Chapter 12
As they approached the main square of the village, Eli noticed movement—figures watching them from the rooftops, others from the narrow alleys between buildings. They were being observed.
This has more of a Western movie vibe than a Lord of the Rings magical world. Eli watched as different shadows moved to keep pace with them, Alira didn’t slow hers.
Eli kept his voice low. “They don’t look too happy to see us.”
“They won’t be.” Alira’s tone was calm, but firm. “They don’t trust outsiders.”
“Seriously, that is the most cliché….” Before he could finish his statement, he noticed not everyone here was human.
“Holy shit!” Eli said, louder than he intended. 
Alira gave him a half glance out of the corner of her eye.
Eli was trying to play it cool, totally normal seeing reptiles with clothes on a Saturday…or was it Sunday. I need to ask Alira how their calendar works. 
His HUD pinged: 
🔹 [HUD Query: Local Time System]
→ Calendar System Identified: Caelum Standard Cycle
Time Structure:
· 1 Year = 345 Days
· 13 Months = 26 Days: 10 months / 27 Days: 3 months. 
· 1 Week = 6 Days
· 1 Day = 24 Hours (Localized adjustments detected; HUD internal clock syncing…) ✅
Month Names (Celestial Influence Detected)
· Solryn – The Sun’s First Rise (New Year begins as Caelum’s orbit resets)
· Verdalis – Blooming Season (Spring begins, named for renewal and growth)
· Emberis – Rising Heat (Summer’s arrival, honoring the Flame Affinity)
· Pyrosen – Peak Sun (Hottest season, named after Caelum’s celestial fire)
· Zephyris – Winds of Change (Shifting weather, preparing for storms)
· Stormclad – Rains and Thunder (Strongest storms, unpredictable mana surges)
· Aetheris – Mana’s Balance (Celestial midpoint, marking equilibrium of elements)
· Duskrun – Fading Light (Autumn’s arrival, marking early harvests)
· Noctara – The Deepening Night (Longest nights before winter’s grip)
· Frostmere – Cold’s Embrace (Mid-winter, marking frozen mana wells)
· Obscura – The Waning Cycle (Darkest month, often used for mana meditation)
· Dawnveil – The Cycle’s End (Light returns, marking a new beginning)
· Caelora – The Celestial Convergence (A month that represents the alignment of celestial forces, marking the beginning of the new cycle and the merging of elemental energies.)
Day Structure:
· 1 Day = 24 Hours (Time distortion within Caelum detected; HUD adapting to planetary rotation.)
· 1 Week = 6 Days
· Moonday (Honoring lunar cycles and magic’s ebb and flow)
· Brightday (A day of learning, training, and energy realignment)
· Midday (A neutral day, often used for trade and governance)
· Veynday (Named for the shifting winds, unpredictable in nature)
· Hollowday (A day of caution, used for preparations or reflection)
· Restday (Traditionally a day of respite or strategy discussions)
[Syncing HUD Clock with Caelum’s Local Time…] ✅
Thank god I muted the voice, that would have gone on forever. Why does this world feel like a sci-fi writer’s attempt at ‘realistic fantasy’?
Eli tried his best not to stare, but for everything he has seen, this was by far the least Earth-like thing yet. This is either real or I am on some amazing drugs at whatever insane asylum I’m currently at. 
A few meters from what looked like a forge—a group of towering figures stood clustered in the heat-haze. Draconids, Eli guessed—reptilian humanoids that looked like someone had crossbred dragons with gladiators. Their arms gleamed with rough, scale-armored muscle, and their slitted eyes caught the firelight like molten gold. 
Each had a tail, but no two were alike. One was short and stubby, another long and whip like with hooked barbs along the end. One tail scraped the paved street with a slow, deliberate drag, its spines glinting like jagged obsidian. They spoke in low, hissing tones that made Eli’s skin prickle.
Further down the street, movement caught his eye—fluid, almost unreal. A trio of Fae drifted through the shadows like living moonlight. Their skin shimmered with bioluminescent markings—soft blues and greens that pulsed with each breath or step, if they were even breathing. Their limbs were too long, too elegant, like someone had stretched elves into living silk. One of them turned its head as it passed, and for a moment its eyes—pupil-less and glowing—met Eli’s. He shivered.
