the crowd 
listening in silence once again. “I looked on, awestruck, as he pushed 
the organ into his chest, and it seemed to be absorbed into him, leaving 
no trace of blood on his torso. In an instant, the thunder stopped, and 
was replaced by absolute silence, and a blinding burst of light that 
engulfed the draconic man. I blinked a few times to clear my vision, 
and the darkness quickly gave way to the natural light of dawn. I, and 
the rest of my party, stared in wonder at our friend. He stood 
motionless, silent, his head held high. His scales, which were dull blue 

only moments ago, now shimmered between green and blue in the 
morning light. The dragonborn turned his head to look at us and, 
seeing our open-mouthed stares, grinned widely. That man has been 
nothing but surprising since I met him.” She laughed. “I hope that 
never changes.”

The bard jumped down from the table, landing gracefully despite 
her inebriated state. Some folks cheered her, patting her on the back 
and insisting that she stay and drink with them, while others who had 
finished their last drinks long ago got up and left, chatting excitedly. 
Rounds of ale and mead were ordered, and Astrid revelled in the 
atmosphere and drank for free, long into the night.



Astrid sat alone at a small table in a tavern, surveying the other 
patrons for a mark. Her companions had turned in for the night. 
Whether to sleep, or study, or meditate, it was not her business. This, 
right here, was her wind-down. Surrounded by ruckus and drinking, 
Astrid felt calm and at home.

She listened carefully to all the sounds of the crowded room, 
allowing her gaze to drift among the townsfolk and travellers, focusing 
on each group briefly, just long enough to catch a snippet of their 
conversation, their mood. The bard sipped at her second ale for the 
evening and observed.

A young man, sounding too weary for his age, spoke into his ale, 
his head in his hands. "Been married not more than two summers and 
she's already wand'rin'..."

Astrid’s attention moved on to the next table.
"You tell him if I see his damned dog near my sheep again, he’ll 

have more than the mutt’s safety to worry about”, growled an aging 
man to a woman sitting across from him.

The tittering of a group of young women. "While the cat’s away, 
the mice will play,” said one of the women, “and he’s one big 
handsome mouse!” The group erupted into giggles and cheers of 
agreeance.

Although Astrid always enjoyed some good gossip, it was not 
what she was looking for tonight. Her gaze continued around the room.

A middle-aged man argued with the person across from him, a 
man who was about half his age. "You’d be a fool to believe it’s really 
a bloody dragon!"

Astrid's eyes flicked to the speaker; a balding man who was past 
the prime of his life, with leathery skin from too many years spent in 
the sun. Probably a farmer. He was seated near the end of a long table 
with a dozen or so men of varied ages. Her mouth slowly pulled into a 

thin-lipped smile. She finished her drink and stood up, walking toward 
the bar on the premise of ordering another.

"Well Aeda said Gareth told her he saw a dragon flying around 
north of Helm's Hold." The young man leaned forward slightly and 
gestured at himself. "I may not be well travelled, but I bet he'd know a 
dragon when he saw one."

The older man frowned and folded his arms on the table. 
"Bollocks. He might recognise one up close, but how's he to know a 
dragon from a hippogriff when it's a-whirlin' about in the sky?"

Instead of continuing to the bar, Astrid pulled a seat from a 
neighbouring table and parked it between the arguing men, scraping it 
across the wooden floor noisily and drawing a few glares from further 
down the table. As she sat down, the older man turned to look at her, 
still frowning, but with one eyebrow raised a little.

The bard addressed the younger of the two. "Your friend Gareth is 
no liar, and no fool." The old farmer gave a harumph, and Astrid turned 
to him, straight-faced. "What kind of hippogriff has fangs like this?" 
she asked, as she pulled a dragon's tooth from her pocket and placed it 
on the table between the three of them. The woman controlled her 
smile as the men leaned in for a closer look at the object, their jaws 
slack and their eyes wide. "I can tell you, firsthand, that there was 
definitely a dragon in that vicinity but a few days ago. In fact there still 
is, in the town square of Thundertree, but I promise you it is quite 
dead." Both men looked up at her and she offered a charming—if a 
little smug—smile.

"My friends and I travelled to Thundertree to speak to an old druid 
who lives there. He told us of a dragon that had made its lair in the 
great tower in the middle of town. It had been terrorising nearby 
regions, and would surely only expand its reach if it were left to its 
own devices."

Astrid paused a moment, both to give her audience time to realise 
what was coming, and to summon an Unseen Servant, one hand 
making detailed gestures under the table while she quietly hummed a 
series of notes that commanded arcane power.

The younger man broke the silence. “So you fought the dragon?” 
he asked.

