Tide of Shadows #23 – Your Heart Will Fly Away
Ska’arr and Kat were walking towards Triboar’s marketplace.  People stepped out of their way.  Others pointed and whispered.  Ska’arr heard snippets of what was said, but he ignored it.  Rumors and wild speculation were spreading in regards to the Thayan attack that had taken place in the Talking Troll.  The people of Triboar were more than a little put off by the attention being brought to their front door.  Kat seemed oblivious to the talk.

“It’s been four days since we got attacked by those Thayans!” Kat whined.  She kicked a small pebble around.  “I’m bored.”

Ska’arr glanced down at Kat with a look of amusement.  “You do realize those Red Wizards and their assassins almost slaughtered us?”

Kat continued to kick the pebble.  “I’m still bored.”

Ska’arr tried to reason with her.  “Once we have received the items we commissioned, we can go risk life and limb again.”  Kat smiled at that.  The merchants they met quickly provided them with the equipment they had ordered.  Trying not to be rude, the merchants seemed ill at ease with their presence and rushed them out of their shops.
Kat frowned.  “That wasn’t very nice.”

“Can you blame them?” Ska’arr replied.  “Trouble seems to follow us around.”

Kat pointed ahead.  “Speaking of trouble, it seems like we have company.”

Ska’arr looked over.  Ro-Lund-Do was heading straight towards them.  While people quietly made way for Ska’arr and Kat, they jumped out of Ro-Lund-Do’s way.  Rumors of necromancy hung on his head like a poisonous cloud.  Ro-Lund-Do’s sour expression and harsh demeanor did little to dispel the angry glares he received.  In Scuro’s mind, they were merely irritating gnats.
Scuro stopped suddenly in front of Ska’arr and passed the confused ranger arcanist several scrolls.  “Copy these spells for me.”  Ska’arr’s expression was livid.  As he opened his mouth to unleash a verbal tirade, Kat quickly stepped in.

“What?  Not even a ‘please’?” she chided Ro-Lund-Do.
Scuro thought nothing of the feelings of his servants, but he realized he was still too vulnerable to lose these useful tools.  Pushing down his own ire, he put on an embarrassed expression.  “Forgive me, Ska’arr.  That was thoughtless and rude.  I’ve been quite distracted lately.  Since the attack in the tavern, I realized how exposed we are.”  He looked down pointedly at the scrolls.  “The scrolls are meant to provide us more security.”  Ska’arr nodded his agreement.  Soon, I will return to my former place of power and I won’t have to placate the pride of these worms.

Kat let out a silent sigh.  “Let’s head back to the Talking Troll and find the others.”
At the tavern, the rest of the Shadow Stalkers sat in their usual corner.  The other patrons had not-so-subtly moved their tables further away from the group.  Ska’arr called over a barmaid as he sat down.  The crowd’s whispers were reaching a fevered pitch.  “...still allowed in the Troll...In the Troll, what about Triboar?...less trouble without them...dead rising again, must be them...”

As the talk continued, Raven’s anger continued to swell.  How dare they accuse her of such foul deeds!  As she stood and turned to berate the crowd (and if needed, crack a few skulls), the sound and timber of the talk changed drastically.  Screams and shouts of fear punctuated the air.  Getting up quickly, the Shadow Stalkers pushed through the crowd and rushed out of the Troll.

Shribryn could feel the scuff of feet as people rushed headlong away from something.  The vibrations she felt in the ground were a barrage of sensations that threatened to overwhelm her.  A sharp scream cut through all the noise.
A voice ripped through Scuro’s psyche.  “Scuro, you have to help me!”  Scuro looked up and saw four black robed, winged creatures flying away, one of which carried a girl, a girl that Scuro recognized immediately.  “Arianna?”
Raven’s voice cut Scuro’s reverie.  “Who in Ilmater’s name is Scruro?”

Scuro was shocked.  He darted a look at the others and he knew right away – they had all heard Arianna calling to him.  Crap.  Thinking quickly, he called out, “The girl is in danger!  Those creatures are paeliryon – beings from the Nine Hells.  We must help her!”