Half-hidden in an alleyway, two more figures crouched in the shadows—shorter, stockier, but no less strange. Beastkin. Eli caught flashes of fur, pointed ears, and twitching noses. One had the narrow snout of a fox, the other the wide, flat eyes of something more feline. Their whispers carried a rhythm Eli couldn’t quite place—part language, part instinct.
He swallowed hard. This wasn’t cosplay or CGI. It was too real—too solid. He could feel the forge’s heat on his skin. The sulfur in the air was sharp in his nose. And every one of these creatures had eyes for only him and Alira. 
“Okay,” he whispered, voice dry. “I might be freaking out a little.”
A group emerged from one of the nearby buildings—a wide, timber-framed structure with glowing windows and the faint clatter of dishes and laughter spilling from inside. It looked like some kind of bar or restaurant, though the smell drifting from it was a strange blend of spice, smoke, and something faintly metallic.
They stepped into the streetlight one by one: two humans, chatting in low tones; three Beastkin, their ears flicking and tails swishing as they scanned the street; and one massive Draconid who had to duck beneath the doorframe to get out. 
Eli’s eyes locked onto the Draconid immediately—not just because of its sheer size, but because of the tail that coiled behind it like a serpent. Unlike the others, this one’s tail was long and thick, ending in a fan of bladelike ridges that shimmered with a faint, oily sheen. Each movement left a faint scrape on the road.
Alira finally stopped near the center of the village square. One of the humans, a tall, muscular man with lightning scars across his arms stepped forward. His eyes crackled with faint traces of Electric mana, and his expression was unreadable.
“You shouldn’t be here,” the man said, his voice carrying authority.
Alira met his gaze without hesitation. “We need passage.”
The man’s eyes flickered to Eli, and something unreadable passed over his face. “Who’s the boy?”
Eli frowned but didn’t say anything.
Alira didn’t hesitate this time. “A friend. One who needs to pass through quietly.”
The man didn’t seem convinced, but he didn’t immediately reject them either. Instead, he turned his head slightly as the other human, an older man beside him whispered something into his ear.
Eli had already noticed his hearing had sharpened since his abilities started integrating, but it still startled him just how clearly he could make out the hushed words.
“Sir, that is Alira, The Grace.” The older man’s voice was reverent, cautious. “If she is here, there’s a reason. And if she’s asking for discretion, you can bet she means it.”
Eli saw the way the younger man’s expression shifted just slightly. The recognition settled in, but with it came something else—wariness.
Eli glanced at Alira, but she made no notion that she had heard anything. 
The man finally turned back to Alira, crossing his arms. “So, the stories are true then. The Grace walks among us, very clearly alive, unlike some stories I have heard. Can’t say you look like the legends make you out to be.”
Alira’s response was calm, almost bored. “Stories are never based in reality. That’s why they’re stories.”
The man snorted. “Fair enough.” His gaze lingered on her for a moment longer before he glanced at Eli once more, this time with undisguised suspicion. “And what about him? He one of your ‘legends’ too?”
Eli tensed. He didn’t like the way the guy was looking at him. Like he was trying to put together a puzzle where the pieces didn’t quite fit.
Alira, to her credit, didn’t falter. “He’s not your concern.”
The man arched a brow, clearly amused. “No? Because it seems like he’s yours. And if someone like you is going out of your way to protect someone like him… well, that makes him…concerning.”
Eli didn’t love the sound of that.
Alira shifted her stance slightly, her tone lowering. “We need supplies. We need transportation to the Midland Hub. And I’m willing to pay over the normal price to keep this discreet.”
The man tapped his fingers against his bicep, faint sparks of electricity bounced between his arm and fingertips for a fleeting second with each finger. He tilted his head as if weighing the risk. Then, after a beat, he exhaled sharply and nodded.
"Fine. You'll get what you need. We have a few transports heading that way soon," he said, his gaze lingering on Eli, as though an unspoken question still hung between them. "But be quick about it. Someone like you tends to leave a wake behind, whether you mean to or not—and it's never a small one."
The Electric mana user exhaled, the tension in his stance shifting from caution to acceptance—though not without lingering wariness. His eyes flicked between them before he finally spoke again.
“Name’s Varek,” he said, crossing his arms over his chest. “I keep the lights on around here.”
Eli barely had time to process the introduction before Varek gestured toward the older man beside him. “And this is Osric. He’ll take you to gather whatever supplies you need. When you’re done, he’ll bring you to the meeting hall, where we’ll talk about your transportation.”