Astrid laced her fingers together in front of her and relaxed back in 
her seat. “Well the town was also plagued by zombies, as we learnt 
very soon after we arrived. A dragon is quite enough to deal with, 
without the threat of undead at our backs. So we checked every 
building in the town, and laid to rest every foul zombie we came 
across.” She sat up then, and took a moment to look each of the men in 
the eye, as she continued her story.

“Ordinarily, I would not bother with such tiresome details as a few 
mere zombies, but these were no ordinary zombies!” She pulled her 
headscarf down over her nose and mouth, muffling her voice slightly, 
and forcing the men to lean in close to hear her. “For every injury we 
dealt the wretched souls, they returned with not only vicious clawing 
swipes,” Astrid’s fingers twitched, “but also with clouds of noxious 
ash.”

Just as the bard finished, a small cloud of ash exploded above the 
table between the three of them, eliciting a startled yelp from the 
young man, followed by panicked coughing. At the same time, the 
older man lurched back in his seat and covered his ale with a hand. A 
few people further down the table had turned to see what the 
commotion was about. Astrid lifted her scarf back up over her 
forehead and smiled reassuringly at the younger man, wiping her hand 
across the table where the ash was now settling, showing it to be an 
illusion, and causing it to fade away. He cleared his throat, regaining 
his composure, and took a large swig of mead.

“My friends and I were surprised to find one of the crumbling 
houses had been shored up and fortified, clearly occupied by someone 
who cared more for his safety than would a zombie. We knocked 
politely on the door, expecting perhaps another band of adventurers 
preparing for a mighty battle against the local dragon.”

She paused to drink a mouthful of ale from the mug that had 
slowly inched its way to her from in front of the old farmer, courtesy 
of her Servant.

“Instead we were greeted by a group of evil cultists who planned 
to ally with the dragon and wreak havoc in Neverwinter! One of the 
shuttered windows burst into splinters,” the bard thumped the table 
hard with her fist, almost spilling some drinks, and waking a drunk that 
was dozing at the bar, “and a bolt of lightning came streaking out of it, 
almost hitting Errol. Luckily, he’s an agile fellow, and sharp-witted, so 
he was able to dive out of the way. I tried to reason with them, but it 
was clear that the crazed fanatics wanted nothing but blood.”

The old man went to drink from his mug but found only air in front 
of him. He looked down at the table, then across to the ale Astrid had 
been drinking, and frowned, snatching it back from her. The bard only 
grinned and continued her story.

“The lead cultist was just about to cast a deadly spell, aimed right 
at me, when a two arrows came hissing past my ear, one after the other, 
fired seemingly out of nowhere.” A few listeners flinched slightly, as if 
they heard the arrows nearby. “My stealthy half-elven friend Rael had 
sneaked into the bushes and was poised to attack at the first sign of 
trouble. The first shot struck the leader in his heart, followed 
immediately by a piercing shot to the eye. He slumped to the ground, 
dead.

“While we were occupied at the window, Errol, Kryella, and 
Russell were forcing their way into the building. The cultists could not 

be allowed to escape and continue their evil scheme.”
Astrid smacked her palm on the table once, startling a woman 

sitting at a table behind her.
“They charged at the barred door, determined to knock it down.” 

said Astrid, her voice low and calm.
Smack!
“The door didn’t budge, but we all knew nothing could stand 

against their combined might forever.”
Smack!
“It made a crunching noise this time. It was weakening.”
Smack!
“The door broke,” she exclaimed, “but it remained in place.”
This time she thumped the table with both hands, loudly.
“They crashed into the building, splinters of wood flying 

everywhere. The remaining cultists were in the next room, trading 
missiles with us, both magical and physical, but they had become 
aware of the intruders.”

Astrid’s audience now included everyone at her table, as well a 
few folks around them, and even the bartender seemed to be paying 
attention from afar.

“I heard a cry of rage from inside the house, then saw Kryella’s 
greataxe blade crash through the door of the room containing our 
enemies. Then it was pulled away, and the fearsome warrior yelled 
again. This time the axe came through the door fully, followed 
immediately by the enraged tiefling. But one of the dragon cultists was 
ready for her, and he was about to attack her as she stumbled in, when 
there was a sudden BOOM” the bard shouted, “and our foes were all 
blasted away from her, a couple of them smacking hard against the 
wall and becoming dazed. I barely had time to wonder what in the 
Nine Hells had happened, when I heard breathy chuckling behind me. 