Pelias turned his attention back on the flying monstrosities.  He saw the bloated fiends with their massive paunches.  Their bat-like wings pumped as they drew further away.  One of the creatures looked back, checking for any signs of pursuit.  One look at the yellow, porcine eyes above the unnaturally wide, fang-filled mouth told Pelias all he needed to know.  Crap.  “The paeliryons are fleeing.  Ro-Lund-Do is right – the girl’s soul is in mortal danger.”  Summoning his magic, Pelias shouted out as a nimbus of power surrounded the group.  Their muscles tensed as they were all enhanced by magical swiftness.
As they moved to try to rescue the girl, another set of shouting drew their attention.  “...No!...Help!  We need the Warrior-Priests...have Belros Songsteel!  Get the militia...nightmare, winged creatures...”
The Shadow Stalkers paused, undecided.  Belros Songsteel!  The leader of Tempus’ faithful was in peril!  A paeliryon looked down on the group and smirked as he began pumping his wings mightily.  Scuro fumed.  “Belros is the High Cleric of Tempus!  He can handle himself!  The girl cannot!”
“Crap,” Raven muttered.  More loudly she said, “He’s right.”  As she finished speaking, Raven began to change.  Scuro smiled – Ro-Lund-Do’s words had galvanized the group.

Kat dashed forward and leapt into the air.  As she jumped, her body began to alter.  Sprouting wings, she flew up to engage the flying devils.  A large hawk sped past Kat.  As fast as she was, Raven was faster.  Guess I have a ways to go before I start racing against Raven.  But maybe I can slow them down.  Calling forth her innate energy, a ball of fire raced forward and engulfed the two leading paeliryons.  The paeliryons kept moving, ignoring the attack.  “Crap.”
Ska’arr pulled out his bow and drew back an arrow.  “Hope I don’t hit the girl,” he muttered.  Ro-Lund-Do’s voice lashed out, “Don’t hit the girl!”  Taking a quick breath, Ska’arr released the arrow.  As soon as he released, he reached for another.  A barrage of arrows peppered the paeliryon, but the paeliryon dodged and weaved as the arrows approached, avoiding all of them.  “Crap.”  Dropping the bow, Ska’arr drew out his chain and jumped into the air, flying fast on Raven and Kat’s heels.
Ska’arr saw movement out of the corner of his eye and saw Ro-Lund-Do flying beside him.  The necromancer’s expression was grim.  He saw that Arianna hung limply in the paeliryon’s grip.  Reaching out, he summoned a glowing scythe of force that lashed out at the paeliryons.
Shribryn chased after the others.  She had been listening as they flew off and was able to keep up.  But she also knew she couldn’t do it for much longer.  Crap.  Why can everyone else fly but me?  Feeling Pelias’ heavy tread on the ground, she grinned.  Okay, everyone but me and Pelias.  Shribryn came to a stop when she heard Kat’s cry of dismay.
Kat had been closing in on the leading paeliryon from above and had planned on swooping down to skewer it when she felt her mind suddenly go sluggish.  Crying out, she lost control of herself and began to plummet to the ground.  Scuro saw Kat begin to fall, but he was focused solely on Arianna.  Suddenly, the paeliryon carrying her vanished.  They all vanished, including the girl.
“No!”  Scuro yelled out in frustration.

We can still save Kat!  Ro-Lund-Do’s thoughts echoed in Scuro’s mind.

Scuro responded coldly.  Why should I put in the effort to save that nithling?
Ro-Lund-Do was exasperated.  We need a distraction and an opportunity to win back the group’s good grace.  Otherwise, they may start asking about the name Scuro Forzar...
Ro-Lund-Do swooped down and caught Kat just before she hit the ground.  Holding her close, he spoke reassuringly and waited for her mental fog to pass.

Clutching her head, Kat was surprised to hear Ro-Lund-Do’s voice so close.  Looking around, she was equally surprised to feel him holding her in his arms.  Alarmed, she asked, in a somewhat panicky voice, “What happened?  Did I have too much to drink?  We didn’t...did we?”

Ro-Lund-Do let Kat drop to the ground.  He knew she was alright.  Plus, he was slightly insulted by her last question.  Scuro’s chuckle was dry.  Remember, saving the annoying gnome serves our purpose.

As Ro-Lund-Do alit on the ground, Ska’arr said, “Well done.  I thought we were going to have to scrape Kat’s remains off the ground, but you did great, Ro-Lund-Do.”

Ro-Lund-Do bit back an angry retort.  “Thank you Ska’arr, but the paeliryons teleported away with the girl.”