Varek’s expression darkened slightly, his tone making it clear he wasn’t doing this out of kindness. “This isn’t cheap. We don’t give handouts here.”
Alira nodded, unfazed. “As I said before, payment is not a problem.”
Varek studied her for a moment longer before scoffing under his breath. “Fine. Do what you need to do. But don’t linger.”
With that, he turned and walked away with the rest but leaving Osric to step forward. The older man had a face carved by time and experience, deep lines around his mouth and eyes, but his posture was straight and firm—not the kind of old man that time had worn down, but one it had forged instead.
“What are you needing?” He asked in his dry but whispery voice.
Alira smiled, “Clothing, herbs and alchemist supplies.” 
“Come,” Osric said simply, motioning for them to follow.
The village was compact, but not lacking. Despite its independence from the Capitals, it had a strong self-sufficient atmosphere—shops built from sturdy stone and reinforced wood, market stalls lining the main square, and small, dimly glowing mana lanterns lighting the pathways.
The people watched them as they passed, whispering in hushed tones. Some simply observed, others looked wary, even hostile. Eli didn’t miss the way some of them kept their hands near their weapons, which ranged from swords, to strange looking firearms.
Osric led them first into a clothing shop, a modest but well-kept store with rows of garments tailored for travelers. The shop had two stern-looking Fox like Beastkin woman, behind the counter, they gave them a once-over before begrudgingly acknowledging their presence.
Alira moved through the racks with purpose, selecting a few items for Eli. She didn’t ask for his input—just shoved a bundle of clothes into his arms and said, “These will do.”
When they touched his hands, his HUD flashed: 
☰ Item: Traveler’s Tunic – Uncommon
☰ Crafted by: Master Tailor – Arindral Trade District
☰ Material: Mana-woven cloth (Self-Fitting)
☰ Durability: 99/100
☰ Enchantment: Adaptive Fit (Automatically adjusts to wearer’s size and proportions) Water resistance. 
☰ Item: Traveler’s Trousers – Uncommon
☰ Crafted by: Tailor’s Guild – Caeloria
☰ Material: Reinforced Weave
☰ Durability: 99/100
☰ Enchantment: Adaptive Fit – Water Resistance - Minor Stain Resistance (Repels dirt and minor spills)
☰ Item: Stepstone Boots – Rare
☰ Crafted by: Dwarven Leatherworks – Lirienvale
☰ Material: Mana-treated leather, reinforced soles
☰ Durability: 120/120
☰ Enchantment: Adaptive Fit – Water Resistance - Minor Stain Resistance - Enhanced Traction (Improves grip on uneven surfaces)
He almost mentioned to Alira about what his HUD said, but he caught her look and just held onto them. 
Eli looked down at the clothes, mostly dark tones, practical materials.
As he turned to follow Alira, he whispered to her, “What about…under garments...” 
Alira stopped and pointed to a couple shelfs by the back. “Just grab a few and we can get more later.” 
He nodded and walked back to where she pointed. He put his clothes next to him on table and started to go through the different types. 
HUD pinged: 
☰ [Cotton Shorts]
☰ Material: Basic cotton weave
☰ Fit: Loose, breathable | Auto-Sizing Enabled
☰ Description: Standard issue undergarments used by guild recruits and travelers. Comfortable… enough.
☰ Enchantments: None
☰ Durability: 14/14
☰ Effect: No bonuses

[bookmark: _Hlk197341538]☰ [Mana-Suppressed Undergarments]
☰ Material: Reinforced linen with minor null-thread
☰ Fit: Moderate compression | Auto-Sizing Enabled
☰ Description: Woven for adventurers in regions with volatile mana. Slightly itchy.
☰ Enchantments: Mana Suppression (Negates passive mana bleed-through)
☰ Durability: 25/25
☰ Effect: -5% passive mana emissions

☰ [Mana-Suppressed Undergarments – Slightly Used]
☰ Material: Reinforced linen with minor null-thread
☰ Fit: Moderate compression | Auto-Sizing Enabled
☰ Description: Woven for adventurers in regions with volatile mana. Slight discoloration near the waistband.
☰ Enchantments: Mana Suppression (Negates passive mana bleed-through)
☰ Durability: 17/25
☰ Effect: -5% passive mana emissions
☰ Potentially Harmful: No active toxins… but slightly used. 