I turned to see my dragonborn friend flexing his fingers and grinning. 
Our enigmatic sorcerer was very pleased with himself.” the woman 
said with a laugh. “I spared barely a moment to return his grin, but 
when I looked back to the fight, Russell, Errol, and Kryella were 
already overwhelming the cultists. Although the magic-users were not 
well suited for close combat, they were unwilling to surrender. It did 
not end well for them.”

Astrid retrieved the dragon’s tooth from the middle of the table 
and pocketed it. She pushed her chair back, stood up, and stretched.

“So what of the dragon then?” asked the old farmer.
The bard looked around the dimly lit tavern. Expectant faces of all 

ages and backgrounds surrounded her. She smiled radiantly and began 
to address the whole room, walking through her audience and looking 
each person in the eye as she went.

“Well, after the fight with the cultists, we dared not go straight for 
the dragon. We feared our chances were slim enough without trying to 
take on the beast whilst still weary from the last fight”, she explained. 
“We walked back to the druid’s hut and rested there while we 
recovered. The old druid, Reidoth, gave us as much information about 
the dragon as he could. At first light, we set out to ambush the tower 
where the monster had taken up residence.”

She made her way back to the area where she had begun her story. 
“Simply rushing into the tower would have meant certain death for all 
of us. We had to employ a strategy that would take the beast by 
surprise, and keep its attention divided.” The seat Astrid had earlier 
been sitting on swung around to face her—propelled by an invisible 
force—its back propped against the long table. “I tied a length of rope 
to a bolt, a makeshift grappling hook, and fired it up onto the collapsed 
roof of the tall keep.” She mimed shooting a crossbow into the air, then 
tugging a rope. “Rael and I climbed to the top of the tower to attack 

from above”, she said as she leapt up onto the table, using the chair as 
a step. The two men at the end pulled their drinks in close to their 
chests protectively, but did not take their eyes off her. She looked down 
at their eager faces.

“That was when I saw it”, she said gravely.
“A huge green reptillian beast filled the floor at the bottom of the 

tower, apparently resting. I gave the signal for our sorcerer to move 
into position outside a window, while the rest of the ground party 
sneaked into the keep’s annexe to begin the assault. My ranger friend 
and I aimed our weapons at the dragon below, and waited to attack as 
soon as the action started.”

Astrid began to pace along the length of the table, and drinks 
magically slid out of her way as she passed. “After a few brief 
moments, the dragon’s head suddenly flicked toward the door to the 
side room my friends had just entered,” she mimicked the dragon’s 
actions as she spoke, “and swiped the door right off its hinges, 
snarling. We shot its neck and head, but the beast didn’t seem to notice, 
intent on its prey at ground level. Before my friends were able to 
attack, the dragon’s chest swelled, and great blast of poison breath 
erupted from its mouth into the next room.” An acrid odor permeated 
the air in the tavern. “I heard my friends below cry out. Kryella  the 
Unyielding barrelled through the doorway and started attacking the 
beast with a ferocity I had never seen before, roaring as she went. But 
it was clear that she was badly injured from the poison blast, and if the 
toughest member of our party was so hurt, I feared greatly for the 
others I could not see.” She stopped pacing and held her hand out, 
palm down, with fingers outstretched. “I cast a healing spell into the 
room below, the strongest one I knew, and prayed it would be enough.

“Beside me, Rael continued to rain arrows down upon the dragon, 
every one hitting its mark. I joined in with my crossbow. Looking 

down into the tower, I saw Russell run in and begin expertly slashing 
away at our enemy with his sword, the battle-hardened war hero 
apparently unfazed by his near death only moments ago.” Echoes of 
fighting could be heard in the tavern, but all eyes remained fixed on the 
bard. “A movement outside the building caught my eye; Errol ran out 
the door, stopping briefly to help his sorcerer friend who had been 
knocked down by the initial blast. Realising he was overmatched and 
fearing for the lives of his friends, Errol the Fleet sprinted as fast as he 
could down the hill to seek aid from the old druid, his goblin 
companion in close pursuit.

“The battle raged on down below. The dragon slashed and snapped 
at the tiefling, sometimes connecting and causing great damage, but 
Kryella never showed any sign of slowing. Firebolts began striking the 
monster’s face, thrown from the distant window, and Russell the Brave 
used the distraction to deftly cut and jab at its belly, dodging out of the 
way when the dragon’s deadly tail swiped at him.”

Astrid leaned down to come face-to-face with a swarthy man in his 
thirties. “We kept firing our missiles from above, trying to wear down 
its defences.” She picked up his ale and drained it, before standing up 
and continuing. “For each arrow loosed from the bow of Rael the True, 
a dozen more magically appeared around it to strike his target. The 
dragon paid us no heed, and once again drew a great breath, but before 
it could release its toxic blast, a bolt of lightning struck it in the chest.” 
She threw out her hand and a shower of sparks erupted in the middle 
of the room, causing a few shrieks of alarm. “Our sorcerer friend’s 
draconic heritage gave him a deadly breath weapon of his own”, Astrid 
said with a sly smile. “The green beast faltered, then blew out a surge 
of poison gas anyway, but my friends were able to avoid the attack.