“Right now, we can’t track them,” Raven said, “but we do know that they were heading south before they vanished.”

“That is not a lot to go on.”  Shribryn’s tone was worried.  “There are no guarantees that the paeliryons are going to continue going south after their teleportation.”

“We need more information,” Pelias said.  “Let’s head back into town and seek advice from the Temple of Tempus.  We can also find out if Belros Songsteel escaped his kidnappers.”  With no other plans to go on, the party headed back to the Temple of Tempus.

As they approached the temple, the crowd was in a frenzy, pushing this way and that.  Several guards held a perimeter around the temple.  From what they could hear, it did not sound like Belros Songsteel had evaded capture.  The guards recognized Ska’arr and opened up the crowd to allow the Shadow Stalkers through.  Heading straight inside the temple, they were met by a cleric of Tempus.
The cleric wrung his hands nervously.  Several other followers scurried about behind him, but he seemed not to notice.  “Warlyon Songsteel has been taken!  The devils managed to grab him and escape!”

Raven was incredulous.  “Wait.  How could they escape?  I could see those devils catching you by surprise, but that moment would pass quickly!  You are warrior-priests!  How could they have evaded you?”

The cleric gave Raven a withering look.  “Once they had him, they dragged him south of the temple.  We gave chase, but the paeliryons were too fast.  They stepped into a portal and were gone.”  The cleric’s voice dropped to a mumble.  “We followed through the portal, but they had disappeared.”
We don’t have time for this priest’s self-loathing.  Ro-Lund-Do’s mind echoed with Scuro’s voice.  We need information!  Ro-Lund-Do spoke up, “We understand your pain.  We also witnessed another person, a young woman, being taken by these devils.  They teleported away.  We need your help to find this poor, innocent victim.”  Ro-Lund-Do thought quickly.  “They were also heading south.  It may be that both Songsteel and this woman will be found in the same place.  Then we can free them both.”  Ro-Lund-Do’s voice hardened.  “But first we need your help.”

The cleric stopped fidgeting.  “We will provide you with whatever help we can.  We had already started doing divinations to locate Warlyon Songsteel, but they are unclear.  All we know is that he was taken south.  At this point, we don’t have any other information to give.  With enough time, we could solve this dilemma, but I don’t think that time is on our side.”
Ska’arr placed his hand on the cleric’s shoulder.  “Agreed.  We will leave immediately to find Warlyon Songsteel and the missing woman.  We will find them and bring them back.”  The cleric nodded his thanks.

As they turned to depart, Pelias stopped the cleric.  “We go to face other-worldly threats.  Could you provide us with holy water to combat our foes?”  The cleric turned to an acolyte and in short order the acolyte returned with several vials of holy water.

Reaching the portal, the cleric turned to the Shadow Stalkers.  “We will continue to gather more information.  We will follow you shortly once we have gathered our forces and we will join you in meting out justice to these interlopers.”

Raven replied, “We are a small group.  We will be moving quickly.”

The cleric’s voice did not leave any room for doubt.  “We will join you shortly.”  With that, the party stepped through the portal.

The portal led to a forested area.  A single path wound through the forest in a southerly direction.  Seeing no other options, the party made their way south.

Several hours later, the forest darkened as night fell.  Their journey had been uneventful, but this was worrisome.  Other than some wolves that Shribryn had heard in the distance, they had traveled without any disruption.  Ska’arr shook his head.  “I would almost prefer that we had been attacked, even if it was just meant to delay us.”
Scuro’s eyes flared.  “What?  Are you mad?  Do you want the girl to die?”

Kat tried to calm Ro-Lund-Do.  “That’s not what Ska’arr meant.  If we had been engaged, that could mean that we were on the right trail.  Possibly.  Right now we have no indication that we are following the right path.  Since our quarry is flying, they leave no footprints or other regular evidence for us to follow.  At this moment, we are depending on luck.”

“One way or the other,” Raven said, “it is getting too dark to track.  Let’s set up camp and rest.  We’ve had none and I know that you spell-casters need to replenish them.  I would prefer to be fully prepared the next time we engage those devils.”  Clearing a spot, Raven lay down her blanket and made ready for bed.
The night passed quickly.  Ro-Lund-Do felt a foot kicking his side.  Rolling over, he saw that it was Raven.  “It is our turn at watch.”  Ro-Lund-Do got up with a small groan.  The other watch had already fallen asleep.