☰ [Whisperweave Briefs]
☰ Material: Soft-threaded sylks from Lirienvale reeds
☰ Fit: Ultra-lightweight, second-skin feel | Auto-Sizing Enabled
☰ Description: Extremely comfortable with silent movement threading. Favored by scouts and assassins.
☰ Enchantments:
  • +5 Agility (Minor while worn)
  • Silent Step (low-grade dampening)
  • Auto-Drying Fabric (activates when exposed to moisture)
☰ Durability: 30/30
☰ Effect: +5% movement efficiency, no noise from friction

☰ [Blessed Undergarment of the High Vale]
☰ Material: Sun-kissed mana linen, Spirit-thread embroidery
☰ Fit: Tailored comfort with mana-aligned shaping | Auto-Sizing Enabled
☰ Description: Reserved for high-ranking Arindral priests and emissaries. Lightly enchanted for balance and endurance.
☰ Enchantments:
  • +5% Mana Regeneration
  • +10% Stamina Recovery
  • Waterproof Enchantment (repels all forms of liquid, magical and mundane)
☰ Durability: 40/40
☰ Effect: Subtle aura of cleanliness and poise, impervious to water
“Uhh, there are a pair of used draws in the pile.” He muttered to no one and everyone. He glanced around and noticed two Fox looking Beastkin near the front of the shop staring at him. Eli, just nodded his head, “Nice place you have here. Looks like you have a lot of great quality stuff.” 
They both turned their backs towards him and started whispering to each other. He grabbed two of the Whisperweave Briefs and one of the Blessed Undergarment of the High Vale. Grabbed the other clothes and made his way back towards Alira and Osric. 
He walked up and stood next to Osric. “Everyone sure seems super friendly.” 
Osric chuckled under his breath. “They’re cautious. Outsiders rarely bring good things.”
Eli didn’t argue. He could feel the tension in the air.
Alira took his clothes and then looked at him. “You didn’t hold back on your ‘undergarment’ selection.” 
“You can’t put a value on the comfort of your unmentionables. Also, they had a pair of used underwear.” Eli scrunched his face in disgust. “And I picked them up…”
Alira ignored him and pulled some silver coins from her satchel and paid the two Fox Beastkin. Handing Eli’s clothes back to him, she turned and stuffed her clothes in her satchel. 
Osric guided them across the road to the next stop—a small herb and ingredient shop, its scent thick with dried leaves, crushed roots, and faint traces of mana-rich plants.
Alira browsed quickly, grabbing ingredients with an expertise that didn’t go unnoticed. Dried kelpa leaves, mana-rich lotus stems, and powdered emberroot—all things Eli didn’t recognize but could tell were deliberate choices.
Osric raised a brow as he watched her. “You know what you’re looking for.” Not a question but a statement.
Alira barely glanced at him. “I don’t take chances with my supplies.” She didn’t say this with any hint of emotion, but more like a tag line she has used before. 
The shopkeeper, an older Fae woman with graying hair and long pointed ears, watched her work with a keen eye. After a moment, she reached beneath the counter and pulled out a small collection of glass vials filled with shimmering liquid.
“Healing potions,” the woman offered. “Pre-made, stabilized. Saves you the trouble of mixing them yourself.”
Alira didn’t hesitate. “No, thank you.”
Eli blinked, glancing at her and then back at the Fae woman. “Wait—why not? Wouldn’t it be easier to just take those?”
Alira’s fingers didn’t stop working, going over each ingredient, her fingers expertly going through them to find the ones she wanted. “Healing concoctions aren’t just about mixing ingredients. Pre-made potions lose potency over time. They’re convenient, but they’re not reliable.”
The shopkeeper’s ears twitched, an amused glint in her eyes. “You sound like a master alchemist.”
Alira didn’t confirm or deny it. She simply finished gathering her supplies, paid without another word, and stepped away.
Osric’s sharp eyes lingered on Eli, as if peeling back layers that even Eli didn’t know he had. His tone was casual, but the weight behind his words suggested otherwise.
“You have quite the friends,” the old man murmured. “Many of the most powerful in all of Caelum would pay twenty Ruby coins just to seek council from Alira The Grace.”