“Blows were traded for many minutes, and both sides were 
beginning to look rather worse for wear. The dragon must have 

realised it was doomed, for it rose up on its hind legs and took flight, 
barely able to spread its leathery wings in the tower. Rael and I kept 
pelting it with arrows and bolts, hoping to take it down before it 
reached us.” Her pacing brought her to the end of the table where she 
had initally jumped up. “Unfortunately the beast still had enough fight 
left to attack us on the roof before making its retreat. It slashed at me 
with its sharp talons, landing a painful blow and knocking me off 
balance.” As she said this, three parallel stripes of blood appeared 
across her side, and she stumbled backwards, flailing her arms as one 
of her heels went off the edge. A few people gasped, and the young 
man that had started the discussion jumped out of his seat to catch her, 
but she regained her balance and continued. “I barely avoided falling 
to my death, so I escaped down the rope we had used to climb up as 
quickly as I could. By the time I reached the ground, the dragon had 
left the rooftop, faltering in its flight, chased by many arrows from the 
half-elf’s deadly bow.”

The tavern was silent, all eyes on Astrid. Only the two men she 
had started talking to knew how the story ended. “Errol had returned 
with Reidoth, who was tending to my badly wounded friends. Our 
sorcerer threw a fireball at the dragon, and it lurched to one side, but 
did not fall. Just when I thought the monster would escape, that we had 
failed, a volley of magic missiles whistled through the air, connecting 
with the dragon’s throat. It stopped flapping its wings and tumbled to 
the ground in the town square.”

The room erupted with cheers and whoops of celebration. The 
bard revelled in the emotion for a few moments, then raised her voice 
over the ruckus. “We all raced down the hill to make sure it was really 
dead and to get a better look at our prize. The beast had slid through the 
town square, leaving a trail of blood and knocking down the statue of 
Palien. It was definitely dead. While the rest of us regrouped and 

celebrated our victory, the ranger went to work on the fallen dragon, 
taking a knife from his pack and carefully rending skin from flesh. In 
less than an hour, Rael had meticulously gathered every square foot of 
the precious hide, as well as retrieving various valuable parts including 
fangs and claws. When the half-elf had finished his gory work, our 
dragonborn friend got up and walked over to the beast with his own 
dagger.”

Astrid’s fingers flicked subtly, and a very faint rumble began to 
sound in the tavern. No one noticed yet. “The sorcerer took his dagger 
and plunged it deep into the flayed dragon’s breast, slicing downward 
and ripping open its ribcage. The sky grew dark as he reached into the 
still-warm body and tore out its heart. I was unable to take my eyes off 
the scene in front of me, but I knew there were no clouds moments ago 
to explain the sudden eerie darkness. Our enigmatic friend held the 
huge heart aloft, blood seeping down his forearms. We heard a distant 
rumbling that grew ever louder as the seconds passed by.” The thunder 
in the room increased, mirroring her story, and the tavern patrons 
slowly became aware of it, unsure if it was their own imagination at 
first.

“None of us could speak or move. It was clear now that the roaring 
thunder was focused on the dragonborn, as he reverently drew the 
dripping heart toward his chest.” She mimed the action, the crowd 
listening in silence once again. “I looked on, awestruck, as he pushed 
the organ into his chest, and it seemed to be absorbed into him, leaving 
no trace of blood on his torso. In an instant, the thunder stopped, and 
was replaced by absolute silence, and a blinding burst of light that 
engulfed the draconic man. I blinked a few times to clear my vision, 
and the darkness quickly gave way to the natural light of dawn. I, and 
the rest of my party, stared in wonder at our friend. He stood 
motionless, silent, his head held high. His scales, which were dull blue 

only moments ago, now shimmered between green and blue in the 
morning light. The dragonborn turned his head to look at us and, 
seeing our open-mouthed stares, grinned widely. That man has been 
nothing but surprising since I met him.” She laughed. “I hope that 
never changes.”

The bard jumped down from the table, landing gracefully despite 
her inebriated state. Some folks cheered her, patting her on the back 
and insisting that she stay and drink with them, while others who had 
finished their last drinks long ago got up and left, chatting excitedly. 
Rounds of ale and mead were ordered, and Astrid revelled in the 
atmosphere and drank for free, long into the night.