Ro-Lund-Do was annoyed at Raven.  “Why do you always treat me so poorly?  Have I not proven my worth and my intentions to you all?”
Raven had begun to snarl a response, when she froze.  She heard a gentle rustling in the forest, but it didn’t match the sway of the trees.  “Get up!  We have company!”  Before she finished calling out her alarm, a wolf of gigantic proportions leapt out of the forest and bore her to the ground.  The wolf’s fangs tried to clamp down on her throat, but Raven just managed to throw her arm up into the wolf’s bottom jaw and deflect the attack.  Raven stared into the wolf’s eyes and saw the malevolence found there.  These were not ordinary wolves.
Shribryn leapt to her feet.  Suddenly, she felt the ground vibrating violently.  They all did.  Two pairs of giant, green skinned humanoids burst out of the forest, one pair on either side of the party’s campsite, and moved to engage.  The ogre mages chanted briefly – cones of cold erupted from their hands catching their puny opponents in their frigid blasts.
More worgs ran out of the forest and attacked.  Other humanoids followed as well and began swinging their weapons at what they thought were easy prey.  They were sadly mistaken.

Balls of flame erupted, slamming several worg and humanoids to the ground.  Kat danced between the blasts and ran towards the closest ogre mage.  Before he even knew he was in danger, the ogre mage was falling, dead before he hit the ground.  Kat continued her deadly dance towards the next ogre mage.

Ska’arr’s chain caught the first humanoid around the neck.  As Ska’arr wrenched the chain free, it tore out his opponent’s throat.  Using the chain’s momentum, he struck another humanoid squarely in the head, crushing its temple and driving shards of bone into its hapless brains.  Ska’arr continued his onslaught.  In desperation, one of the humanoids tried to tackle Ska’arr and knock him to the ground.  His shoulder hit Ska’arr’s abdomen as his arms reached around to grapple the giant human.  He heard Ska’arr laugh just before his neck snapped from a fist slamming into the base of his skull.  The humanoid’s corpse flopped on the ground.
Raven moved forward fluidly.  Dropping to a sudden crouch, she caught the first humanoid in the pit of the stomach with a powerful kick.  Doubled over in pain, the humanoid didn’t feel Raven lift it up on her powerful shoulders nor the impact of the ground as Raven drove it head-first into the earth.

A lucky stab caused Raven to gasp out in pain, but just as quickly, a feeling of warmth washed over her.  Shirbryn had vanished before her opponents’ eyes and easily side-stepped them.  Seeing the treacherous humanoid backstab Raven, she rushed over and healed Raven.  The humanoid was perplexed – why had the human stopped bleeding so suddenly.  A snake of fire wrapped its coils around his torso and suddenly, the humanoid was too busy being crushed and burnt to death to care much about anything else.  Raven morphed into a vicious-looking hawk and flew up into the air.  Focusing her anger, she caused the plant-life to attack the worgs and humanoids.  Roots and stems burst into maniacal motion and wrapped themselves around limbs.  The worgs bit at the plants, but as soon as one stem or root was severed, another took its place.
Pelias focused his energies once more.  Blasts of flame tore through the worgs and drove them back.  Suddenly, a worg leapt out and clamped its jaws on his arm.  Dragging him down, he fought to focus his powers, but found that he couldn’t.  Feeling his blood gushing from an arterial wound, Pelias managed to focus his energies enough to drive a blade of solid flame through the worg’s skull and into its brain.  Clutching at his wound, Pelias tried to staunch the blood loss as he climbed back to his feet.

Scuro saw that the tide of battle had already turned against the ogre mage and their slaves.  Too bad.  They would have been more easily manipulated to do my bidding.  Seeing no reason to dirty his hands dealing with these failures, Scuro walked away from the combat, avoiding any danger with short teleportational jaunts.

The ogre mage realized that they had bitten off more than they could chew.  They began to withdraw, but it was already too late.  Only one of the ogre mage managed to escape the failed ambush – the rest of the raiding party perished beneath the Shadow Stalkers’ heels.
As the sun rose, the party had already broken camp and were continuing their journey south in the forest.  By early afternoon, they reached a large clearing with a door leading into a rock-face (? THIS PART IS A LITTLE UNCLEAR – THERE IS A DISCREPANCY IN MY NOTES – I DON’T KNOW IF THERE WAS A ROCK-FACE OR IF THE DOOR WAS HANGING IN MID-AIR – PLEASE LET ME KNOW WHICH SCENARIO IS CORRECT).