Eli let out a breath, looking at Alira. “Friend, as in one. But yeah,” he muttered, shaking his head. “I’m starting to get that.”
Osric squinted at him, tilting his head slightly. “Where are you from, boy?” His voice carried a note of curiosity, but also suspicion. “You speak Veylan as if you were raised among the Beastkin, yet your Arindric is flawless. No accent, no hesitation.”
Eli froze for a half-second, his mind racing. 
He spoke two languages without realizing? That… that wasn’t normal, was it? It hadn’t even registered—everything had just sounded natural. Like breathing.
Alira had stopped just ahead of them, looking over her shoulder, her expression unreadable.
Eli met Osric’s gaze and let out a small chuckle, clothes still in his hands lifting his shoulders in a half-hearted shrug.
“From a galaxy, far far away.”
Osric studied him for a long moment before exhaling through his nose. “Hmph. A vague answer. Fitting.”
Eli smirked. “Yeah, I learn from the best.”
Alira shook her head, muttering something under her breath before turning forward again. “Come on. We’re wasting time.”
Eli followed, but he could still feel Osric’s gaze lingering on him for a few more moments. Like the old man was trying to place a puzzle piece that didn’t belong.
Osric led them toward a larger, sturdier building at the village’s center. It wasn’t grand, but it was well-built, reinforced, and clearly a place of importance.
“This is where we handle outside dealings, trade agreements, and negotiations,” Osric explained as he pushed open the heavy wooden doors. “Varek is inside.”
As they stepped in, Eli felt the weight of curious and suspicious gazes settle on them from the handful of people inside. Alira remained composed, unfazed. Eli straightened his posture, trying to do the same.
Osric gave them one last glance before stepping aside. “Good luck with your travels.”
Alira thanked him and handed him what looked like a green coin. Osric glanced down and just stared at the coin mouth open. 
Eli walked by him and just said, “See you on the flip.” 
Osric squinted and started to walk away mumbling, “What is a flip, and why will we see each other there?”
The interior of the meeting hall was dimly lit, the only sources of light coming from mana-powered lanterns lining the walls. The air smelled of aged wood, parchment, and the faint crackle of raw energy—Eli could feel it in his bones, a subtle hum that resonated beneath his skin.
The space itself was simple but sturdy, built for function rather than grandeur. 
A long wooden table dominated the center, maps and ledgers scattered across its surface. 
A handful of people lingered near the edges, their eyes sharp, their expressions unreadable. They weren’t soldiers exactly, but they carried themselves like fighters. People who had lived through enough to know how to measure threats.
And right now, Eli was the unknown variable.
Varek was already waiting for them, arms crossed as he leaned against the far wall. He pushed off as they entered, his gaze flicking between Alira and Eli before settling on the satchel in Alira’s hands.
“You got what you needed?” His voice carried a note of impatience.
Alira nodded. “Enough to get us where we’re going.”
Varek studied her for a long moment, then turned to Eli. That same unreadable look from before. “And what about you? You find anything interesting?”
Eli frowned looking down at the clothes still in his hands. “Uh… clothes?”
Varek let out a short, dry chuckle. “Right. Clothes.” His expression sharpened. “You didn’t answer my question.”
Eli glanced at Alira, unsure how much to say, but before he could respond, she cut in smoothly. “Eli isn’t here to cause problems, Varek.”
He stood at the head of the table, arms crossed, eyes flicking between Alira and Eli.
“You’re asking for a lot,” he said finally. “Passage to Midland? Discreet? That’s not something we offer freely.”
Alira met his gaze, unfazed. “I know about the tracks, Varek.”
Silence.
The words hung in the air, heavy and sharp. Eli saw the way Varek’s entire body tensed, how the people in the room visibly stiffened—hands inching toward weapons, eyes narrowing with suspicion.
Varek’s expression darkened. “That’s not something you should know.” His voice was low, controlled, but Eli could hear the underlying threat beneath it.
Alira didn’t move, didn’t flinch. Instead, she tilted her head slightly, her expression unreadable. “I know because I can feel them.”
Eli watched as Varek’s jaw locked, but before he could respond, Alira knelt and placed a hand on the wooden floor.
A heartbeat passed.
Then another.
Eli felt something shift—not in the air, not something visible, but something deeper. Like the land itself was holding its breath.
When Alira opened her eyes again, there was a flicker of something ancient behind them. She spoke softly, but the weight of her words filled the space.
“The tracks run deep, hidden beneath the bedrock. Reinforced tunnels, sealed with layers of Earth mana. The rails themselves are lined with tempered steel, likely infused with conductivity runes—makes for a faster charge. There’s an access point three streets east of here, disguised as a supply shed.”
Varek didn’t react right away. He didn’t move, didn’t breathe. The tension in the room coiled tighter.
Eli wasn’t sure if Varek was about to deny it, fight her, or order them killed on the spot.
Then Alira’s lips twitched slightly. “And while I was listening, I also found something else.” She turned her gaze toward him, her voice smooth. “A rare mineral deposit buried deep beneath the eastern ridge. Untapped. Pure Aetherite.”
Varek’s fingers twitched. That got his attention.
Silence stretched long enough that Eli swore he could hear the faint hum of the mana lanterns. Then, finally, Varek exhaled sharply.
The shift in him was small, but noticeable. The hardness in his expression didn’t fade, but the tension in his shoulders eased just slightly.
“You’re telling me,” he said slowly, “that there’s untouched Aetherite sitting right beneath our feet?”
Alira nodded once. “Deep, but within reach.”
Varek stared at her for a long moment, then let out a rough chuckle. “You really are something else, Grace.”
He turned, pacing slightly before shaking his head. His entire demeanor shifted—still wary, still guarded, but there was something else now. Something closer to reluctant respect.
“I don’t know if I like how much you know,” he muttered, before stopping and pinning her with a look. “But you just gave us something valuable. So, fine. You can use the rail.”
A ripple of unease spread through the room. Eli could tell that the others were not happy about this.
Varek ignored them. Instead, he turned to Eli, his eyes sharp and unyielding.
“And you,” he said, voice firm. “Keep your mouth shut about this.”
Eli blinked. “Yeah, no problem. The only other person I know is standing next to me, so, no worries there.”
Varek narrowed his eyes, like he was trying to figure out if Eli was an idiot or just smart enough to survive.
After a beat, he grunted. “Good.”
Eli stole a glance at Alira, starting to truly grasp just how powerful she was.
She hadn’t threatened them. She hadn’t demanded anything.
She just knew.
Knew the land, the rails beneath it, the hidden truths no one else should have been able to sense. And that terrified them more than any show of force.
Eli suddenly understood something—if Alira wanted this whole town destroyed, she could do it and still have mana to spare.
And judging by the way Varek kept looking at her, Eli got the impression that Varek knew it, too.
“Osric will take you out the back to the entrance. Zethis is already down there prepping the train.”
[bookmark: _GoBack]Eli barely had time to process that before Varek reached over and grabbed something off the nearby table—a metallic device, roughly the size of a speaker box, covered in intricate engravings and a mana conduit along its edges. It looked like a mix between an old radio and something far more advanced.
Varek pressed something on the side, and a low hum activated. He brought it close to his mouth and spoke into it.
“Zethis, we’re running early. Get the train prepped and ready to leave in the next ten minutes.”
A second of silence.
Then a crackling voice on the other end: “What? That’s not enough time—I still have to—”
“Do it now.” Varek cut him off, his tone leaving no room for argument. Without waiting for a response, he clicked the device off.
Varek glanced at Eli, tapping something on his wrist—a thin, metallic bracer pulsing faintly with mana. Within seconds, the door to the meeting hall swung open, and Osric appeared.
The older man’s eyebrows lifted slightly, the only real sign of surprise he allowed himself. But it was there. For just a fleeting moment, he looked between Varek and Alira, clearly putting the pieces together.
Then, without a word, he nodded.
Varek jabbed a finger toward the back exit. “Take them through the hidden passage. Get them to the tracks and make sure they’re loaded onto the train.”
Osric hesitated. “Are you sure that’s—”
“No,” Varek interrupted. “I’m not. But I’m doing it anyway. Now go.”
Osric didn’t argue further. He simply gestured toward Eli and Alira, motioning for them to follow.
Varek exhaled, running a hand down his face before giving them one last look.
“Good luck,” he said, though his tone suggested it wasn’t entirely sincere. Then he scoffed. “And let’s both hope I never have to see either of you again.”
With that, he turned and strode toward the front of the meeting hall, already barking out orders to the others still inside.
Eli exchanged a glance with Alira before following Osric through the hidden passageway.