What a strange place to put a door.  Kat was drawn to the mysterious door.  A constant tugging on her shoulder stopped Kat in her place.  Annoyed, she looked over at Shribryn who held a firm grip on her shoulder.  Shribryn smiled.  “Kat, you weren’t planning on throwing caution to the wind and rushing forward heedlessly just to satisfy your curiosity, were you?  You know, without checking to see if the area had any lookouts, or if there were any traps.”  The others grinned at Kat.
Kat smiled sheepishly in return.  “Why of course not.  I just wanted to stretch my legs a little before you and I, Shribryn, head over to examine the door.”  Going low to the ground, Shribryn and Kat moved forward stealthily.  Scanning the area for any unwanted observers, they saw nothing to indicate that they were being watched.

Reaching the door, Kat began scanning it for any traps.  The door was a simple affair.  Made of stone, it was roughly cut and seemed quite solid.  Pulling out a bag of flour, she gently blew a handful towards the door.  The flour floated carelessly towards the door, but, as it reached the door, Kat saw that several specks seemed to be pushed away.  It was barely noticeable, but she knew that it could indicate a magical aura.  Peering more closely, Kat saw that, within the grains of the stone that made up the door, she could see patterns that would have gone unnoticed.

Looking over, Kat saw Shribryn with the palm of one of her hands on the ground.  With her other hand, she gently tapped the ground.  Kat whispered, “What are you doing?”
Shribryn didn’t stop her tapping.  “Echo-location.”

Kat had no idea what that meant.  “Get over here.  I found something on the door, but I want to make sure.”

Shribryn slid over and listened as Kat described the patterns on the door.  Shribryn gave a low whistle.  “Sounds like a nasty glyph.”
“I know,” Kat replied.  “Disarming it won’t be easy.”

“Agreed.”  Shribryn wracked her memory for a solution.  “The magic is in-laid into the stone.  We can’t break the stone without setting off the glyph, but what if we melt it instead?”

Kat pulled out a small vial of acid.  “Might work.  At worst we set off the trap harmlessly, I hope, and alert anyone on the other side of the door to our presence.  At best the glyph will be ruined and we get the jump on whoever is on the other side of the door.  Let’s give it a go.”

Moving to either side of the door, Kat reached over gingerly and gently poured the acid onto the stone door.  An acrid smell wafted up as Shribryn heard the acid etching the stone.  When no explosion occurred, Kat looked more closely at her handiwork.  The glyph was broken – the fangs of the trap had been pulled.  Kat signalled to the others that the way was clear.

Looking at the door, Pelias said, “I think brawn will work best here.  Ska’arr, could you please?”
Placing both hands on the door, Ska’arr gave a push.  The door didn’t move.  Bracing himself even better, he gave the door a solid push.  The door still didn’t move.  Raven piped up, “Maybe the door is braced on the other side.  They may not have put their entire faith in a trap to keep interlopers out.”

Ska’arr summoned his arcane energies and sent them forth.  If there was a barrier that was keeping the door closed, it was about to be annulled.  Once his spell was finished, Ska’arr put his shoulder on the door and pushed.  It didn’t move.  Ska’arr snarled in frustration.

“Out of the way,” Scuro commanded.  “You waste our time.  Your spell didn’t work.  I will get the door open.”  Scuro closed his eyes and sent his arcane senses out to examine the door.  There were no magical constraints on the door.  He knew Ska’arr’s spell had been successful, so all the physical restraints on the door were also gone.  Scuro slapped the door in aggravation.  The door silently swung open.

“How did you do that?” Ska’arr asked.  “I didn’t even see the spell you cast.”

“Then you are not as adept as magic as you thought you were,” Scuro replied haughtily.  In reality, he didn’t know how or why the door opened, but there was no reason for the others to know.
On the other side of the door, a 5’ wide walkway spanned the room.  A reddish glow emanated from below the walkway.  By its light, they could just make out another door at the other end of the walkway about 100’ away.

Ska’arr stepped through the threshold and immediately regretted it.  A glyph on the floor flared, and he felt his strength drain from him.  He stumbled and almost fell off the walkway.  Catching himself, he saw the source of the reddish glow from below – lava filled the bottom of the room 20’ below the walkway.  Hearing a small cry, he turned slightly and saw that Shribryn had collapsed to the ground.  Her limbs twitched uselessly.  The magical trap had drained her of her strength as well.

Suddenly, Ska’arr lurched forward as a blade sliced him deeply in the back.  A humanoid in a dark cloak appeared suddenly, floating above the walkway, his sword red with Ska’arr’s blood.  His voice rang out, “You trespass.  Leave.”  Ska’arr’s chain swung out, but the humanoid avoided the attack and flew back towards the other door.  Stopping, he seemed to brace himself against Ska’arr’s inevitable charge.

Ska’arr’s outline blurred as he raised his defensive spells.  Using his arcane might to bolster his physical strength, Ska’arr leapt up and flew straight for the floating humanoid.  Ska’arr raced forward.  As he drew close, he saw his opponent smirk just before he vanished.  A cacophony of thoughts invaded Ska’arr’s mind as he felt madness overtake him.  Collapsing to the walkway, Ska’arr thought he heard laughter.
Kat leapt into the room when she felt fiery agony in her shoulder.  Spinning around, she saw the small imp withdraw its poisoned tail.  With a grin, the imp vanished out of sight.  Or so it thought.
The imp circled around to stab Kat once again, when suddenly, her sword flicked up, catching the imp in its gut.  With a confused cry, the imp looked down as its guts spilled out over the tip of Kat’s sword.  “Nice try.  But invisibility is highly overrated.  Especially when you try to use it against me.”  Kat flicked the imp’s corpse into the lava below.

Moving forward, she saw Ska’arr flailing his chain around wildly.  Behind him, the humanoid floated, smiling, confident that his invisibility protected him.  He darted around and lashed out with his sword almost casually.  He cut deeply into Pelias’ side, and then struck Raven across the back of her leg, almost hamstringing her.  Every time he struck, he vanished, blunting any counterattack.  Kat heard the others yelling in frustration – they couldn’t hit what they couldn’t see.  Shribryn had scaled the wall and scurried up onto the ceiling hoping to find any sign of the enemy.  Pelias bolstered the group with his spells, but he found no target to unleash his powers upon.  Ro-Lund-Do had fired off a bolt of pure brilliance, but it had only nicked the humanoid before he vanished again.  Raven transformed into a large hawk and flew about the room, but could not find her opponent.
Kat dashed forward and yelled at the humanoid, “You coward!  Fight us!”  She glanced around, as if she were looking for her opponent.  The humanoid drew closer, grinning, when Kat suddenly made eye contact.  “Ready to dance?”  Taken aback, he realized she could see him.  Kat began chanting while her finger quickly moved in arcane patterns.  “Feel my wrath!”

The humanoid began canting a spell, and Kat felt the hair on her arms and neck stand up at the conjuring of fey powers.  She recognized some of the phrases and knew her enemy was erecting a protective barrier against a mystic attack.  Grinning wildly, she stopped her play-casting and opened her pouch.  Grabbing her bag of flour, she threw it hard at the humanoid.  He put up his hands as the bag passed through the mystic barrier around him, interrupting his casting.  The bag struck him in the face, and he was enveloped in a white cloud.  Stunned, he looked about and realized he was visible to everyone.  “Gotcha.”
A shadowy garrotte wrapped around his neck, as Shribryn pulled hard.  The bird of prey transformed in mid-flight as Raven tackled the humanoid down to the walkway.  Tumbling off of him, Raven dodged quickly as Ska’arr’s chain slammed down on the vulnerable humanoid.  A swarm of bats surrounded the humanoid’s head as Ro-Lund-Do began casting his next spell.

Seeing he had been outmanoeuvred, the humanoid sought to get away.  Stepping in between, he flickered out from underneath Ska’arr’s lashing chain and appeared close to the door.  Before he could make his escape, a small arm snaked around his throat, pulling his head back sharply.  “Nice try.”  He felt a sharp pain that quickly turned to numbness as Kat’s sword slid into his heart.

Kat leapt off her dying foe and watched as he quickly bled out from his pierced heart.  Turning back to the others, she flipped back her hair.  “Well that was fun.  What’s next?”
